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t I,
EDITOR'S NOTE
Litebatube is pure spirit, and hence its truths must be 8piritually,4iscerned,
yet there are two avenues of approach which are likely to prove the most ^Ifiring
and satisfactory to the student, — the chronological and that of correlation. Wiere
the mind and art of a poet have develdped naturally from the simple to the complex,
the chronological order seenis the most helpful and appropriate; but when we find
midway in a poefs career work which is both history and prophecy, — work
which reveals the method apd spirit of' the past and contains the potency of the
future, — it may well serve as a point around which other poems are to be gathered,
and the method of correlation wUl be found most suggestive.
It follows that the method of annotation in each of these cases should be different. In the chronological, the eye is upon the past, and the principie hitherto
evolved by the poet is made use of in the treatment of each suceessive çoem ;. while
in the method of correlation the eye looks before and after in a study of those
elements which may be considered as fundamental in the life and art of the poet.
I have illustrated the one method in my selections from Miltojl, Burns, Coleridge,
and Wordsworth, and the other in " The Princesa " and '''Childe Harold." It has
been said that as reSpects a man whom we never sav^ we are fortunate if we have,
as mea^ of knowing him, works revealing the various moods of his jàlnd and emotions of his heart, portraits painted by great artists in a lucky hour oiliis youth and
age, and friends who had the insight to know and were beth able and willing to
tell us the truth in regard to Ms character. In the case of Wordsworth we have
ali of these and there is no excuse for taking half views of him and his work.
The distinctive features of this edition are : the latest text adopted by the poet;
íh0'chronological.order of the poems; the date of composition and that of publlcation of each poem; the Essays and Prefaces on Poetry written between 1800 and
1845; a body of notes, which Wordsworth prinled in his various editions; notes at
the head of each poem, dictated by the poet himself late in life to Miss Fenwick, '
and known as the " I. F." notes; notes revealing the time, "^lace, occasion, and
circumstance, so far as can be ascertained, out of which each poem had its origin ;
bibliography of WordswGrth's works; a list of biographical and criticai reviews.
Long and varied pse of Wordsworth in school and college classes ; frequent
visits to the scenes aswciated With his work in the inspiríng and recreating atmosphere of his beloved lake land; and association with those who knew him as a
man and poet, have yielded me material which has proved of the highest value in
theHeaching of his poetry and 'tlie interesting period of political and literary history
to which he belonged and id T^hich he was so conspicuous a figure. These experi-
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ences have been helpful in preparing this edition, which, it is hoped, will be found
equally suited to the needs of the special student and the general reader.
It is to be regretted that the limits of this volume preclude any attempt at giving
'the interesting variants which the poet from time to time introduced into the
text of the poems. These have been given with skill and care in the variorum
editions of Professor Knight and Professor Dowden, and any one who cares for
such details of workmanship should consult them there.
It hardly need be said that I am indebted to that noble band of disciples of the
poet who have written with sympathy, insight, and illumination, upon the various
aspects of his mind, art, and influence. Oije of the most distinguished of these
disciples, Mr. Aubrey de Vere, took great delight in my devotion to the poet of his
youth. From him, during an acquaintance of nearly a quarter of a century, I
received invaluable sympa,thy and suggestipn. On learning of my plan which is
revealed in this volume, he wrote me, only shortly befbre his death, a letter which
contained the following significant sentence: " More than anything else, a great
and sound literature seems to be now the means of promoting divine truth."
It is not surprisiug that in many instances the date of composition given in the
Fenwick notes is incorrect, owing to the fact that the poet dictated them in his old
age and from memory. Many errors have been corrected by the use of Dorothy
Wordsworth's Journals and the editions of the poet's works by Professor Dowden
and Mr. Xhomas Hutchinson; some dates are still conjectural.
In the inatter of 'bibliography original sources have been followed as far as possible ; but in several instances I have used the data of Professçr Dowden and Mr.
J. R. Tutin; this indebtednegs is indicated by the terms (D) and (T).
A.J.G.
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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH
Notwithstanding the fact that the notes to this edition are biographieal and criticai,
— an attempt to reveal how Wordsworth became the poet of plain living and high thiiiking, — it may be well to review the main events of his life and the distinctive aohievement
of his art. It will help us to understand what Emerson wrote of him in 1854 : " It is
very easy to see that to aot so powerfully in this practical age, he needed, with ali his
Oriental abstraction, the indomitable vigour rooted in animal constitution, for which his
countrymen are marked, otherwise he eould not have resisted the deluge streams of their
opinion with success. One would say he is the only man among them who has not in any
point sucovimbed to their way of thinking, and has prevailed."
WUliam Wordsworth was born at Cookermouth, Cumberland, April 7, 1770. The
house in which he was born, a large substantial mansion, still stands, and is of interest
because of the garden and terrace-walk in the rear assoeiated with events related in " The
Sparrow's Nest" and " The Prelude." His father, John Wordsworth, a solicitor, and law
agent of the Earl of Lonsdale, was a descendant of an old family which belonged to the
middle class and had settled in Penistone, Yorkshire, in the reign of Edward the Third.
An interesting old oak chest or almery, now in the possession of the poefs grandchildren
at The Stepping Stones, Ambleside, bears the pedigree carved by one of the family in
the reign of Henry the Eighth.
The poefs mother (Aime Cookson) was the daughter of William Cookson, mercer, of
Penrith. She was deseended on her mother's side from an aneient family of Crackanthorp, which, from the time of Edward the Third, had lived at Newbiggen Hall, Westmoreland. She married John Wordsworth at Penrith, February 5,1766. Besides William,
who was the second son, there were born at Cockermouth three sons, Richard, John, and
Christopher, and one daughter, Dorothy.
Wordsworth's infancy and early boyhood were passed at Cockermouth, and with
maternal relatives at Penrith. His teaehers at this time were his mother, to whom he
has paid a toviching tribute in " The Prelude," and his father, who early taught him to
oommit to memory portions of the great English poets, the Rev. Mr. Gilbanks, of Cockermouth, and Dame Birkett, of Penrith. There was nothing in his character during these
years that distinguished him in any way from other children in the family, unless it was
the manifestation of that " indomitable vigour " which characterized him as a man. This
manifested itself in suoh forms of will and temper as to cause his mother to remark that
the only one of her five children about whose future she was anxious was William: "He
will be remarkable either for good or for evil." Yet there were influences of Nature and
his own home acting silently upon him thus early which later became his most cherished
memories, and revealed how favored he had been in his birthplace and training.
Wordsworth's mother, the heart and hinge of ali his learning and his loves, died in 1778,
and the family was broken up. William and Richard, the eldest boys, were sent to the
old school at Hawkshead. It is hardly necessary to review in detail the events of
WordswortVs life from this time until he meets Coleridge in 1795, as it is given with
scrupulous regard for truth and with entire freedom from vanity in " The Prelude," by the
only man who could describe them with certainty. Ali who would read his poetry as he
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wished it to be read should have this poem by heart. Only the main events will be reviewed here.
The old school, situated in a quaint rural village, and surrounded by the unambitious
loveliness of Nature in hill and dale, rivers, woods, and íields, maintained a healthy, sound
simplicity of social and academic culture. Competition and high pressure were unknown;
there were the greatest freedom and variety of mental and physical trainiag. The boys,
while studying mathematics and the classics under accomplished and sympathetic teachers, lived in the cottages of the dalesmen, and were cared for by the homely and motherly
dames. When out of school they were left to themselves and their own modest pleasures. They rowed or skated on the lake, ranged the fells for woodcock, fished in brooks
or pools hid among the mountains, practiced crag-climbing and raven-nesting, nntil
" feverish with weary joints and beating minds " home and to bed they went. In reviewing these happy days Wordsworth found two great periods in his development at the
hands of Natnre clearly revealed: first, that of unconscious receptivity when Itfe was
sweet he knew not why; and the second, that of conscious intercourse with aspects sublime and fair of the externai world. Of this experience he writes: —
I cannot paint
What then I was. The sounding cataract
Haunted me like a passion; the tall rock,
The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,
Their colours and their forms, were then to me
An appetite ; a feeling and a love,
That had no need of a remeter charm,
By thought supplied, nor any interest
Unborrowed from the eye.
His pastime and his happiness now began to grow in the substantial world of great books;
but his reading was not that of a student with a definite aim, rather that of a lover of
romance, a child. He read as chance and curiosity dictated. He says: —
What joy was mine! How often in the course
Of those glad respites, though a soft west wind
Huffled the waters to the angler's wish.
For a whole day together, have I lain
Down by thy side, O Derwent! murmuring stream,
On the hot stones, devouring as I read,
Defrauding the day*s glory, desperate!
Till with a sudden bound of smart reproach,
Such as an idler deals with in his shame,
I to the sport betook myself again.
The healthy activities of these days at Hawkshead, when spontaneous wisdom was
breathed by health, and truth by cheerfulness, begat
A race of real children; not too wise,
Too learned, or too good; but wanton, fresh,
And bandied up and down by leve and hate;
Not unresentful where self-justified;
Fierce, moody, patient, venturous, modest, shy;
Mad at their sports like withered leaves in winds;
Though doing wrong and suffering, and full oft
Bending beneath our Iife's mysterious weight
Of pain, and doubt, and fear, yet yielding not
In happiness to the happiest upon earth.
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Before Wordsworth had completed his school days at Hawkshead his father died and
the family was left in straitened circumstances owing to the fact that Sir James
Lowther had borrowed nearly his entire savings and had refused to discharge the debt.
Accordingly Dorothy was sent to live with matemal relatives at Penrith. Through the
assistanee of his uncles, William was eiiabled to enter St. John's College, Cambridge.
Although he had looked forward with a boy's delight to this
Migration strange for a stripling of the hills,
A northern villager,
yet after the first novelty of the place and the quaint customs wore off he was filled with
disappointment. But he confirmed to every outward requirement of the place and kept
his homesickness to himself. Cambridge was at this time in the depths of intellectual
sleep ; enthusiasm was dead, and academic spirit was at a low ebb. Without stimulus
to intellectual activity Wordsworth's thoughts were directed, first, quite unconsciously — as
they had been previously with Nature — to the historie past as revealed in his environment.
Of this he says : —
Imagination slept,
And yet not utterly. I could not print
Ground where the grasa had yielded to the steps
Of generations of illustrious men,
UnmoTed. I could not always lightly pass
Through the same gateways, sleep where they had slept,
Wake where they waked, range that enclosure old,
That garden of great intellects, undisturbed.
Gradually he was aroused to the consciousness of the superficial religious and academic
spirit of the place: —
Decenoy and Custom starving Truth,
And blind Authority beating with hia stafE
The child that might haye led him; Emptiness
Followed as of good omen, and meek Worth
Left to herself unheard of and unknown.
Realizing that he was not for that place nor for that time, he sought the comradeship of
the poets who had made the name of Cambridge famous in the literatura of the English
tongue ; and the love of man began to rise in his heart. Thenceforth he had a world of
his own about him, both of Nature and of man; he made it and it lived to him alone. It
is needless to say that this slight of the means upon which his future worldly maintenance
must depend caused anxiety to those interested in his progress. In his first vacations he
found consolation for this in revisiting his old haunts at Hawkshead, and in the company
of his sister and Mary Hutchinson at Penrith. It was at Hawkshead, after a night
spent with his old schoolmates at a farmhouse among the hills, that there was revealed to
him as to Burns in " The Vision," that he was set apart for holy services.
Magnificent
The moming rose, in memorable pomp,
Glorions as e'er I had beheld — in front,
The sea lay langhing at a distance; near,
The solid mountaina ahone, bright as the clonds,
Grain-tinctiired, drenched in empyrean líght ;
And in the meadows and the lower grounds
Was ali the aweetness of a common dawn —
Dews, vapours, and the melody of birds,
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And labourers going forth to till the fíelds.
Ah! need I say, dear Friend ! that to the brim
My heart was full; I made no vows, but tows
Were then made for me ; boud unknown to me
Was given, that I should be, else sinning greatly,
A dedicated Spirit.

The first fruits of this dedication are to be seen in " An Evening Walk," begun at the time,
dedicated to his sister, and given to the world in 1793. Until this time he had written
only a few school poems.
In his last college vacation he visited the Alps with a college friend, Robert Jones, of
Wales, at a time when the rumblings of the Revolution in France were first heard in England. Em-ope was then thrilled with joy, and human nature seemed rejoicing in a new
birth. They landed at Calais on the day when Louis XIV. swore fidelity to the new Constitution. They then made their way southward rejoicing with the enthusiastic bands of
delegates sent from Marseilles to the Federation. They visited the Grand Chartreuse,
spent several weeks at the Swiss and Italian lakes, and crossed the Simplon. On their
return they met the —
Brabant armies on the fret
For battle in the cause of liberty.
This journey aroused and fed his imagination by association with the grander aspects of
Nature than he had viewed in England, but it also awoke a new sentiment within him,
that Revolutionary fervor whieh was to influence his life work. The immediate results
of this became evident to his friends in the " Descriptive Sketches;" these, expanded and
enriched, may now be read in the sixth book of " The Prelude." The first distinctive notes
in the great movement of the return to Nature, of which Wordsworth and Coleridge were
to be the leaders, are to be heard in these sketches.
In 1791 Wordsworth took his degree of B. A. After visiting his sister at Forncett
Rectory, where she was living with her uncle and conducting a little school, with no settled
plan as to the future, but with a passion for travei, he repaired to London. Here he played
the idler ; mingled with ali sorts and conditions of men, and saw human nature in those
extremes of luxury and poverty which every great city affords. He became impressed with
the power of the great metropolis over the fortunes of men and nations : —
Fount of my country's destiny and the worId's,
as he calls it.
After several months in London he visited his friend Jones in Wales. While there he
became impressed with the picturesque scenery, the historical and legendary associations
of the ancient principality, the splendor of the vale of Clwyd, the heights of Snowdon,
Menai and her Druids, and the windings of the Dee.
His guardians now became more troubled about him, so he made plans to visit France
and study the language in order to flt himself for a tutor ; he would thus be able to continue his roving life and visit the country which had aroused his Revolutionary spirit.
Accordingly he set out for Orleans, but delayed in Paris, where he
Saw the Revolutionary Power
Toss like a ship at anchor, rocked by storms.
He did not remain long at Orleans, but went to Blois, where he became associated with
that remarkable philosopher and republican general, Michael Beaupuy.

BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH

xxxi

By birth he ranked
With the most noble, but unto the poor
Among mankind he was in service bound,
As by some tie inTÍsible, oaths professed
To a religious order. Man he loved
As man ; and, to the mean and the obseure,
And ali the homely in their homely works,
Transferred a courtesy which had no air
Of eondescension; but did rather seem
A passion and a gaUantry, like that
Which he, a soldier in his idler day,
Had paid to woman.
Many were their walks and talks together beside the Loire. They discussed the principies
of civil rights which must be the foundation of every republican government. In July, 1792,
Beaupuy left Blois for service with his regiment, and Wordsworth returned to Orleans,
where he remained during the September Massacres ; not dismayed by these, he believed
in the patriots' cause and hastened to Paris, where amid the tumult and the tragedy of
those days his enthusiasm for the cause of liberty led him to think of oilering himself as
a leader. Fortunately before such a plan could be put in operation — a plan in which he
would doubtless have perished — his funds gave out and he was obliged to retum to
England.
While it is evident that Wordsworth's relatives distrusted him, yet he found eomfort
and inspiration in the society of the dear sister from whom he had been separated so long.
So on his retum from France with his future career still unsettled he sought her companionship at Forncett, and set about the publication of " An Evening Walk" and " Descriptive Sketches." While the Monthly Review, the Edinburgk Review, and Blaclcwood's could
see in this work only subjects for clumsy satire and vulgar rebuff, saying : " Must eternal
changes be rung on nodding forests, and brooding clouds, and cells and delis, and dingles ? "
Coleridge, not yet out of the üniversity, uttered the most significant literary prophecy
and acute literary criticism to be found in our language. He says : " During the last
year of my residence at Cambridge, I became acquainted with Mr. Wordsworth's first
publication, entitled ' Descriptive Sketches ;' and seldom, if ever, was the emergence of an
original poetic genius above the literary horizon more evidently announced. In the form,
style, and manner of the whole poem, and in the structure of the particular lines and
periods, there is a harshness and acerbity connected and combined with words and images
ali a-glow, which might recall those products of the vegetable world, where gorgeous
blossoms rise out of the hard and thorny rind and shell, within which the rich fruit was
elaborating."
Wordsworth was now at the height of his republican ardor, and on hearing of the
excitement in London over negro emancipation and the Revolution, he wrote: "I disapprove of monarchical and aristocratical governments however modified. Hereditary distinctions and privileged orders of every species, I think, must necessarily counteract the
progress of human improvement." At this time, too, he wrote that remarkable pamphlet
in reply to the avowal of political principies by the Bishop of Landaff. He pleaded with
lofty eloquence and patriotic fervor for universal education to be followed by universal
suffrage, and for a consideration of the great questions of how the general welfare of a
nation was to be promoted — questions which at the present time in England are still
uppermost.
In this unsettled condition of mind he was still more deeply agitated by the action of
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England in preparing to make war against France in 1793. At this time he was rambling
in the Isle of Wight with his friend, William Calvert, of Windybrow, Keswick. How
he felt is revealed by the following: —
When the proud fleet that bears the red-cross flag
In that unworthy service was prepared
To mingle, I beheld the vessels lie,
A brood of gallant creatures, on the deep;
I saw them in their rest, a sojourner
Through a whole month of calm and glassy days
In that delightful island which protects
Their place of convocation; there I heard»
Each evening, pacing by the still sea-shore,
A monitory sound that neyer failed,—
The suuset cannon. While the orb went down
In the tranquillity of nature, carne
That voice, ill requiem I seldom heard by me
Without a spirit overcast by dark
Imaginations, sense of woes to come,
Sorrow for human kind, and pain of heart.
Soon afBairs in France assumed an aspect which was the greatest disappointment of his
life. For —
now, become oppressors in their tum,
Frenchmen had changed a war of self-defence
For one of conquest, losing sight of ali
Which they had struggled for: up mounted now,
Openly in the eye of earth and heaven,
The scale of liberty. I read her doom,
With anger vexed, with disappointment sore.
As a result of the shock he began that intellectual quest to determine the origin, impulses,
motives, and obligations which caused such actions; demanding formal proof, he lost
those feelings of the heart which had been his safest guides; and at last yielded up moral
questions in despair.
This was the crisis of that atrong disease,
This the sours last and lowest ebb.
Still undecided as to whether he should choose the Church, the Bar, or literary work
for his occupation, he wandered with his friend Jones in Wales, with his sister in the
lake country, and visited the Speddings and Calverts at Keswick. While waiting at
Keswick for a reply to a proposition he had made for literary work on a magazine, Raisley Calvert became ill, and he volunteered to attend him as companion and nurse. Calvert had become interested in Wordsworth's ideais, and saw that what was needed was
leisure in which they might mature. He planned to spend the winter of 1794-5 with
Wordsworth in Lisbon, but his health failed so rapidly that this became impossible, and he
died early in 1795. He had intimated to Wordsworth that he intended to leave him a
small legacy, but when the will was opened it was found that the sum of £900 had been
bequeathed him. This generous act opened out a course for the yoimg poet, as he has
recorded in " The Prelude " and the sonnet to Calvert. He needed no longer to worry about
a profession, and, best of ali, he could now be restored to the society of Dorothy. By
her ministrations he was able to throw ofB the imnatural burden of analytical research
imder which he had fallen.
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Then it was —
Thanks to the bounteous Giver of ali good! —
That the beloTed Sister In whose sight
Those days were passed, now speáking in a voice
Of sudden admonition — like a brook
That did bnt cross a lonely road, and now
Is seen, heard, felt and caught at every tnm,
Companion never lost through many a league —
Maintained for me a saving intercourse
With my true self; for, though bedimmed and changed
Much, as it seemed, I was no further changed
Than as a clouded and a waning moon:
She whispered still that brightness would retum,
She, in the midst of ali, preserved me stUl
A Poet, made me seek beneath that name.
And that alone, my ofEce npon earth.
The following from one of Dorothy's letters at this time will reveal how lonely the
brother must have been in his perplexity. She writes: " The fortunate brother of mine
happens to be no favourite with any of his near relations except his brothers, by whom he
is adored, I mean John and Christopher." The former was at sea, the latter at Cambridge.
With the proceeds of Calvert's legaoy the dreams of the two enthusiasts about beginning life together were realized, and they settled at Racedown Lodge, Dorsetshire, in the
smnmer of 1795. The old farmhouse was delightfully situated in a retired part of the
country reached by post only once a week. Here they spent their time in reading,
writing, gardening, communing with themselves, with Nature and books. The period of
Wordsworth's recovery from the tyranny of intellectual research was here completed, and
pessimism forever east aside, by the creation of that gruesome tragedy," The Borderers,"
the only produotion of these days at Racedown. WhUe this is of little value as poetry,
it is most significant as biography. Through the creation of the philosophieal villain
Oswald, who is moved by " the motive hunting of a motiveless malignity," Wordsworth
revealed what was the inevitable outcome of Godwin's revolntionary scheme of Political
Justice — a scheme that in the interest of reason would free man from ali the laws, social
and moral, upon which society is founded.
With the completion of " The Borderers " the great formative period of Wordsworth's
life is at an end, and the first Creative period begins. Coleridge had but recently settled
at Nether Stowey, and on hearing that the author of " Descriptive Sketches " was so near,
took an early opportunity (in June) of visiting him. Dorothy tellsus "the first thingthat
was read on that occasion was ' The Ruined Cottage ' with which Coleridge was so much
delighted ; and after tea he repeated to us two acts and a half of his tragedy,' Osorio.' The
next morning William read his tragedy, ' The Borderers.' "
That this was a clear case of love at first sight is shown by the letters written to their
friends at this time. Dorothy writes : " You had a great loss in not seeing Coleridge. He
is a wonderful man. His conversation teems with soul, mind, and spirit. . . . He has
more of ' the poefs eye in fine frenzy rolling' than I ever witnessed. He has fine dark
eyebrows and an overhanging forehead." Coleridge in his accoimt of this visit says ; " I
speak with heartfelt sincerity, and, I think, unblinded judgment, when I tell you that I
feel myself a little man by his side." When the Wordsworths returned this visit and went
to Nether Stowey, Coleridge gives this beautiful picture of Dorothy : " W. and his exquisite sister are with me. She is a woman indeed ! in mind and heart; for her person is
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such that if you expected to see a pretty woman, you would think her rather ordinary ;
if you expected to see an ordinary woman, you would think her pretty ! but her manners
are simple, ardent, impressive. In every motion her most innocent soul outbeams so
brightly, that who saw her would say : —
' Guilt was a thing impossible to her.'
Her information various. Her eye watchful in minutest observation of nature ; and her
taste a perfect electrometer." Wordsworth wrote, "Coleridge is the xaost wonderful man
I ever met."
After reading the expressions of delight of these two young men in each other, we are
not surprised that a month later the Wordsworths removed to Alfoxden, near Nether
Stowey, Somersetshire, where Coleridge resided.
The poets rambled over the Quantock Hills and held high communion. During one
of these excursions, feeling the need of money, they planned a joint production for the
New Monthly Magazine. They set about the work in earnest, and seleeted as a subject the " Ancyent Marinere," founded upon a dream of one of Coleridge's friends. Coleridge supplied most of the ineidents and almost ali the lines. Wordsworth contributed
the ineident of the killing of the albatross, and a few of the lines. They soon found that
their methods did not harmonize, and the " Marinere " was leftto Coleridge, while Wordsworth wrote upon the common ineidents of everyday life. When the " Marinere " was
finished Wordsworth had so many pieces ready that they concludedto publisha joint toIume, and this they did under the title Lyrical Ballads. The volume contained twentythree poems, four by Coleridge and the remainder by Wordsworth.
In the manuseript notes which Wordsworth left we flnd this record : —
" In the autumn of 1797, Mr. Coleridge, my sister, and myself started from Alfoxden
pretty late in the afternoon with a view to visit Linton and the Valley of Stones near to it ;
and as our united funds were very small, we agreed to defray the expense of the tour by
writing a poem to be sent to the New Monthly Magazine. Aecordingly, we set off, and
proeeeded along the Quantock Hills towards Watchet ; and in the course of this walk
was planned the poem of the ' Ancient Mariner' founded on a dream, as Mr. Coleridge
said, of his friend Mr. Cruikshank. Much the greatest part of the story was Mr. Coleridge's invention, but certain parts I suggested ; for example, some crime was to be committed which should bring upon the Old Navigator, as Coleridge afterwards delighted to
call him, the spectral persecution, as a consequence of that crime and his own wanderings.
I had been reading in Shelvocke's Voyages, a day or two before, that while doubling
Cape Horn, they frequently saw albatrosses in that latitude, the largest sort of sea fowl,
some extending their wings twelve or thirteen feet. ' Suppose,' said I, ' you represent him
as having killed one of these birds on entering the South Sea, and that the tutelary spirits
of these regions take upon them to avenge the crime.' The ineident was thought fit for
the purpose, and adopted aecordingly. I also suggested the navigation of the ship by the
dead men, but do not recollect that I had anything more to do with the scheme of the poem,
The gloss with which it was subsequently accompanied was not thought of by either of us
at the time, at least, not a hint of it was given to me, and I have no doubt it was a gratuitous afterthought. We began the composition together on that, to me, memorable evening.
I furnished two or three lines at the beginning of the poem, in particular, —
' And liatened like a three years' child :
The Mariner had his will.'
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These trifling contributions, ali but one, which Mr. C. has with unnecesaary scrupulosity
recorded,—
' And thou art lon^ and lauk, and brown
As Í3 the ribbed sea-sand,' —
slipped out of his mind, as well they might. As we endeavoured to proceed conjointly (I
speak of the same evening) our respective inanuers proved so widely difBerent that it would
have beeu quite presumptuous in me to do anything but separate from an undertaking
upon which I could only have been a clog. . . . The ' Ancient Mariner ' grew and grew till
it became too important for our flrst object, which was limited to our expeetation of fivfj
pounds; and we began to think of a volume which was to consist, as Mr. Coleridge has
told the world, of poems chiefly on supernatural subjects."
An interesting subject for consideration In oonnection with the study of literature would
be the work poets have done in developing patriotism by showing how much stronger and
deeper is the love of country when thus associated with the love of home with its simple
and substantial comforts and its endearments of natural associations, — rivers, woods and
hilis, forests, lakes and vales: and also, how by revealing the beauty of placas in a
eoimtry they have made it more beloved. There is fascinating wandering in Ireland,
Wales, Scotland, and England for one who wishes to read such poetry in the scenes of its
birth, and such wandering is the very best lesson in political as well as literary history.
The region of Dorsetshire and Somersetshire, with a wealth of natural beauty, forest
and hills, cultivated farms, open sea prospeot, and simple life, was an ideal place for the
creation of such poetry as these enthusiasts on man, on Nature, and on human life desired
to give to the world. In Dorothy's letters and journal we have the best of guides in these
delightful retreats. She writes : " There is everything here, — sea, woods, wild as fancy
ever painted, brooks, clear and pebbly as in Cumberland; villages romantic . . . the deer
dsvell here and sheep, so that we have a living prospect." While .the two poets were murmuring near the running brooks a music sweeter thantheir own, and Dorothy was beginning
those inimitable Journals which have become an essential part of the history of these and
later days, somewhat of a sensation was caused in the quiet community of Stowey by the
advent there of a young republican by the name of Thelwall, with whom Coleridge had
some correspondence. When he arrived Coleridge was with the Wordsworths ; and he
writes to his wife : " So after sleeping at Coleridge's cot, Sara and I went to Alfoxden in
time enough to call Samuel and Wordsworth up to breakfast."
Coleridge says of Thelwall ÇTable-Tálk, July, 1820) : " We were once sitting in a
beautiful recess in the Quantocks, when I said to him, ' Citizen John, this is a fine place to
talk treason in !' ' Nay, Citizen Samuel,' he replied,' it is rather a place to make a man
forget that there is any necessity for treason.' "
Coleridge's lectures and preachingand Wordsworth's secluded life with his sister, had,
even before the arrival of Thelwall, aroused the suspicions of the good people. They
thought Wordsworth a smuggler, a conjurer, and as he was" so silent and dark,"aFrench
Jacobin. Poole was blamed for harboring such suspects (it was through Poole that Wordsworth secured Alfoxden), and now a government spy was sent down to watch their
movements. The Anti-Jacohin published the following: —
" Thelwall and ye that leeture as ye go.
And for your pains get pelted,
Praise Lepaux!
And ye five otlier wandering bards that move
In sweet accord of harmony and love,
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C—dge, and S—th—y, L—d and L—b, and Co.,
Tune ali your mystic harps to praise
Lepaux."

Coleridge, writing to Cottle of the experience of Wordsworth, says: " Whether we
shall be able to procure him a house and furniture near Stowey we know not, and yet we
must; for the hills, and the woods, and the streams, and the sea, and the shores, would
break forth into reproaohes against us, if we did not strain every nerve to keep their poet
among them."
The Lyrical Ballads were rapidly taking shape. Wordsworth, Dorothy, and Coleridge
had decided to visit Germany to stndy the langnage, and the thought of breaking up the
Elysian repose among the Quantooks throws the poet into one of his pensive moods, in
which the affections gently lead him on. In "The Nightingale," Coleridge retnrns "to
his love and his nest," and finds joy in the thoughts that spring from the simple domestic
afEections, from the delightfnl associations with man and Nature in the sylvan retreats of
the land he loved.
Wordsworth thus alludes to this period: —
That summer, under whose indulgent skies
Upon smooth Quantock's airy ridg:e we roved
Uncheck'd, cr loitered 'mid her sylvan combs,
Thou in bewitehinç words, with happy lieart,
Didst chaunt the vision of that Aneient Man,
The bright-eyed Mariner, and rueful woes
Didst utter of the Lady Christabel;
And I, associate with such labour, steeped
In soft forgetfulness the livelong hours,
Murmuring of him who, joyous hap, was found,
After the perils of his raoonlight ride,
Near the loud waterfall; or her who sate
In misery near the miserable Thorn.
The Lyrical Ballads were pnblished in September by Cottle anonymously. Only four
poems were by Coleridge, the remainder by Wordsworth.
Before the reviewers had brought their guns to bear upon the frail craft of the Lyrical
Ballads, the two poets and Dorothy, having left Mrs. Coleridge and the children with
Poole, departed for Germany, where they soon received the eheerful news from Sara
that " the Lyrical Ballads are not liked at ali by any." And yet through the quiet revolution in poetic taste which this little volume wrought, the Bastile of the old poetic
tyranny was destined to fali to the ground.
" So stupendous was the importance of the verse written on the Quantocks in 1797 and
1798," says Edmund Gosse, " that if Wordsworth and Coleridge had died at the dose of
the latter year, we should, indeed, have lost a great deal of valuable poetry, especially of
Wordsworth's; but the direction taken by literature would scarcely have been modüied
in the slightest degree. The association of these intensely brilliant and inflammatory
minds at what we call the psychological moment, produced full-blown and perfect the
exquisite new flower of romantic poetry."
Soon Coleridge left the Wordsworths for Ratzeburg, where he remained during the
winter, while they went to the old imperial town of Goslar, where, though cold and homesick, Wordsworth wrote his inimitable poems on English girlhood. Wordsworth sent
these poems to Coleridge, who, while thinking of the future and hoping that their
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homes would be in the same neighborhood, wrote: " Whenever I spring forward into the
future with noble affections, I always alight by your side."
In the spring of 1799 the Wordsworths set out for home, and the poet voiced their
feelings in the flrst lines of " The Prelude." They went to visit their friends the Hutohinsons at Sockbum, and when Coleridge returned in June of this year he visited them
there. On the conclusion of this visit, Cottle, Coleridge, and Wordsworth began a tour
of the lake country. Cottle left the party at Greta Bridge, and they were then joined
by Wordsworth's brother John. They were especially delighted with Grasmere, and as
Wordsworth was ready to begin housekeeping with his sister, he rented Dove Cottage at
Pavement End and took up his abode there in Deeember. The flrst book of " The Recluse," entitled " Home at Grasmere," gives a vivid picture of the life at Dove Cottage.
The second and greatest Creative period in Wordsworth's work begins with the settlement at Grasmere. From this time the externai events of his life become of less importance, and those subtle and elemental forces within, " calm pleasures and majestie pains,"
which enabled him to reach the mount of vision, are of flrst interest. These must be
seen in the history of the poems created here, and in those aspects of Nature and man
which they reflect. In this shy retreat of the mountains dedicated to the genius of Solitude he attained that view of life as clear and true, as courageous and steadfast, as joyous
and hopeful, as is to be found anywhere in onr literature. In his walks with Dorothy
and the sailor brother, and, later — when the circle became widened — with Mary and
Sara Hutchinson, Coleridge, Lamb, Scott, and Sir Humphrey Davy, he revealed the rich
harvest of the time in verse of humble theme but noble thought. To one familiar with
this verse every lake and tarn, fellside and momitain height, beck and ghyll, from Penrith to Morecambe Bay, from Cockermouth to the Duddon Sands, is luminous with —
the gleam,
The light, that never was, on sea cr land,
The consecration and the poet'3 dream.
Here " The Recluse," the flrst half of " The Excursion," " The Prelude," and those revolutionary Prefaces, so vigorous in criticai iusight and soimd in reflective wisdom upon the
nature of Poetic Diction, were written. These reveal his devotion to Nature, to man, and
to his art, and are literary masterpieces essentially Wordsworthian.
Of the long poems, " The Prelude " is probably the most read and " The Excursion "
the most talked about. " The Prelude " is a sustained exercise of memory, an attempt
to recapture something of the flrst fine careless rapture which makes the life of that healthy
boj- a continuous poem. Here the past and the present are brought to act upon each
other in such a way as to cause the pulses of his being to beat anew; consciousness of
poetic power is awakened, and hymns to N ature are poured forth. In " The Excursion,"
while still paying tribute to Nature, Wordsworth seeks light upon the great problems of
the constitution and powers of the mind of man, the haunt and main region of his song.
Illumination comes to him, in those lonely vigils of contemplation, on the simple yet surprising and strange perceptions and emotions of his own mind and heart. Gems of the
idyll, ode, and proverb lie thickly scattered in the pages of " The Excursion." While
by one he may be called philosophical, by another psychological, and by a third mystical,
yet everywhere he has the patience, the love of truth, and the reverence of the scientiflc
observer. While he is thus the central flgure in the poem, it is not becaiise he gives
thanks that he is not as other men are, but because he must seek authentic revelations in
his own experience. He is always mindful of the fact that the humblest dalesman is rich
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in revelations for the wisest philosopher, could he but enter into his world. Hence he has
conceived of characters in humble life with a purity, delioacy, insight, and sympathy
aehieved by no other poet. The Pedlar, Michael, and the Leechgatherer have become
through him heroes of history. In his treatment of sueh characters we have a complete
illustration of what he meant by that famous sentence in his Preface of 1800: " That
the feeling therein developed gives importance to the action and situation, and not the
action and situation to the feeling." If one wonld understand the secret of the shorter
poems one should ponder over these two sources of poetic power — " The Prelude " and
"The Excursion." James Russell Lowell says: "Wordsworth has won for himself a
secure immortality by a depth of intnition which makes only the best minds at their best
hours worthy, or indeed capable, of his companiouship, and by a homely sincerity of
human sympathy which reaches the humblest heart. Our langnage owes him gratitude
for the habitual purity and abstinence of his style, and we who speak it, for having emboldencd us to take delight in simple things, and to trust ourselves to our own instincts."
When in 1800 a second edition of the Lyrical Ballads was published, somewhat enlarged, it contained the famous Preface which set forth his theory of poctry in general
and of his own poetry in particular; this called down upon him a storm of abuse second
only to that caused by the poems themselves. From this time imtil 1815 neglect, obloquy, ridicule, and disparagement followed his work. It is to these years that we owe his
fearlcss, if not altogether prudent, Apologies. In 1802 the first Preface was enlarged,
and an Appendix on " Poetic Diction" added. These were repeated in successive
editions of his poems until 1815, when, in the edition of that year, the first volume contained a new preface and a supplementary essay of the poetry of the last two centuries;
while at the dose of the second volume was placed the first Preface and the Appendix on
" Poetic Diction." These Prefaces were changed by alterations, insertions, and omissions,
in the various editions until they received their last revision in 1845.
WhUe it is true that Wordsworth silenced his opponents by his poems rather than by
his Prefaces, the two are so inter-related that the history of one is the history of the other.
Of no artist can it be more truly said than of Wordsworth that he builded better than
he knew. Artists cannot expiain the secret of their art, and yet they can at times reveal
to us much that is helpful to an appreciation of their work. Every artist brings into
the world of art a new thing — his own personality — and consequently he must create
the taste by which he is to be judged. In these Prefaces we have the principies which
constitute the foundation of inductive criticism clearly and forcefully revealed; the fundamental of these is that—
You must love him ere to you
He will seem worthy of your love.
If they had been productive in nothing else than stimulating Coleridge to write those
noble chapters in the Biographia Literário, in review of the theory they set forth, they
would have justifled themselves.
The great satisfaction which came to Wordsworth from his friendship with Coleridge
was that he was understood ; this helped him to endure the public ridicule of many long
years. Nothing in the history of Coleridge's criticai genius better illustrates the unerring
precision with which he discerned the elements of greatness where to the ordinary mind
there seemed to be only the commonplace. Witness the marvelously subtle skill in preparing the way for his final masterly tribute to the genius and work of his friend — the
noblest tribute yet written by any English critic — by first discriminating between Fancy
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and Imagination, and then revealing the true nature of poetry, where he says: "Finally,
good sense is the body of poetie genius, fanoy its drapery, motion its life, and imagination
the soul that is every where, and in each; and forms ali into one graceful and intelligent
whole." He then apparently assents to the most obvious accusations of the Reviewers,
only to rise at last to the heights of his great argument, showing step by step how misguided they have been, and eoncluding with those six fundamentais which entitle Wcrdsworth to poetie greatness.
The only events of importance in Wordsworth's externai life during these Grasmere
days were his marriage in 1802 to Mary Hutchinson, the friendship with Sir George
Beaumont begun in 1803, and the death of his brother John in 1805. By his marriage to
the friend of his youth the home cirele was enriched by the presence and devotion of
A perfect ■woman, nobly planned,
To warn, to comfort, and eommand ;
And yet a spirit still, and bright
With something of angelic light.
ín the atmosphere of serene domestic sweetness grew that poetry full of modesty and
strength, of valiant human-heartedness, and homely spiritual truth ; a poetry which makes
common cause with ali that is true to the kindred points of heaven and home. Between
1803 and 1808 four children were born to him and the little cottage became too small
for the family. In 1808 he moved to Allan Bank across the lake and under the shadow
of Silver How. Here " The Excursion " was completed. It was during his residence
at Allan Bank that the estrangement with Coleridge took place — an estrangement'
both wicked and cruel, for which neither poet was in the least to be blamed. By it that
idyllic friendship begun when they " wantoned in wild poesy " among the Quantocks was
broken up. The world can never know the full significance of that joyous and radiant
comradeship. " The reciprocai influence of these two ardent young enthusiasts, the wizard
fascination of the dreamer of dreams, playing against the healing calm of the child of the
mountains, can never be completely revealed." It is as significant as it is pathetic that
the dose of the great Creative period in the life of each poet is coincident with this breach.
In 1811 the parsonage opposite the church became his home, and here the poefs life
was saddened by the death of two of his children. In 1813 he removed to his favorite
and final abode, Rydal Mount.
The sun of Wordsworth's morning of inspiration, which rose in symbolic glory over
the heights at Hawkshead, had reached its meridian and was declining towards the west to
set in that evening of extraordinary splendor and beauty witnessed at Rydal Mount. The
twilight of his song was rich in " pontific purple and dark harvest gold." The association
at Rydal with sympathetic and appreciative friends, Miss Fenwick, Dr. Amold, Professor
Wilson, Hartley Coleridge, and F. W. Faber ; his traveis on the Continent and in Scotland,
and his visits to Coleorton; his receptions in London with Gladstone, Rogers, and Crabb
Robinson, when he met that devoted band of young disciples; his evenings at Fox How
when he discoursed so eloquently on the great English poets; his reception of young and
old, rich and poor in feast and merrymaking on his birthdays, and his solitude and meditation in his familiar haunts among the hills he loved, could not fail to call forth something
of the glow and gladsomeness of youth, the pathos and power of maturity. It was such
association and the consciousness of a lofty and consecrated purpose in ali he had written
that enabled him to withstand the pitiless storm of abuse which beat upon him from the
criticai reviews, and inspired him to sing: —
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For thus I live remote
From evil speaking ; raucour never sought
Comes to me not; malignant truth, or lie.
Hence hare I genial seasons, hence hare I
Smooth passion, smooth discourse and joyous thought.

In his calm assvirance that time would deal justly with ali things great and small he
quieted the fears of his disciples who became anxious about the future of his poems. He
writes: " Trouble not yourself upon their present reception ; of what moment is that compared with what I trust is their destiny ? — to console the afflioted ; to add sunshine
to daylight, by making the happy happier; to teach the young and the gracious of every
age to see, to think and feel, and, therefore, to become more actively and securely virtuous." Honor now carne to him from sources which attested how potent his influenoe
had become.
Blessings be with them — and etemal praise,
Who gave us nobler loyes and nobler cares, —
The Poets — who on earth have made us heirs
Of truth and pure delight by heayenly lays 1
Oh ! might my name be numbered among theits;
Then gladly would I end my mortal days.
Thus wrote Wordsworth in 1805, and long and patiently did he wait for the answer to
his prayer. At last, in the summer of 1839, he was permitted to realize that for which
he had labored so assiduously and prayed so earnestly, when, by the foremost University
of his land and the world, he was honored as one of the chief glories of English poetry
and the greatest name since Milton. Keble, the professor of Poetry in the University,
introduced him to the Vice Chancellor as being " one who had shed a celestial light upon
the affections, the occupations, and the piety of the poor." The ovation which he received was such as had never been witnessed there before, except upon the occasion of the
visit of the Duke of Wellington. The long battle had been patiently and courageously
fought, and victory was at length achieved. Of this victory the Kev. Frederick Robertson says:—
" It was my lot, during a short university career, to witness a transition and a reaction,
or revulsion, of public feeling with regard to two great men. The first of these was
Amold of Rugby; the second, Wordsworth. When he came forward to receive his
honorary degree, scarccly had his name been pronounced than from three thousand voices
at once there broke forth a burst of applause echoed and taken up again and again.
There were young eyes then filled with an emotion of which they had no need to be
ashamed; there were hearts beating with the proud feeling of triimiph that at last the
world had recognized the merit of the man they had loved so long and acknowledged as
their teacher."
In 1842 there was bestowed on him an annuity of £300 a year from the Civil List for
distinguished work in the ficld of literature.
In 1843 a still greater honor was conferred upon him at the hands of the young Queen.
He was urged to accept the Laureateship, but gratefully and respectfully declined, as
he considered that his years unfitted him for the discharge of its duties. He was then
in his seventy-fourth year. This brought a letter from the Prime Minister, Sir Robert
Peel, urging his acceptance of the appointment, saying, " As the Queen can select for this
honourable appointment no one whose claims for respect and honour, on account of eminence as a poet, can be placed in competition with you, I trust that you will no longer
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hesitate to accept it. There is but one unanimous feeling on the part of ali who have
heard of the proposal.
" The oífer was made not for the purpose of imposing upon you any onerous task or
disagreeable duties, but in order to pay you that tribute of respect which is justly due to
the first of living poets."
This letter removed his scruples, and the laurel wreath was placed upon the brows " of
him who uttered nothing base." He produced but little poetry after this date ; but there
is one poem, written in 1846 upon the fly-leaf of a gift copy of his poems, presented to
the Royal Library at Windsor Castle, which is of special interest as connected with hia
Laureateship.
Deigfn, Sovereign Mistress ! to accept a lay,
No Laureate offering of elaborate art;
But salutation, taking its glad way
From deep recesses of a loyal heart.
Queen, wife, and mother I may all-judging Heaven
Shower with a bounteous hand on thee and thine
Felicity, that only can be given
On earth to goodness blessed by grace divme.
Lady! devoutly honoured and beloved
Through every realm confíded to thy sway ;
May'st thou pnrsue thy course by God approved,
And he will teach thy people to obey.
■t,

As thou art wont thy sovereignty adorn
With woman^s gentleness, yet firm and staid;
So shaU that earthly crown thy brows have worn
Be changed to one whose glory cannot fade.
And now, by duty urged, I lay this book
Before thy Majesty in humble trust,
That on its simplest pages thou wilt look
With a benign indulgence, more than just.
Nor wilt thou blame an aged poet'8 prayer,
That, issuing hence, may steal into thy mind,
Some solace under weight of royal care,
Or grieff the inheritance of human kind.
For know we not that from celestial spheres
When time was young an inspiration came,
(O were it mine I) to hallow saddest tears
And help life onward in its noblest aim ?
Rtdàl Mount, 9th January^ 1816.

W. W.

The death of the beloved daughter, Dora, in July, 1847, so saddened his declining years
that he never again retouohed his harp. His mission was completed. The bright dream of
his boyhood was fulfllled ; and that spirit singled out for holy services, after the discipline
of sadness and suffering, entered into its rest.
His body lies, as he had requested, in the churchyard at Grasmere, in the bosom of that
dear vale where he had lived and loved and sung ; surrounded by the dalesmen whom he
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honored ; beneath the shade of those yews planted by his own hands, in sound of Rotha
murmuring her plaintive strain that —
few or none
Hear her voice right now he is gone.
While round about in phalanx flnn stand the moimtains old, faithful guardians of the sacred
spot. Earth has no more fitting resting-place for the dust of William Wordsworth.
Plain is the stone that marks the Poefs rest;
Not marble worked beneath Italian skies —
A grey slate headstone tells where Wordsworth lies,
Cleft from the native hills he loved the best.
No heavier thing upon his gentle breast
Than turf starred o'er in spring with daisy eyes,
Nor rieher music makes him Inllabies
Than Rotha fresh from yonder mountain crest.
His name, his date, the years he lived to sing.
Are deep incised and eloquently terse ;
But Fancy hears the graYer's hammer ring.
And sees mid lines of mueh remembered verse
These words ia gold beneath his title wrought —
" Singer of Humble Themes and Noble Thought." ^
Thére was but one thing more which his countrymen could do for him, and this was
not long left undone, for in the Venerable Abbey, surromided by the memoriais of Keble,
Arnold, Kingsley, and Maurice, may be seen the life-size statue of the poet in white marble ; he is represented seated in the attitude of contemplation, the characteristic of ali bis
portraits being thus strikingly reproduoed in the marble. ünderneath are engraved the
words above quoted, " Blessings be with them and eternal praise," etc.
But perhaps the most signiflcant tribute to his worth as a man aud poet is the medallion
in Grasmere Church erected by his friends and neighbors. It bears the following inscription: —
TO THE MEMORY OF
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH,
A Tkue Philosopher and Poet,
Who by the Special Gift and Calling of
Almighty God,
Whethek He Discoursed on Man or Nature,
Failed not to Lift üp the Heart
To Holy Things,
Tired not of Maintaining the Cause
of the Poor and Simple:
And so in Perilous Times was Raised up
To BE A Chief Minister
Not only of Noblest Poesy,
But of High and Sacred Truth.
This Memorial
Is Placed here by His Friends and Neighbours
In Testimony of
Respect, Affection, and Gratitüde.
Anno 1851.
^ H. D. Rawnfiley.

t

If thou indeed derive thy light from Heaven,
Then, to the measure of that heaven-born light,
Shine, Poet! in thy place, and be content: —
The stars pre-eminent in magnitude,
And they that from the zenith dart their beams,
(Visible though they be to half the earth,
Though half a sphere be conscious of their brightness)
Are yet of no diviner origin,
No purer essence, than the one that burns,
Like an untended watch-fire on the ridge
Of some dark mountain ; or than those which seem
Humbly to hang, like twinkling winter lamps,
Among the branches of the leafless trees.
Ali are the undying ofEspring of one Sire :
Then, to the measure of the light vouchsafed,
Shine, Poet! in thy place, and be content.
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WORDSWORTH'S POETICAL WORKS

LINES
WRITTEN AS A SCHOOL EXERCISE AT
HAWKSHEAD, ANNO ^TATIS I4
1785. 1850
"And has the Sun his flaming ehariot
driven
Two hundred times arornid the ring of
heaven,
Since Science flrst, with ali her sacred
train,
Beneath yon roof began her heavenly
reign ?
While thus I mused, methought, before
mine eyes,
The Power of EdüCATION seemed to rise;
Not she whose rigid precepts trained the boy
Dead to the sense of every finar joy;
Nor that vile wretoh who bade the tender
age
Spvirn Eeason's law and humour Passion's
rage;
10
But she who trains the generous British
youth
In the bright paths of fair majestic Truth :
Emerging slow from Academus' grove
In heavenly majesty she seemed to move.
Stern was her forehead, but a smile serene
' Softened the terrors of her awful mien.'
Close at her side were ali the powers, designed
To curb, exalt, reform the tender mind:
With pauting breast, now pale as wioter
snows,
Now flushed as Hebe, Emulation rose; 20
Shame followed after with reverted eye,
And hue far deeper than the Tyrian dye ;
Last Industry appeared with steady pace,
A smile sat beaming on her pensive face.
I gazed upon the visionary train,
Threw back my eyes, retumed, and gazed
again.
When Io ! the heavenly goddess thus began,
Through ali my frame the pleasing aceents
ran.

"' When Superstition left the golden light
And fled indignant to the shades of night; 30
When pure Religion reared the peaceful
breast
And lulled the warring passions into rest,
Drove far away the savage thoughts that
In the dark mansions of the bigofs soul,
Enlivening Hope displayed her cheerful ray,
And beamed onBritain's sons abrighter day;
So when on Ooean's face the storm subsides,
Hushed are the winds and süent are the
tides;
The God of day, in ali the pomp of light.
Moves through the vault of heaven, and dissipates the night;
40
Wide o'er the main a trembling lustre
plays,
The glittering waves reflect the dazzling
blaze.
Science with joy saw Superstition fly
Before the lustre of Religion's eye;
With rapture she beheld Britannia smile,
Clapped her strong wings, and sought the
cheerful isle,
The shades of night no more the soul involve,
She sheds her beam, and, Io ! the shades
dissolve;
No jarring monlcs, to gloomy cell confined,
With mazy rules perplex the weary mind;'
No shadowy forms entice the soul aside, 51
Secure she walks, Philosophy her guide.
Britain, who long her warriors had adored,
And deemed ali merit centred in the sword;
Britain, who thought to stain the fleld was
fame,
Now honoured Edward's less than Bacon's
name.
Her sons no more in listed fields advance
To ride the ring, or toss the beamy lance;
No longer steel their indurated hearts
To the mUd influence of the finer arts; 60
Quick to the secret grotto they retire
To court majestic truth, or wake the golden
lyre;
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By generous Emulation taught to rise,
The seats of learning brave the distant
skies.
Then noble Sandys, inspired with great design,
Reared Hawkshead's happy roof, and called
it mine.
There have I loved to show the tender age
The golden preoepts of the olassic page;
To lead the mind to those Elysian plains
Where, throned in gold, immortal Science
reigns;
70
Fair to the view is sacred Truth displayed,
In ali the majesty of light arrayed,
To teaeh, on rapid wings, the curions soul
To roam from heaven to heaven, from pole
to pole,
From thence to search the mystic cause of
things
And follow Nature to her secret springs;
Nor less to guide the fluctuating youth
Firm in the sacred paths of moral truth,
To regulate the mind's disordered frame.
And quench the passions kindling into
flame;
80
The glimmering fires of Virtue to enlarge.
And purge from Vice's dross my tender
charge.
Oft have I said, the paths of Fame pursue.
And ali that Virtue dictates, dare to do;
Go to the world, peruse the book of man.
And learn from thence thy own defects to
scan;
Severely honest, break no plighted trust,
But coldly rest not here — be more than
just;
Join to the rigours of the sires of Rome
The gentler manners of the private dome;
When Virtue weeps in agony of woe, 91
Teach from the heart the tender tear to
flow;
If Pleasure's soothing song thy soul entice,
Or ali the gaudy pomp of splendid Vice,
Arise superior to the Siren's power,
The wretch, the short-lived vision of an
hour;
Soon fades her cheek, her blushing beauties
fly,
As fades the chequered bow that paints the
sky.
So shall thy sire, whilst hope his breast
inspires,
And wakes anew life's glimmering trembling flres,
100

Hear Britain's sons rehearse thy praise with
joy.
Look up to heaven, and bless his darling boy.
If e'er these precepts quelled the passions'
strife,
If e'er they smoothed the rugged walks of
life,
If e'er they pointed forth the blissful way
That guides the spirit to etemal day,
Do thou, if gratitude inspire thy breast,
Spum the spft fetters of lethargic rest.
Awake, awake! and snatch the slumbering
lyre,
Let this bright morn and Sandys the song
inspire.'
no
" I looked obedience: the celestial Fair
Smiled like the morn, and vanished into
air."
EXTRACT
FROM THE CONCLUSION OF A POEM,
COMPOSED IN ANTICIPATION OF LEAVING SCHOOL
1786. 1815
Written at Hawkshead. The beautiful image with which this poem concludes, suggested
itself to me while I was resting in a boat along
with my companions under the shade of a magnifioent row of sycamores, which then extended
their branches from the shore of the promontory upon which stands the ancient, and at that
time the more picturesque, Hall of Coniston,
the seat of the Le Plemings from very early
times. The poem of which it was the conclusion was of many hundred lines, and contained
thoughts and images most of which have been
dispersed through my other writings.
Dear native rcgions, I foretell,
From what I feel at this farewell,
That, wheresoe'er my steps may tend.
And whensoe'er my course shall end,
If in that hour a single tie
Survive of local sympathy,
My soul will cast the backward view,
The longing look alone on you.
Thus, while the Sun sinks down to rest
Far in the regions of the west,
Though to the vale no parting beam
Be given, not one memorial gleam,
A lingering light he fondly throws
On the dear hills where flrst he rose.

AN EVENING WALK
WRITTEN IN VERY EARLY
YOUTH
1786. 1807
Calm is ali nature as a resting wheel.
The kine are couched upoii the dewy grass;
The horse alone, seen dimly as I pass,
Is croppiiig audibly his later meai:
Dark is the ground; a slumber seems to
steal
0'er vale, and moimtain, and the starless
sky.
Now, in this blank of things, a harmony,
Home-felt, and home-oreated, comes to heal
That grief for which the senses still supply
Fresh food; for only then, wheu memory
Is hushed, am I at rest. My Friends ! restrain
Those busy eares that would allay my pain;
Oh! leave me to myself, nor let me feel
The officious touch that makes me droop
again.
AN EVENING WALK
ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG LADY
1787-9. 1793
The young' Lady to whom this was addressed was my Sister. It was composed at
school, and during my two first College vacations. There is not an image in it which I
have not observed; and now, in my seventythird year, I recollect the time and place where
most of them were noticed. I will conâne myself to one instance: —
WaTÍng his hat« the shepherd, from the vale,
Birects his windmg dog the clifís to scale, —
The dog, loud barking, 'mid the glittermg rocka,
Hunts, where his master points, the intercepted
flocks "
I was an eye-witness of this for the first time
while Crossing the Pass of Dunmail Raise.
Upon second thought, I will mention another
image: —
" And, fronting the bright west, yon oak entwines
Ita darkening boughs and leaves, in stronger lines."
This is feebly and imperfectly expressed, but I
recollect distinctly the very spot where this first
struek me. It was in the way between Hawkshead and Ambleside, and gave me extreme
pleasure. The moment was important in my
poetical history; for I date from it my conseiousness of the infinite variety of natnral
appearances" which had been unnoticed by the
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poets of any age or country, ao far as I was
acquainted with them; and I made a resolution to supply, in some degree, the deficieney.
I could not have been at that time aboye
fourteen years of age. The description of the
swans, that follows, was taken from the daily
opportunities I had of observing their habita,
not as confined to the gentleman^s park, but in a
state of nature. There were two pairs of them
that divided the lake of Esthwaite and its inand-out-fiowing streams between them, never
trespassing a single yard upon each other's
separate domain. They were of the old magnificent species, bearing in beauty and majesty
about the same relation to the Thames swan
which that does to the goose. It was from the
remembrance of those noble creatures I took,
thirty years after, the picture of the swan
which I have discarded from the poem of Dion.
While I was a school-boy, the late Mr. Curwen
introduced a little fieet of those birds, but of
the inferior species, to the lake of Windermere.
Their principal home was about his own island;
but they sailed about into remote parts of the
lake, and, either from real or imagined injury
done to the adjoining fields, they were got rid
of at the request of the farmers and proprietors, but to the great regret of ali who had
become attached to them, from noticing their
beauty and quiet habits. I will conclude my
notice of this poem by observing that the plan
of it has not been confined to a particular walk
or an individual place, — a proof (of which I
was unconscious at the time) of my unwillingness to submit the poetic spirit to the chains
of fact and real circumstance. The country is
idealised rather than described in any one of its
local aspects.
General Sketch of the Lakes — Author^s regret of his youth which was passed amongst
them—Short description of Noon—Cascade
— Noontide Retreat — Precipice and sloping
Lights — Face of Nature as the Sun declines
— Mountain-farm, and the Cock — Slatequarry— Sunset — Superstition of the Country connected with that moment — Swans —
Female Beggar — Twilight-sounds —Western Lights — Spirits — Night — Moonlight
— Hope — Night-sounds — Conclusion.
Far from my dearest Friend, 't is mine to
rove
Through bare grey deli, high wood, and
pastoral cove;
Where Derwent rests, and listens to the
roar
That stuns the tremulous cliffs of high Lodore;
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Where peace to Grasmere's lonely island
leads,
To willowy hedge-rows, and to emerald
meads;
Leads to her bridge, rude church, and cottaged grounds,
Her rocky sheepwalks, and her woodland
bounds;
Where, undisturbed by winds, Winander
sleeps
'Mid clustering isles, and holly-sprinkled
steeps;
lo
Where twilight glens endear my Esthwaite's
shore,
And memory of departed pleasures, more.
Fair scenes, erewhile, I taught, a happy
ehild,
The echoes of your rocks my carols wild :
The spirit sought not then, in cherished saduess,
A eloudy substitute for failing gladness.
In youth's keen eye the livelong day was
bright,
The sun at moming, and the stars at night,
Alike, when first the bittern's hollow bill
Was heard, or woodcoeks roamed the moonlight hill.
20
In thoughtless gaiety I coursed the plain,
And hope itself was ali I knew of pain;
For then, the inexperieneed heart would beat
At times, while young Content forsook her
seat,
And wild Impatience, pointing upward,
showed,
Through passes yet unreached, a brighter
road.
Alas ! the idle tale of man is fomid
Depieted in the dial's moral romid;
Hope with reflection blends her social rays
To gild the total tablet of his days;
30
Yet still, the sport of some malignant power,
He knows but from its shade the present
hour.
But why, ungrateful, dwell on idle pain ?
To show what pleasures yet to me remain,
Say, will my Friend, with unreluctant ear,
The history of a poefs evening hear ?
When, in the south, the wan noon, brood*
ing still,
Breathed a pale steam around the glaring
hill,
And shades of deep-embattled clouds were
seen,
Spotting the northern cliffs with lights between;
40

When crowding cattle, checked by rails that
make
A fence far stretched into the shallow lake,
Lashed the cool water with their restless
tails,
Or from high points of rock looked out for
fanning gales:
When school-boys stretched their length
upon the green;
And round the broad-spread oak, a glimmering scene,
In the rough fern-clad park, the herded deer
Shook the still-twinkling tail and glancing
ear;
48
When horses in the sunburnt intake stood,
And vainly eyed below the tempting flood,
Or tracked the passeuger, in mute distress,
With forward neck the closing gate to
press —
Then, while I wandered where the huddling
rill
Brightens with water-breaks the hollow
ghyll
As by enchantment, an obscure retreat
Opened at once, and stayed my devious
feet.
While thiek above the rill the branches
dose,
In rocky basin its wild waves repose,
Inverted shrubs, and moss of gloomy green,
Cling from the rocks, with pale wood-weeds
between;
60
And its own twilight softens the whole
scene,
Save where aloft the subtle sunbeams shine
On withered briars that o'er the crags recline;
Save where, with sparkling foam, a small
cascade
Illumines, from within, the leafy shade;
Beyond, along the vista of the brook,
Where antique roots its bustling course
o'erlook,
The eye reposes on a secret bridge
Half grey, half shagged with ivy to its
ridge;
There, bending o'er the stream, the listless
swain
70
Lingers behind his disappearing wain.
— Did Sabine grace adom my living line,
Blandusia's praise, wild stream, should yield
to thine !
Never shall ruthless minister of death
'Mid thy soft glooms the glittering steel
unsheath;
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No goblets shall, for thee, be crowned with
flowers,
No kid with piteous outcry thrill thy
bowers;
The mystic shapes that by thy margin
rove
A more benignant sacrifice approve —
A mind, that, in a calm angelic mood 8o
Of happy wisdom, meditating good,
Beholds, of ali from her high jwwers required,
Much done, and much designed, and more
desired, —
Harmonious thoughts, a soul by truth refined,
Entire affection for ali human kind.
Dear Brook, farewell! To-morrow's noon
again
Shall hide me, wooing long thy wildwood
strain;
But now the suu has gained his western
road,
And eve's mild hour invites my steps abroad.
While, near the midway cliiíf, the silvered
kite
90
In many a whistling circle wheels her fiight;
Slant watery lights, from parting clouds,
apace
Travei along the preeipice's base;
Cheering its naked waste of scattered stone,
By liehens grey, and scanty moss, o'ergrown;
Where scarce the foxglove peeps, or thÍ3tle's
beard;
And restless stone-chat, ali day long, is
heard.
How pleasant, as the smi declines, to view
The spaeious landscape change in form and
hue!
Here, vanish, as in mist, before a flood 100
Of bright obscurity, hill, lawn, and wood;
There, objects, by the searching beams betrayed,
Come forth, and here retire in purple shade;
Even the white stems of birch, the cottage
white,
Soften their glare before the mellow light;
The skiffs, at anchor where with umbrage
wide
Yon chestnuts half the latticed boat-house
hide,
Shed from their sides, that face the sim's
slant beam,
Strong flakes of radiance on the tremulous
stream:

S

Raised by yon travelling flock, a dusty cloud
Mounts from the road, and spreads its moving shroud;
m
The shepherd, ali involved in wreaths of
fire,
Now shows a shadowy speck, and now is
lost entire.
Into a gradual cabn the breezes sink,
A blue rim borders ali the lake's still brink;
There doth the twinkling aspen's foliage
sleep.
And insects clothe, like dust, the glassy
deep:
And now, on every side, the surface breaks
Into blue spots, and slowly lengthening
streafa;
Here, plots of sparkling water tremble
bright
120
With thousand thousand twinkling points
of light;
There, waves that, hardly weltering, die
away,
Tip their smooth ridges with a softer ray;
And now the whole wide lake in deep repose
Is huslied, and like a burnished mirror
glows,
Save where, along the shady western marge,
Coasts, with industrious oar, the charcoal
barge.
Their panniered train a group of potters
. Soad,
Winding
from side to side up the steep road;
The peasant, from yon clifiE of fearfuí
edge
130
Sbot, down the headlong path darts with his
sledge;
Bright beams the lonely mountain-horse illume
Feeding 'mid purple heath, ' green rings,'
and broom;
WhUe the sharp slope the slackened team
confounds,
Downward the ponderous timber-wain resounds;
In foamy breaks the rill, with merry song,
Dashed o'er the rough rock, lightly leaps
along;
From lonesome chapei at the momitain's
feet,
Three humble bells their rustic chime
repeat;
Sounds from the water-side the hammered
boat;
140
And hlasted quarry thunders, heard remote!
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Even here, amid the sweep of endless
woods,
Blue pomp of lakes, high clifEs, and falling
floods,
Not undelightful are the simplest eharms,
Fovmd by the grassy door of mountainfarms.
Sweetly ferocious, round his nativa walks,
Pride of his sister - wives, the monarch
stalks;
Spur-clad his nervous feet, and ftrm his
tread;
A crest of purple tops the warrior's head.
Bright sparks his black and rolling eye-ball
hurls
150
Af ar, his tail he doses and unf uris;
On tiptoe reared, he strains his clarion
throat,
Threatened by faintly - answering farms
remote:
Again with his shrill voice the mountain
rings,
While, flapped with eonscious pride, resonnd his wings.
Where, mixed with graceful birch, the
sombrous pine
And yew-tree o'er the silvar rocks reoline;
I love to mark the quarry's moving trains,
Dwarf pannierad steeds, and men, and numarons wains;
How busy ali the enormous hiva within, 160
While Echo dallias with its various din!
Some (hear you not their chisels' clinking
sornid ?)
Toil, small as pigmies in the gulf profonnd;
Some, dim between the lofty clifEs descried,
0'erwalk tha slender plank from side to
side;
Thase, by the pale-blue rocks that ceaseless
ring,
In airy baskats hanging, work and sing.
Jnst where a cloud above the mountain
rears
An edga ali flame, the broadening sun appaars;
■ A long blue bar its ®gis orb dividas,
170
And breaks the spreading of its goldan
tides;
And now that orb has touched the purple
staep
Whose softaned image penetratas the daep.
'Cross the calm laka's blue shades tha cliffs
aspire,
With towars and woods, a ' prospact ali on
flre;'

WhUe coves and secret hollows, through a
ray
Of fainter gold, a purple gleam batray.
Each slip of lawn the broken rocks between
Shines in the light with more than earthly
green:
Daep yallow beams the scattarad stems
illuma,
180
Far in the levei foresfs central gloom:
Waving his hat, the shaphard, from the vale,
Diracts his winding dog the clüfs to scale, —
The dog, loud barking, 'mid the glittering
rocks,
Hunts, where his master points, the intercepted flocks.
Where oaks o'erhang the road the radiance
shoots
On tawny aarth, wild weads, and twisted
roots;
The druid-stones a brightaned ring unfold;
And ali the babbling brooks are liquid gold;
Sunk to a curve, the day-star lessens still,
Gives one bright glance, and drops behind
the hill.
191
In thase secluded vales, if village fame,
Confirmed by hoary hairs, belief may claim;
When up the hills, as now, retired the
light,
Stranga apparitions mocked the shepherd's
sight.
Tha form appears of one that spurs his
staad
Midway along the hill with desperate speed;
Unhurt pursues his lengthanad flight, while
ali
Attend, at every stretch, his headlong fali.
Anon, appears a brave, a gorgeous show 200
Of horsamen-shadows moving to and fro;
At intervals imperial bannars stream,
And now the van raflacts tha solar beam;
The rear through iron brown betrays a
sullen gleam.
While silant stands the admiring crowd
balow,
Silent the visionary warriors go,
Winding in ordered pomp their upward
way
Till the last banner of the long array
Has disappeared, and every trace is flad
Of splendour — sava the beacon's spiry
head
210
Tipt with eva's latest gleam of buming red.
líow, while the solemn evening shadows
sail,
On slowly-waving pinions, down the vale;
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And, fronting the bright west, yon oak
entwines
Its darkeniiig boughs and leaves, in stronger
lines;
'T is pleasant near the tranquil lake to stray
Where, winding on along some seeret bay,
The swan uplifts his chest, and backward
flings
His neck, a varying arch, between his
towering wings:
The eye that marks the gliding oreature
sees
220
How graceful pride can be, and how ma^
jestic, ease.
While tender cares and mild domestic loves
With fnrtive watch pursue her as she moves,
The female with a meeker charm sncceeds,
And her brown little-ones around her leads,
Nibbling the water lilies as they pass,
ür playing wanton with the floating grass.
She, in a mother's care, her beauty's pride
Forgetting, calls the wearied to her side;
Alternately they mount her back, and rest
Close by her mantling wings' embraces
prest.
231
Long may they float upon this flood
serene;
Theirs be these holms untrodden, still, and
green,
Where leafy shades fence oíí the blustering
gale,
And breathes in peace the lily of the vale!
Yon isle, which feels not even the milkmaid's feet,
Yet hears her song, "by distance made
more sweet,"
Yon isle coneeals their home, their hut-like
bower;
Green water-rnshes overspread the floor;
Long grass and willows forra the woven wall.
And swings above the roof the poplar tall.
Thence issuing often with unwieldy stalk,
They crush with broad black feet their
flowery walk;
243
Or, from the neighbouring water, hear at
morn
The homid, the horse's tread, and mellow
horn;
Involve their serpent-necks in changefnl
rings,
Rolled wantonly between their slippery
wings,
Or, starting up with noise and rude delight.
Force half upon the wave their emnbrons
flight.

7

Fair Swan! by ali a mother's joys ca^
ressed,
250
Haply some wretch has eyed, and ealled
thee blessed;
When with her infants, from some shady
seat
By the lake's edge, she rose — to face the
noontide heat;
Or taught their limbs along the dusty road
A few short steps to totter with their load.
I see her now, denied to lay her head,
On cold bine nights, in hut or straw-built
shed,
Turn to a silent smile their sleepy cry,
By pointing to the gliding moon on high.
— When low-hmig clouds each star of
summer hide,
260
And fireless are the valleys far and wide,
Where the brook brawls along the public
road
Dark with bat-haimted ashes stretching
broad,
Oft has she taught them on her lap to lay
The sliining glow-worm; or, in heedless
. plíiy,
Toss it from hand to hand, disquieted;
While others, not unseen, are free to shed
Green immolested light upon their mossy
bed.
Oh! when the sleety showers her path
assail.
And like a torrent roars the headstrong
gale;
270
No more her breath can thaw their fingers
cold^
Their frozen arms her neck no more can
fold;
Weak roof a cowering form two babes to
shield,
And faint the fire a dying heart can yield!
Press the sad kiss, fond mother! vainly fears
Thy flooded cheek to wet them with its
teara;
Jío tears can chill them, and no bosom
warms,
Thy breast their death-bed, coffined in thine
arms!
Sweet are the sounds that mingle from
afar,
Heard by calm lakes, as peeps the folding
star,
280
Where the duck dabbles 'mid the rustling
sedge.
And feeding pike starts from the water's
edge,
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Or the swan stirs the reeds, his neck and
bUl
Wetting, that drip upon the water still;
And heron, as resounds the trodden shore,
Shoots upward, darting his long neck bafore.
Now, with religious awe, the farewell
light
Blends with the solemn colouring of night;
'Mid groves of clouds that crest the mountain's bi-ow,
And ronnd the wesfs proud lodge their
shadows throw,
290
Like Una shining on her gloomy way,
The half-seen form of Twilight roams
astray;
Shedding, through paly loop-holes mild and
small,
Gleams that upon the lake's still bosom
fali;
Soft o'er the surface creep those lustres pale
Tracking the motions of the fltful gale.
With restless interchange at once the bright
Wins on the shade, the shade upon the
light.
No favoured eye was e'er allowed to gaze
On lovelier speetacle in faery days;
300
When gentle Spirits nrged a sportive chase,
Brushing with lucid wands the water's face:
While musio, stealing ronnd the glimmering deeps,
Charmed the tall cirole of the enohanted
steeps.
— The lights are vanished from the watery
plains:
,
No wreck of ali the pageantry remains.
Unheeded night has overoome the vales:
On the dark earth the wearied vision faUs;
The latest lingerer of the forest train,
The lone blaek fir, forsakes the faded
plain;
310
Last evening sight, the cottage smoke, no
more,
•
Lost in the thiekened darkness, glimmers
hoar;
And, towering from the sullen dark-brown
mere,
Like a black wall, the mountain-steeps appear.
— Now o'er the soothed acoordant heart we
feel
A sympathetic twilight slowly steal,
And ever, as we fondly muse, we flnd
The soft gloom deepening on the tranquil
mind.

Stay ! pensive, sadly-pleasing visions, stay!
Ah no ! as fades the vale, they fade away:
Yet still the tender, vacant gloom remains;
Still the cold cheek its shnddering tear retains.
322
The bird, who ceased, with fading light,
to thread
Silent the hedge or steamy rivnlefs bed,
From his grey re-appearing tower shall
soon
Salute with gladsome note the rising moon,
While with a hoary light she frosts the
ground,
And poiu^s a deeper blue to jí;ther's bound;
Pleased, as she moves, her pomp of elonds
to fold
In robes of azure, fleecy-white, and gold. 330
Above yon eastern hill, where darkness
broods
0'er ali its vanished delis, and lawns, and
woods;
Where but a mass of shade the sight can
trace,
Even now she shews, half-veiled, her lovely
face:
Across the gloomy valley fiings her light,
Far to the western slopes with hamlets
white;
And gives, where woods the chequered uj)land strew.
To the green corn of summer, autumn's hue.
Thus Hope, first pouring from her blessed
horn
Her dawn, far lovelier than the moon's own
mom,
340
Till higher mounted, strives in vain to cheer
The weary hills, impervious, blackening
near;
Yet does she stül, undaimted, throw the
whüe
On darling spots remote her tempting smile.
Even now she decks for me a distant
scene,
(For dark and broad the gulf of time between)
Gilding that cottage with her fondest ray,
(Sole bourn, sole wish, sole object of my
way;
How fair its lawns and sheltering woods
appear !
How sweet its streamlet murmurs in mine
ear !)
350
Where we, my Friend, to happy days shall
rise,
Till our small share of hardly-paining sighs
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(For sighs will ever trouble human breath)
Creep hushed into the tranquil breast of
death.
But now the clear bright Moon her zenith
gains,
And, rimy without speck, extend the plains:
The deepest oleft the mountam's front displays
Scarce hides a shadow from her searching
rays;
From the dark-blue faint silvery threads
divide
The hills, while gleams below the azure
tide 'f
360
Time softly treads; throughout the landscape breathes
A peaee enlivened, not disturbed, by wreaths
Of charcoal-smoke, that o'er the fallen
wood,
Steal down the hill, and spread along the
flood.
The song of momitain-streams, unheard
by day,
Now hardly heard, beguiles my homeward
way.
Air listens, like the sleeping water, still,
To catch the spiritual music of the hill,
Broke only by the slow cloek tolling deep,
Or shont that wakes the ferry-man from
sleep,
370
The echoed hoof nearing the distant shore,
The boafs flrst motion — made with dashiiig
oar;
Sound of closed gate, across the water borne,
Hurrying the timid hare through rustling
com;
The sportive outcry of the moeking owl;
And at long intervals the mill-dog's howl;
The distant forge's swinging thmnp prof omid;
Or yell, in the deep woods, of lonely hound.
LÍNES
WRITTEN WHILE SAILING IN A BOAT AT
EVENING
1789. 1798
Thia title is scareely correet. It was during;
a solitary walk on the banks of the Cam that I
was first struck with this appearanee, and applied it to my own feelings in the manner here
expressed, changing the scene to the Thames,
near Windsor. This, and the three stanzas of
the foUowing poem,"Remembrance of Collins,"
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formed one piece ; but, upon the recommendation of Coleridge, the three last stanzas were
separated from the other.
How richly glows the water's breast
Before us, tinged with evening hues,
While, facing thus the crimson west,
The boat her silent com'se pursues !
And see how dark the backward stream !
A little moment past so smiljng !
And still, perhaps, with faithless gleam.
Some other loiterers beguiling.
Such views the youthful Bard allure;
But, heedless of the following gloom,
He deems their colours shall endure
Till peaoe go with him to the tomb.
— And let him nurse bis fond deeeit,
And what if he must die in sorrow !
Who would not cherish dreams so sweet,
Though grief and pain may come to-morrow ?
REMEMBRANCE OF COLLINS
COMPOSED UPON THE THAMES NEAR
RICHMOND
1789. 1798
Glide gently, thus for ever glide,
O Thames ! that other bards may see
As lovely visions by thy side
As now, fair river ! come to me.
O glide, fair stream ! for ever so,
Thy quiet soul on ali bestowing,
Tül ali our minds for ever flow
As thy deep waters now are flowing.
Vain thought! — Yet be as now thou art,
That in thy waters may be seen
The image of a poefs heart,
How bright, how solemn, how serene !
Such as did once the Poet bless,
Who murmuring here a later ditty,
Could find no refuge from distress
But in the milder grief of pity.
Now let us, as we float along.
For him suspend the dashing oar;
And pray that never child of song
May know that Poefs sorrows more.
How calm ! how still! the only sound,
The dripping of the oar suspended !
— The evening darkness gathers romid
By virtue's holiest Powers attended.

IO
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TAKEN DURING A PEDESTRIAN TOUR
AMONG THE ALPS
1791-2. 1793
Much the greatest part of this poem was composed during my walks upon the banks of the
Loire in the years 1791, 1792. 1 will only notice that the de^ription of the valley fiUed with
mist, beginning—''In solemn shapes/' was
taken from that beautiful region of which the
principal features are Lungarn and Sarnen.
Nothing that I ever saw in nature left a more
ielightful impression on my mind than that
which I hare attempted, alas ! how feebly, to
convey to others in these lines. Those two
lakes have always interested me especially,
from bearing, in their size and other features,
a resemblance to those of the North of England.
It is much to be deplored that a district so
beautiful should be so unhealthy as it is.
TO
THE REV. ROBERT JONES,
FELLOW OF ST. J0HN'S COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE
Dear Sm,
However desirous I might have been of giving you proofs of the high place you hold in
my esteem, I should have been cautious of
wounding your delicacy by thus publicly addressing you, had not the circumstance of our
having been companions among the Alps,
seemed to give this dedication a propriety sufficient to do away any scruples which your
modesty might otherwise have suggested.
In inscribing this little work to you, I consult
my heart. You know well how great is the difference between two companions lolling in a
post-chaise, and two travellers plodding slowly
along the road, side by side, each with his little
knapsack of necessaries upon his shoulders.
How much more of heart between the two latter!
I am happy in being conscious that I shall
have one reader who will approach the conclusion of these few pages with regret. You they
must certainly interest, in reminding you of
moments to which you can hardly look back
without a pleasure not the less dear from a
shade of melancholy. You will meet with few
images without recollecting the spot where we
observed them together; consequently, whatever is feeble in my design, or spiritless in my
colouring, will be amply supplied by your own
memory.
With still greater propriety I might have inBcribed to you a description of some of the

features of your native mountaiiis, through
which we have wandered together, ia the same
manner, with so much pleasure. But the seasunsets, which give such splendour to the vale
of Clwyd, Snowdon, the chair of Idris, the quiet
village of Bethgelert, Menai and her Druids,
the Alpine steeps of the Conway, and the still
more interesting windings of the wizard stream
of the Dee, remain yet untouched. Apprehensive that my pencil may never be exercised on
these subjects, I cannot let slip this opportunity
of thus publicly assuring you with how much
afEection and esteem
I ara, dear Sir,.
Most sincerely yours,
W. WORDSWORTH.
London, 1703.
Happiness (if she had been to be found on
earth) among the charms of Nature —Pleasures of the pedestrian Traveller — Author
crosses France to the Alps — Present state
of the Grande Chartreuse — Lake of Como
— Time, Sunset — Same Scene, Twilight —
Same Scene, Morning ; its voluptuous Character; Old nian and forest-cottage music —
River Tusa — Via Mala and Grison Gipsy —
Sckellenen-thal — Lake of Uri — Stormy
sunset — Chapei of William Tell — Force of
local emotion — Chamois-chaser — View of
the higher Alps — Manner of life of a Swiss
mountaineer, interspersed with views of the
higher Alps — Golden age of the Alps —
Life and views continued — Ranz des Vaches,
famous Swiss Air — Abbey of Einsiedlen and
its pilgrims — Valley of Charaouny — Mont
Blanc —Slavery of Savoy — Influence of liberty on cottage-happiness — France — Wish
for the Extirpation of Slavery — Conclusion.
Were there, below, a spot of holy groiind
Where from distress a refuge might be
found,
And solitude prepare the soul for heaven;
Sure, nature's God that spot to man had
given
Where falls the purple morniiig far and
wide
In flakes of light upon the mountain side;
Where with loud voice the power of water
shakes
The leafy wood, or sleeps in quiet lakes.
Yet not unrecompensed the man shall
roam,
Who at the call of summer quits his home,
And plods through some wide realm o'er
vale and height,
n
Though seeking only holiday delight;
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At least, not owning to himself an aim
To which the sage would give a prouder
uame.
No gains too eheaply earned his fancy cloy,
Though every passing zephyr whispers joy;
Brisk toil, alternating with ready ease,
Feeds the clear eurrent of his syinpathies.
For him sod-seats the cottage-door adorn;
And peeps the far-olí spire, his evening
bourn!
20
Dear is the forest frowning o'er his head,
And dear the velvet greeu-sward to his
tread:
Moves there a cloud o'er mid-day's flaming
eye?
Upward he looks — " and calls it luxury: "
Kind Nature's charities his steps attend;
In every babbling brook he finds a frieud;
While ehastening thoughts of sweetest use,
bestowed
By wisdom, moralise his pensive road.
Host of his welcome inn, the noon-tide
bower,
To his spare meai he calls the passing poor;
He views the sun uplift his golden fire, 31
Or sink, with heart alive like Memnon's
lyre;
Blesses the moon that comes with kindly
ray.
To light him shaken by his rugged way.
Back f rom his sight no bashf ul childrensteal;
He sits a brother at the cottage-meal;
His humble looks no shy restraint impart;
Around him plays at will the virgin heart.
While misuspended wheels the village
dance,
39
The maidens eye him with enquiring glance,
■Much wondering by what íit of crazing care,
Or desperate love, bewildered, he came
there.
A hope, that prudence could not then approve,
That clung to Nature with a truanfs love,
0'er Gallia's wastes of corn my footsteps led;
Her files of road-elms, high above my head
In long-drawn vista, rustling in the breeze;
Or where her pathways straggle as they
please
By lonely farms and secret villages.
But Io ! the Alps ascending white in air, 50
Toy with the sun and glitter from afar.
And now, emerging from the forest's
gloom,
I greet thee, Chartreuse, while I mourn thy
doom.

II

Whither is fled that Power whose frown
severe
Awed sober Reason till she crouched in
fear ?
That Silenoe, once in deathlike fetters
bound,
Chains that were loosened only by the sound
Of holy rites chanted in measured rouud ?
•— The voice of blasphemy the fane alarms,
The cloister startles at the gleam of arms.
The thmidering tube the aged angler hears,
Bent o'er the groaning flood that sweeps
away his tears.
62
Cloud-piercing pine-trees nod their troubled
heads,
Spires, rocks, and lawns a browner night
o'erspreads;
Strong terror checks the female peasanfs
sighs.
And start the astonished shades at female
eyes.
From Bruno's forest screams the alfrighted
jay,
And slow the insulted eagle wheels away.
A viewless flight of laughing Demons moek'
The Cross, by angels planted on the aerial
rock.
70
The " parting Genius " sighs with hollow
breath
Along the mystio streams of Life and Death.
Swelling the outcry dull, that long resounds
Portentous through her old woods' trackless
bounds,
Vallombre, 'mid her falling fanes, deplores,
For ever broke, the sabbath of her bowers.
More pleased, my foot the hidden margin
roves
Of Como, bosomed deep in ehestnut groves.
No meadows thrown between, the giddy
steeps
Towér, bare or sylvan, from the narrow
deeps.
80
— To towns, whose shades of no rude noise
complain,
From ringing team apart and grating
wain-—•
To flat-roofed towns, that touch the water's
bound,
Or hu^k in woody sunless glens profound,
Or, from the bending rocks, obtrusive cling,
And o'er the whitened wave their shadows
fling —
The pathway leads, as round the steeps it
twines;
And Silence loves its purple roof of vines.
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The loitering traveller hence, at evening,
sees
From rook-hewn steps the sail between the
trees;
90
Or marks, 'mid opening clüfs, fair darkeyed maids
Tend the small harvest of their garden
glades;
Or stops the solemn mountain-shades to
view
Stretch o'er the pictured mirror broad and
blue,
And traek the yellow lights from steep to
steep,
As up the opposing hills they slowly creep.
Aloft, here, half a village shines, arrayed
In golden light; half hides itself in shade;
While, from amid the darkened roofs, the
spire,
Restlessly flashing, seems to momit like
fte:
100
There, ali mishaded, blazing forests throw
Rich golden verdmre on the lake below.
Slow glides the sail along the illmnined
shore,
And steals into the shade the lazy oar;
Soft bosoms breathe aromid contagious
sighs,
And amorous music on the water dies.
How blest, delicious scene ! the eye that
greets
Thy open beauties, or thy lone retreats;
Beholds the imwearied sweep of wood that
scales
109
Thy clifEs; the endless waters of thy vales;
Thy lowly cots that sprinkle ali the shore,
Each with its household boat beside the
door;
Thy torrents shooting from the clear-blue
sky;
Thy towns, that eleave, like swallows' nests,
on high;
That glimmer hoar in eve's last light, descried
Dim from the twüight water's shaggy side,
Whence lutes and voices down the enchanted
woods
Steal, and eompose the oar-forgotten floods;
Thy lake, that, streaked or dappled, blue or
grey,
'Mid smoking woods gleams hid from morning's ray
120
Slow-travelling down the western hills, to
enfold
Its green-tinged margin in a blaze of gold;

Thy glittering steeples, whence the matio
bell
Calls forth the woodman from his desert
cell.
And quickens the blithe sound of oars that
pass
Along the steaming lake, to early mass.
But now farewell to each and ali — adieu
To every charm, and last and chief to you,
Ye lovely maidens that in noontide shade 129
Rest near your little plots of wheaten glade;
To ali that binds the soul in powerless trance,
Lip-dewing song, and ringlet-tossing dance;
Where sparkling eyes and breakiiig smUes
illume
The sylvan cabin's lute-enlivened gloom.
■— Alas ! the very murmur of the streams
Breathes o'er the faUing soul voluptuous
dreams,
Whüe Slavery, forcing the sunk mind to
dwell
On joys that might disgrace the captive's
cell,
Her shameless timbrei shakes on Como's
marge
,39
And lures from bay to bay the vocal barge.
Yet are thy softer arts with power indued
To soothe and cheer the poor man's solitude.
By silent cottage doors, the peasanfs home
Left vacant for the day, I loved to roam.
But once I pierced the mazes of a wood
In which a cabin undeserted stood;
There an old man an olden measure scanned
On a rude viol touched with withered hand.
As lambs or fawns in April clustering lie
Under a hoary oak's thin canopy,
150
Stretched at his feet, with stedfast upward
eye,
His ohildren's children listened to the sound;
— A Hermit with his family around !
But let us hence; for fair Locamo smUes
Embowered ia walnut slopes and citron
isles:
Or seek at eve the banks of Tusa's stream,
Where, 'mid dim towers and woods, her waters gleam.
From the bright wave, in solemn gloom,
retire
The dull-red steeps, and, darkening stUl, aspire
To where afar rich orange lustres glow 160
Kound undistinguished clouds, and rocks,
and snow:
Or, led where Via Mala's ehasms confine
The indignant waters of the infant Ehine,
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Hang o'er the abyss, whose else impervious
gloom
His burning eyes with fearful light illume.
The mind condemned, without reprieve,
to go
0'er life's long deserts with its charge of
woe,
With sad congratulation joins the traiu
Where beasts and men together o'er the
plain
Move on — a mighty caravan of pain: 170
Hope, strength, and courage, social sufEering brings,
Freshening the wUderness with shades and
springs.
— There be whose lot far otherwise is east:
Sole human tenant of the piny waste,
By choice or doom a gipsy wanders hera,
A nursling babe her only comforter;
Lo, where she sits beneath yon shaggy rock,
A cowering shape half hid in curling smoke !
When lightning among clouds and monntain-snows
179
Predominates, and darkness comes and goes,
And the fierce torrent, at the flashes broad
Starts, like a horse, beside the glaring
road —
She seeks a covert f rom the battering shower
In the roofed bridge; the bridge, in that
dread hour,
Itself ali trembling at the torrenfs power.
Nor is she more at ease on some slill night,
When not a star supplies the comfort of its
light;
Only the waniiig moon hangs dnll and red
Above a melanoholy mountain's head,
Then sets. In total gloom the Vagrant
sighs,
190
Stoops her sick head, and shuts her weary
eyes;
Or on her fingers connts the distant cloek,
Or, to the drowsy crow of midnight cook,
Listens, or qnakes while from the foresfs
gulf
Howls near and nearer yet the famished
wolf.
From the green vale of Urseren gmooth
and wide
Descend we now, the maddened Reuss our
guide;
By rocks that, shutting out the blessed day,
Cling tremblingly to rocks as loose as they;
By cells npon whose únage, while he prays,
The kneeling peasant scarcely dares to
gaze;
201
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By many a votive death-cross planted near.
And watered duly with the pious tear,
That faded silent from the upward eye
Unmoved with each rude form of peril nigb;
Fixed on the anchor left by Him who saves
Alike in whelming snows,and roaring waves.
Bnt soon a peopled region on the sight
Opens — a little world of calm delight;
Where mists, suspended on the expiring
gale,
210
Spread rooflike o'er the deep secluded vale,
And beams of evening slipping in between,
Gently illuminate a sober scene: —
Here, on the brown wood-cottages they
sleep,
There, over roek or sloping pastnre creep.
On as we journey, in elear view displayed,
The still vale lengthens imdemeath its shade
Of low- hung vapom-: on the freshened mead
The green light sparkles; — the dim bowers
recede.
While pastoral pipes and streams the landscape lull,
220
And bells of passing mules that tinkle dull,
In solemn shapes before the admiring eye
Dilated hang the misty pines on high,
Huge convent domes with pinnacles and
towers.
And antique castles seen through gleamy
showers.
From such romantic dreams, my soul,
awake !
To sterner pleasnre, where, by Uri's lake,
In Nature's pristine majesty outspread,
Winds neither road nor path for foot to
tread:
The rocks rise naked as a wall, or stretch
Far o'er the water, hung with groves of
beech;
231
Aerial pines from loftier steeps ascend,
Nor stop bnt where creation seems to end.
Yet here and there, if mid the savage scene
Appears a scanty plot of smiling green,
Up from the lake a zigzag path will creep
To reach a small wood-hut hung boldly on
the steep,
— Before those thresholds (never can they
know
The face of traveller passing to and fro,)
No peasant leans upon his pole, to tell 240
For whomat morning tolled the funeral bell;
Their watch-dog ne'er his angry bark foregoes,
Touched by the beggar's moan of human
woes;
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The shady porch ne'er ofBered a cool seat
To pilgrims overoome by suimner's heat.
Yet thither the world's busiiiess flnds its
way
At times, and tales unsought beguile the
day,
And there are those fond thoughts which
Solitude,
However stern, is powerless to exclude.
There doth the maiden watoh her lover's
sail
250
Approaching, and upbraid the tardy gale;
At midnight listens till his parting oar,
And its last eeho, ean be beard no more.
And what if ospreys, oormorants, herons,
cry
Amid tempestuous vapours driving by,
Or bovering over wastes too bleak to rear
That common growth of earth, the foodful
ear;
Where the green apple sbrivels on the spray.
And pines the miripened pear in smnmer's
kindliest ray;
259
Contentment shares the desolate domaüi
With Independence, child of high Disdain.
Exulting 'mid the winter of the skies,
Shy as the jealous chamois, Freedom flies,
And grasps by flts her sword, aud often
eyes;
And sometimes, as from rock to rock she
bounds
The Patriot nymph starts at imagined
sounds.
And, wildly pausing, oft she hangs aghast,
Whether some old Swiss air hath checked
her haste
Or thrill of Spartan flfe is oaught between
the blast.
Swoln with ineessant raüis from hour to
hom-,
270
Ali day the floods a deepening murmm?
pom?:
The sky is veiled, and every eheerful sight:
Dark is the region as with eoming night;
But what a sudden bm^st of overpowering
light!
Triumphant on the bosom of the storm,
Glances the wheeling eagle's glorious form!
Eastward, in long perspective glittering,
shine
The wood-orowned elifBs that o'er the lake
reeline;
Those lofty olifEs a hmidred streams unfold,
At once to pillars turned that llame with
gold:
280

Behiiid his sail the peasant shrinks, to shmi
The west, that burns like one dilated sun,
A erucible of mighty oompass, felt
By mountains, glowing till they seem to
melt.
But, Io! the boatman, overawed, before
The pictured fane of Tell suspends his oar;
Confused the Marathonian tale appears,
WhUe his eyes sparkle with heroic tears.
And who, that walks where men of aneient
days
Have wrought with godlike arm the deeds
of praise,
290
Feels not the spirit of the place oontrol,
Or rouse and agitate his labouring soul ?
Say, who, by thinking on Canadian hills,
Or wild Aosta lulled by Alpine rills,
On Zutphen's plain; or on that highland deli,
Through which rough Garry cleaves his
way, can tell
What high resolves exalt the tenderest
thought
Of him whom passion rivets to the spot,
Where breathed the gale that oaught
Wolfe's happiest sigh.
And the last simbeam f ell on Bayard's eye;
Where bleeding Sidney from the cup retired,
301
And glad Dmidee in " faint huzzas" expired ?
But now with other miiid I stand alone
Upon the summit of this naked cone.
And watch the fearless chamois-hunter
chase
His prey, through tracts abrupt of desolate
space,
Through vacant worlds where Nature never
gave
A brook to murmur or a bough to wave,
Which unsubstantial Phantoms sacred keep;
Thro' worlds where Life, and Voice, and
Motion sleep;
310
Where silent Hours their deathlike sway
extend,
Save when the avalanche breaks loose, to
rend
Its way with uproar, till the ruin, drowned
In some dense wood or gulf of snow profound,
Mooks the dull ear of Time with deaf abortive sound.
— 'T is his, while wandering on from height
to height.
To see a planefs pomp and steady light
In the least star of scarce-appearing night;
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While the pale moon inoves iiear liim, on
the bound
319
Of ether, shining with diininished round,
And far and wide the icy summits blaze,
Rejoiciiig in the glory of her rays:
To him the day-star glitters small and
bright,
Shorn of its beams, insufEerably white,
And he can look beyond the sun, and view
Those fast-receding depths of sable blue
Flying till vision can no more pursue!
— At once bewildering mists around him
dose,
And cold and hnnger are his least of woes;
The Demon of the snow, with angry roar
Deseending, shnts for aye his prison door.
Soon with despair's whole weight his spirits
sink;
332
Bread has he none, the snow mnst be his
drink;
And, ere his eyes can dose upon the day,
The eagle of the Alps o'ershades her prey.
Now conch thyself where, heard with fear
afar,
Thunders through echoing pmes the headlong Aar;
Or rather stay to taste the mild delights
Of pensive ünderwalden's pastoral heights.
— Is there who 'mid these awful wilds has
seen
340
The native Genii walk the mountain green ?
Or heard, while other worlds their charms
reveal,
Soft mnsic o'er the aerial snmmit steal ?
While o'er the desért, answering every
dose,
Rich steam of sweetest perfume comes and
goes.
— And sm^e there is a secret Power that
reigns
Here, where no trace of man the spot profanes,
Nought but the chalets, flat and bare, on high
Suspended 'mid the quiet of the sky;
Or distant herds that pasturing upward
creep,
350
And, not nntended, dimb the dangerous
steep.
How still! no irreligious sound or sight
llonses the soul from her severe delight.
An idle voice the sabbath region fllls
Of Deep that calls to Deep across the hills.
And with that voice accords the soothing
sound
Of drowsy bells, for ever tinkling round;
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Faint wail of eagle melting into blue
Beneath the ditts, and pine-woods' steady
The solitary heifer's deepened low;
360
Or rimíbling, heard remote, of falling snow.
Ali motions, sounds, and voices, far and
nigh,
Blend in a music of tranquillity;
Save wheu, a stranger seen below, the boy
Shouts from the echoing hills with savage
joyWhen, from the smmy breast of open
seas.
And bays with myrtle fringed, the Southern
breeze
Comes on to gladden April with the sight
Of green isles widening on each snow-clad
height;
When shouts and lowing herds the valley
fill,
370
And louder torrents stun the noon-tide hül,
The pastoral Swiss begin the cliffs to scale,
Leaving to silence the deserted vale;
And like the Patriarchs in their simple age
Move, as the verdure leads, from stage to
High and more high in summer's heat they
go,
And hear the rattling thunder far below;
Or steal beneath the mountains, half-deterred,
Where huge rocks tremble to the bellowing
herd.
One I behold who, 'cross the foaming
flood,
380
Leaps with a bound of graceful hardihood;
Another, high on that green ledge; — he
gained
The tempting spot with every sinew
strained;
And downward thence a knot of grass he
throws,
Food for his beasts in time of winter snows.
— Far diUerent life from what Tradition
hoar
Transmits of happier lot in times of yore!
Then Summer lingered long; and honey
flowed
From out the rocks, the wUd bees' safe
abode:
Continuai waters welling cheered the waste.
And plants were wholesome, now of deadly
taste:
391
Nor Winter yet his frozen stores had pUed,
Usurping where the fairest herbage smiled;
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Nor Hunger driven the herds from pastures
bare,
To elimb the treacherous clifEs for seanty
fare.
Then the milk-thistle flourished through the
land,
And forced the full-swoln udder to demand,
Thriee every day, the pail and welcome
hand.
Thus does the father to his ohildren tell 399
Of banished bliss, by fancy loved too well.
Alas ! that human guilt provoked the rod
Of angry Nature to avenge her God.
Still, Nature, ever just, to him imparts
•Joys only given to uneorrupted hearts.
'T is morn: with gold the verdant mountain glows
More high, the snowy peaks with hues of
rose.
Far-stretched beneath the many-tinted hills,
A mighty waste of mist the valley fills,
A solemn sea ! whose billows wide around
Stand motionless, to awful silence bound: 410
Pines, on the coast, through mist their tops
uprear,
That like to leaning masts of stranded ships
appear.
A single chasm, a gulf of gloomy blue,
Gapes in the centre of the sea — and,
through
That dark mysterious gulf asoending, sound
lunumerable streams with roar profound.
Mount through the nearer vapours notes of
birds.
And merry flageolet; the low of herds,
The bark of dogs, the heifer's tinkling
bell,
Talk, laughter, and perchance a churchtower knell:
420
Think not, the peasant from aloft has gazed
And heard with heart unmoved, with soul
unraised:
Nor is his spirit less enrapt, nor less
Alive to independent happiness,
Then, when he lies, out-stretched, at eventide,
TJpon the fragrant mountain's purple side:
For as the pleasures of his simple day
Beyond his native valley seldom stray,
Nought round its darling precincts can he
find
429
But brings some past enjoyment to his mind;
WhUe Hope, reelining upon Pleasure's urn,
Binds her wild wreaths, and whispers his return.

Onoe, Man entirely free, alone and wild,
Was blest as free — for he was Nature's
chUd.
He, ali superior but his God disdained,
Walked none restraining, and by none restrained
Confessed no law but what his reason taught,
Did ali he wished, and wished but what he
ought.
As man in his primeval dower arrayed
The image of his glorious Sire displayed, 440
Even so, by faitliful Nature guarded, here
The traces of primeval Man appear;
The simple digiiity no forms debase;
The eye sublime, and surly lion-grace:
The slave of none, of beasts alone the lord,
His book he prizes, nor neglects his sword;
Well taught by that to feel his rights, prepared
With this "the blessings he enjoys to
guard."
And, as his native hills encircle ground
For many a marvellous victory renowned,
The work of Freedom daring to oppose, 451
With few in arms, innumerable foes,
When to those famous fields his steps areled,
An imknown power connects him with the
dead:
For images of other worlds are there;
Awful the light, and holy is the air.
Fitfully, and in flashes, through his soul,
Like sim-lit tempests, troubled transporta
roll;
His bosom heaves, his Spirit towers amain,
Beyond the senses and their little reign. 460
And oft, when that dread vision hath past
by.
He holds with God himself commimion high,
There where the peal of swelling torrents
fills
The sky-roofed temple of the eternal hills;
Or when, upon the mountain's silent brow
Reclined, he sees, above him and below,
Bright stars of ice and azure flelds of snow;
While needle peaks of granite shooting bare
Tremble in ever-varying tints of air.
And when a gathering weight of shadows
brown
470
Falls on the valleys as the sun goes down;
And Pikes, of darkness named and fear and
storms,
Uplift in quiet their illumined forms,
In sea-like reach of prospect round him
spread,
Tinged like an angel's smile ali rosy red —
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Awe in his breast with holiest love unites,
And the near heavens impart their own delights.
When downward to his winter hut he
goes,
Dear and more dear the lessening circle
grows;
That hut which on the hills so oft employs
His thoughts, the central point of ali his
joys.
481
And as a swallow, at the hour of rest,
Peeps often ere she darts into her nest,
So to the homestead, where the grandsire
tends
A little prattling chUd, he oft descends,
To glance a look upon the well-matched
pair;
Till storm and driving ice blockade him
there.
There, safely guarded by the woods behind,
He hears the chiding of the baffled wind,
Hears Winter calling ali his terrors round,
And, blest withiti himself, he shrinks not
from the souiid.
491
Through Nature's vale his homely pleasnres glide,
Unstained by envy, discontent, and pride;
The bound of ali his vanity, to deck,
With one bright bell, a favourite heifer's
neck;
Well pleased upon some simple annual feast,
Remembered half the year and hoped the
rest,
If dairy-produee, from his inner hoard,
Of thrice ten summers dignify the board.
— Alas ! in every clime a flying ray
500
Is ali we have to cheer our wintry way;
And here the unwilling mind may more than
trace
The general sorrows of the human race;
The churlish gales of penury, that blow
Cold as the north-wind o'er a waste of snow,
To them the gentle groups of bliss deny
That on the noon-day bank of leisure lie.
Yet more ; — compelled by Powers which
only deign
That solitary man disturb their reign,
Powers that support an unremitting strife
With ali the tender charities of life,
511
Full oft the father, when his sons have
grown
To manhood, seems their title to disovm;
And from his nest amid the storms of heaven
Drives, eagle-like, those sons as he was
driven;
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With stern composure watches to the
plain —
And never, eagle-like, beholds again í
When long-familiar joys are ali resigned,
Why does their sad remembrance haunt the
mind ?
Lo ! where through flat Batavia's wUlowy
groves,
520
Or by the lazy Seine, the exile roves;
0'er the curled waters Alpiue measures
swell.
And search the afEections to their inmost
cell;
Sweet poison spreads along the listener's
veins,
Turning past pleasures into mortal pains;
Poison, which not a frame of steel can brave,
Bows his young head with sorrow to the
grave.
Gay lark of hope, thy silent song resume !
Ye flattering eastern lights, once more the
hills illume !
Fresh gales and dews of life's delicious
morn,
530
And thou, lost fragrance of the heart, return !
Alas ! the little joy to man allowed
Fades like the lustre of an evening cloud;
Or like the beauty in a flower installed,
Whose season was, and cannot be recalled.
Yet, when opprest by sickness, grief, or care.
And taught that pain is pleasure's natural
heir,
We still confide in more than we can know;
Death would be else the favourite friend of
woe.
'Mid savage rocks, and seas of snow that
shine,
540
Between interminable tracts of pine,
Within a temple stands an awful shrine,
By an uncertain light revealed, that falís
On the mute Image and the troubled walls.
Oh ! give not me that eye of hard disdain
That views, undimmed, Einsiedlen's wretched fane.
While ghastly faces through the gloom appear,
Abortive joy, and hope that works in fear;
While prayer contends with silenced agony,
Surely in other thoughts contempt may die
If the sad grave of human ignorance bear
One flower of hope — oh, pass and leave it
there!
552
The tall sun, pausing on an Alpine spire,
Flings o'er the wilderness a stream of fire:
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Now meet we other pilgrims ere the day
Close on the remnaut of their weary way;
While they are drawing toward the sacred
floor
Where, so they fondly think, the worm shall
gnaw no more.
How gaily murmur and how sweetly taste
The fountains reared for them amid the
waste !
560
Their thirst they slake: — they wash their
toil-worn feet
And some with tears of joy each other greet.
Yes, I must see you when ye first behold
Those holy turreis tipped with evening gold;
In that glad moment will for you a sigh
Be heaved, of charitable sympathy;
In that glad moment when your hands are
prest
In mute devotion on the thankful breast !
Last, let us turn to Chamouny that shields
With rocks and gloomy woods her fertile
fields:
570
Five streams of ice amid her eots deseend,
And with wild flowers and blooming orchards blend; —
A scene more fair than what the Grecian
feigns
Of purple lights and ever-vernal plains;
Here ali the seasons revel hand in hand:
'Mid lawns and shades by breezy rivulets
fanned,
They sport beneath that mountain's matehless height
That holds no commerce with the summer
night.
From age to age, throughout his lonely
bounds
The erash of ruin fitfully resounds;
580
Appalling havoe! but serene his brow,
Where daylight lingers on perpetuai snow;
Glitterthestars above,and ali is blaek below.
What marvel then if many a Wanderer
sigh,
While roars the sullen Arve in anger by,
That not for thy reward, unrivalled Vale!
Waves the ripe harvest in the autumnal
gale;
That thou, the slaves of slaves, art doomed
to pine
And droop, while no Italian arts are thine,
To soothe or cheer, to soften or refine. 590
Hail Freedom ! whether it was mine to
stray,
With shrill winds whistling round my lonely
way,

On the bleak sides of Cumbria's heath-clad
moors,
Or where dank sea-weed lashes Scotland's
shores;
To soent the sweets of Piedmonfs breathing rose.
And orange gale that o'er Lugano blows;
Still have I found, where Tyranny prevails,
That virtue languishes and pleasure fails, •
While the remotest hamlets blessings share
In thy loved presence known, and only
there;
600
ííearí-blessings — outward treasures, too,
which the eye
Of the sun peeping through the clouds can
spy,
And every passing breeze will testify.
There, to the poroh, belike with jasmine
bound
Or woodbine wreaths, a smoother path is
wound;
The housewife there a brighter garden sees,
Where hum on busier wing her happy bees;
On infant cheeks there fresher roses blow;
And grey-haired men look up with livelier
brow, —
To greet the traveller needing food and
rest;
610
Housed for the night, or but a half-hour's
guest.
And oh, fair Franee! though now the
traveller sees
Thy three-striped banner fluctuate on the
breeze;
Though martial songs have banished songs
of love.
And nightingales desert the village grove,
Scared by the fife and rumbling drimi's
alarms.
And the short thimder, and the flash of arms;
That eease not till night falls, when far and
nigh.
Sole sound, the Sourd prolongs his mournful cry !
— Y et, liast thou found that Freedom spreads
her power
620
Beyond the cottage-hearth, the cottage-door:
Ali natnre smiles,and owns beneath her eyes
Her fields peculiar, and peculiar skies.
Yes, as I roamed where Loirefs waters
glide
Through rustling aspens heard from side to
side,
When from October clouds a milder light
Fell where the blue fiood rippled into white;
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Methought from every cot the watchful bird
Crowed with ear-pierciiig power till then
unheard;
Each clacking mill, that broke the murmuring streams,
630
Rocked the charmed thought iii more delightful dreams;
Chasing those pleasaiit dreams, the falling
leaf
Awoke a fainter sense of moral grief;
The measured echo of the distant flail
Woimd in more weleome cadence down the
vale;
With more majestie eourse the water rolled,
And ripening foliage shone with richer gold.
— But foes are gathering — Liberty must
raise
Red on the hills her beacon's far-seen blaze;
Must bid the tocsin ring from tower to
tower!—
640
líearer and nearer comes the trying hour !
Rejoice, brave Land, though pride's perverted ire
Rouse hell's own aid, and wrap thy fields in
fire:
Lo, from the flames a great and glorious
birth;
As if a new-made heaven were hailing a
new earth !
— Ali cannot be: the promise is too fair
Forcreatures doomed to breathe terrestrial
air:
Yet not for this will sober reason frown
Upon that promise, nor the hope disown; 649
She knows that only from high aims ensue
Rieh guerdons, and to them alone are due.
Great Grod ! by whom the strifes of men
are weighed
In an impartial balance, give thine aid
To the just cause; and, oh ! do thou preside
Over the mighty stream now spreading
wide:
So shall its waters, from the heavens supplied
In copious showers, from earth by wholesome springs,
Brood o'er the long-parched lands with Nilelike wings !
And grant that every sceptred ehild of elay
Who cries presumptuous, " Here the flood
Bhall stay,"
660
May in its progress see thy guiding hand.
And cease the acknowledged purpose to
withstand;

19

Or, swept in anger from the insulted shore,
Sink with his servile bands, to rise no more !
To-night, my Friend, within this humble
cot
Be scorn and fear and hope alike forgot
In timely sleep; and when, at break of
day,
On the tall peaks the glisteuing sunbeams
play,
With a light heart our course we may renew,
The first whose footsteps print the mountain
dew.
670
GUILT AND SORROW
OR INCIDENTS UPON SALISBURY PLAIN
I79I-4. 1842
Unwilling to be unnecessarily particular, I
have assigned this poem to the dates 1791 and
'94 ; hut in fact much of the " Female Vagranfs " story was composed at least two yeara
before. Ali that relates to her sufferings as a
sailor's wife in America, and her condition of
mind during her voyage home, were faithfully
taken from the report made to me of her own
case by a friend who had been subjected to the
same trials and affected in the same way. Mr.
Coleridge, when I first became acquainted with
him, was so much impressed with this poem,
that it would have encouraged me to publish
the whole as it then stood; but the mariner'8
fate appeared to me so tragical as to require a
treatment more subdued and yet more strictly
applicable in expression than I had at first given
to it. This fault was corrected nearly fifty
years afterwards, when I determined to publish
the whole. It may be worth while to remark^
that, though the incidents of this attempt do
only in a small degree produce each other, and
it deviates accordingly from the general rule by
which narrative pieces ought to be governed,
it is not therefore wanting in continuous hold
upon the mind, or in unity, which is efFected by
the identity of moral interest that places the
two personages upon the same footing in the
reader^s sympathies. My rambles over many
parts of Salisbury Plain put me, as mentioned
in the preface, upon writing this poem, and left
on my mind imaginativo impressions the force
of which I have felt to this day. From that
district I proceeded to Bath, Bristol, and so on
to the banks of the Wye, where I took again
to travelling on foot. In remembrance of that
part of my joumey, which was in '93,1 began
the verses—"Five years have passed,"
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ADVERTISEMENT
PREFIXED TO THE FIRST EDITION OF THIS
POEM, PUBLISHED IN 1842
Not less than one third of the f ollowing põem,
though ít hãs from time to time been altered in
the expressioD, was published so far back as the
year 1798, under the title of " The Female Vagrant.'' The extract 19 of such length that an
apolog^ seems to be required for reprinting it
here : but it was necessary to restore it to its
original position, or the rest would have been
unintelligible. The whole was written before
the dose of the year 1794, and I will detail,
rather as matter of literary biography than for
any other reason, the circumstances under which
it was produced.
During the latter part of the summer of 1793,
having passed a month in the Isle of Wight, in
view of the fleet which waa then preparing for
sea off Portsmouth at the commencement of
the war, I left the place with melancholy forebodings. The American war was still fresh in
memory. The struggle which was beginning,
and which many thought would be brought to
a speedy dose by the irresistible arms of Great
Britain being added to those of the allies, I was
assured in my own mind would be of long continuance, and productive of distress and misery beyond ali possible calculation. This conviction
was pressed upon me by having been a witness,
during a long residence in revolutionary France,
of the spirit which prevailed in that country.
After leaving the Isle of Wight, I spent two
days in wandering on foot over Salisbury Plain,
which, though cultivation was then widely spread
through parts of it, had upon the whole a still
more impressire appearance than it now retains.
The monuments and traces of antiquity, scattered in abundance over that region, led me
unavoidably to compare what we know or guess
of those remote times with certain aspects of
modem society, and with calamities, principally
those consequent upon war, to which, more than
other classes of men, the poor are subject. In
those reâections, joined with particular facts
that had come to my knowledge, the following
stanzas originated.
In conclusion, to obviate some distraction in
the minds of those who are well acquainted
with Salisbury Plain, it may be proper to say,
that of the features described as belonging to
it, one or two are taken from other desolate
parts of England.
I
A Traveller on the skirt of Sarum's
Plain
Pursued his vag^ant way, with feet half
bare;

Stooping his gait, but not as if to gain
Help from the staff he bore; for mien and
air
Were hardy, though his cheek seemed worn
with care
Both of the time to come, and time lonsr
fled:
Down fell in straggling locks his thin grey
hair;
A coat he wore of military red
But faded, and stuck o'er with many a patch
and shred.
II
While thus he journeyed, step by step led
on,
10
He saw and passed a stately inn, full
sure
That welcome in such house for him was
none.
No board inscribed the needy to allure
Hung there, no bush proclaimed to old and
poor
And desolate, " Heie you will find a
friend !"
The pendent grapes glittered above the
door ; —
On he must pace, perchance 'till night descend,
Where'er the dreary roads their bare white
lines extend.
III
The gathering clouds grow red with stormy
fire,
In streaks diverging wide and mounting
high;
20
That inn he long had passed; the distant
spire,
Which oft as he looked back had fixed his
eye,
Was lost, though still he looked, in the blank
sky.
Perplexed and comfortless he gazed around.
And scarce could any trace of man descry,
Save cornôelds stretched and stretching
without bound;
But where the sower dwelt was nowhere to
be fomid.
IV
No tree was there, no meadow's pleasant
g^een,
No brook to wet his lip or soothe his ear ;
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Long files of corn-sfacks here and there
were seen,
30
But not one dwelling-place his heart to
cheer.
Some hbourer, thought he, may perchance
be near;
And so he sent a feeble shout —in vain;
No Toiee made answer, he could only hear
Winds rustling over plots of unripe grain,
Or whistling thro' thin grass along the unfnrrowed plain.
Long had he faneied each sucoessive slope
Concealed some cottage, whither he might
turn
And rest; but now along heaven's darkening cope
The crows rushed by in eddies, homeward
bome.
40
Thus warned he sought some shepherd's
spreading thorn
Or hovel from the storm to shield his head,
But sought in vain; for now, ali wild, forlorn,
And vaeant, a huge waste around him
spread;
The wet cold ground, he feared, must be
his only bed.
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Kound his wife's neck; the prize of victory
laid
61
In her full lap, he sees such sweet tears
flow
As if thenceforth nor pain nor trouble she
could know.
VIII
Vain hope! for fraud took ali that he had
earned.
The lion roars and gluts his tawny brood
Even in the deserfs heart; but he, returned,
Bears not to those he loves their needful
food.
His home approaching, but in such a mood
That from sight his children might have
run.
He met a traveller, robbed him, shed his
blood;
70
And when the miserable work was done
He fled, a vagrant sinee, the murderer's
fate to shun.

From that day forth no place to him could
be
So lonely, but that thence might come a
pang
Brought from without to inward misery.
Now, as he plodded on, with sullen clang
And be it so — for to the chill night shower' A sound of chains along the desert rang;
And the sharp wind his head he oft hath He looked, and saw upon a gibbet high
A human body that in irons swang,
bared;
Uplifted by the tempest whirling by; 80
A Sailor he, who many a wretched hour
Hath told; for, landing after labour hard,
And, hovering, round it often did a raven
Full long endured in hope of just reward,
%•
He to an armèd fleet was forced away st
By seamen, who perhaps themselves had
shared
It was a spectacle which none might view,
Like fate; was hurried oíf, a helpless prey, In spot so savage, but with shuddering
pain;
'Gainst ali that in his heart, or theirs perNor only did for him at once renew
haps, said nay.
Ali he had feared from man, but roused a
train
For years the work of carnage did not Of the mind's phantoms, horrible as vain.
cease,
The stones, as if to cover him from day,
And death's dire aspect daily he surveyed, Rolled at his back along the living plain;
Death's minister; then came his glad re- He fell, and without sense or motion lay;
lease,
But, when the trance was gone, feebly pursued his way.
90
And hope returned, and pleasure fondly
made
XI
Her dwelling in his dreams. By Faney's
As one whose brain habitual phrensy fires
aid
The happy husband flies, his arms to throw Owes to the fit in which his soul hath tossed
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Profounder quiet, when the flt retires,
Even so the dire phantasma whieh had
crossed
His sense, in sudden vacaney quite lost,
Left his mind still as a deep evening streain.
Nor, if accosted now, in thought engrossed,
Moody, or inly troubled, would he seem
To traveller who might talk of any casual
theme.
XII
Hurtle the clouds in deeper darkness piled,
Gone is the raven timely rest to seek; loi
He seemed the only ereature in the wild
On whom the elements their rage might
wreak;
Save that the bustard, of those regions
bleak
Shy tenant, seeing by the uncertain light
A man there wandering, gave a mournful
shriek.
And half upon the ground, with strange
affright,
Forced hard against the wind a thick unwieldy flight.
XIXI
Ali, ali was oheerless to the horizon's
bound;
The weary eye — which, wheresoe'er it
strays,
no
Marks nothing but the red sun's setting
round,
Or on the earth strange lines, in former
days
Left by gigantie arms — at lengtli surveys
What seems an antique eastle spreading
wide;
Hoary and naked are its walls, and raise
Their brow sublime: in shelter there to
bide
He tumed, while rain poured down smoking on every side.
XIV
Pile of Stone-henge! so proud to hint yet
keep
Thy secrets, thou that lov'st to stand and
hear
The Plain resounding to the whirlwind's
sweep,
I20
Imnate of lonesome Nature's endless year;
Even if thou saw'st the giant wicker rear
For sacrifice its throngs of living men,
Before thy face did ever wretch appear.

Who in his heart had groaned with deadlier
pain
Than he who, tempest-driven, thy shelter
now would gain.
XV
Within that fabric of mysterious form,
Winds met in conflict, each by turns supreme;
And, from the perilous ground dislodged,
through storm
And rain he wildered on, no moon to stream
From gulf of parting clouds one friendly
beam,
131
Nor any friendly sound his footsteps led;
Once did the lightning's faint disastrous
gleam
Disolose a naked guide-posfs double head,
Sight which tho' lost at once a gleam of
pleasure shed.
XVI
No swinging sign-board creaked from cottage elm
To stay his steps with faiatness overcome;
'Twas dark and void as ocean's watery
realm
Roaring with storms beneath nighfs starless gloom;
No gipsy cowered o'er flre of furze or
broom;
140
No labourer watched his red kiln glaring
bright,
Nor taper glimmered dim from sick man's
room;
Along the waste no line of mournful light
From lamp of lonely toll-gate streamed
athwart the night.
XVII
At length, though hid in clouds, the moon
arose;
The downs were visible — and now revealed
A structure stands, which two bare slopes
enclose.
It was a spot, where, ancient vows fulfilled,
Kind pious hands did to the Virgin build
A lonely Spital, the belated swain
From the night terrors of that waste to
shield:
15a
But there no human being could remain.
And now the walls are named the ' Dead
House' of the plain.
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XVIII
Though he had little cause to love the abode
Of man, or covet sight of mortal face,
Yet when faint beams of light that ruin
showed,
How glad he was at length to find some
trace
Of humaii shelter in that dreary plaee.
Till to his floek the early shepherd goes,
Here shall much-needed sleep his frame
embrace.
i6o
In a dry nook where fern the floor bestrows
He lays his stUfened limbs, — his eyes begin to dose;
XIX
When hearing a deep sigh, that seemed to
come
From one who mourned in sleep, he raised
his head,
And saw a woman in the naked room
Outstretched, and tm-ning on a restless
bed:
The moon a wan dead light around her
shed.
He waked her — spake in tone that would
not fail,
He hoped, to calm her mind; but ül he sped.
For of that ruin she had heard a tale 170
Which now with freezing thoughts did ali
her powers assail;
XX
Had heard of one who, forced from storms
to shroud,
Felt the loose walls of this decayed Retreat
Rock to incessant neighings shrill and
loud,
While his horse pawed the floor with furious heat;
Till on a stone, that sparkled to his feet,
Struck, and still struck again, the troubled
horse:
The man half raised the stone with pain
and sweat,
Half raised, for well his arm might lose its
force
Disclosing the grim head of a late murdered
corse.
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XXI
Such tale of this lone mansion she had
learned
And, when that shape, with eyes in sleep
half drowned.

By the moon's sullen lamp she iirst discerned,
Cold stony horror ali her senses bound.
Her he addressed in words of cheering
soimd;
Recovering heart, like answer did she
make;
And well it was that, of the corse there
fouud,
In converse that ensued she nothing spake;
She knew not what dire pangs in him such
tale could wake.
XXII
But soon his voice and words of kind intent
19Q
Banished that dismal thought; and now the
wind
In fainter howlings told its rage was spent:
Meanwhile discourse ensued of various
kind,
Which by degrees a confidence of mind
And mutual interest failed not to create.
And, to a natiiral sympathy resigned,
In that forsaken building where they sate
The Woman thus retraced her own untoward fate.
XXIII
" By Derwenfs side my father dwelt — a
man
Of virtuous life, by pious parents bred;
And I believe that, soon as I began
201
To lisp, he made me kneel beside my bed,
And in his hearing there my prayers I said:
And afterwards, by my good father taught,
I read, and loved the books in which I
read;
For books in every neighbouring house I
sought,
And nothing to my mind a sweeter pleasure
brought.
XXIV
"A littlecroft we owned — a plot of corn,
A garden stored with peas, and mint, and
thyme,
And flowers for posies, oft on Sunday morn
Plucked while the church bells rang their
earliest chime.
211
Can I forget our freaks at shearing time !
My hen's rich nest through long grass
scarce espied;
The cowslip-gathering in June's dewy
prime;
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The swans that with white chests upreared
in pride
Kushing and racing carne to meet me at the
water-side.
" The stafE I well remember which upbore
The bending body of my active sire;
His seat beneath the honied sycamore
Where the bees hummed, and chair by
winter fire;
>20
When market^morning carne, the neat
attire
With which, though bent on haste, myself
I decked;
Our watchful house-dog, that would tease
and tire
The stranger tUl its barking-iit I checked;
The red-breast, known for years, which at
my casement pecked.
" The smis of twenty summers danced
along, —
Too little marked how fast they rolled
away:
But, through severe mischance and cruel
wrong,
My father's substance fell into decay:
We toiled and struggled, hoping for a
day
230
When Fortune might put on a kinder
look;
But vain were wishes, eíforts vain as they;
He from his old hereditary nook
Must part; the summons came; — our final
leave we took.
XXVII
" It was indeed a miserable hour
When, from the last hill-top, my sire surveyed,
Peering above the trees, the steeple tower
That on his marriage day sweet music
made !
Till then, he hoped his bonés might there
be laid
Close by my mother in their native bowers:
240
Bidding me trust in God, he stood and
prayed ; —
I could not pray: — through tears that fell
in showers
Glimmered our dear-loved home, alas ! no
longer ours !

XXVIII
" There was a Youth whom I had loved so
long,
That when I loved him not I cannot say:
'Mid the green mountains many a thoughtless song
We two had sung, like gladsome birds in
May;
When we began to tire of childish play,
We seemed still more and more to prize
each other;
We talked of marriage and our marriage
day;
250
And I in truth did love him like a trother,
For never could I hope to meet with such
another.
" Two years were passed since to a distant
town
He had repaired to ply a gainful trade:
What tears of bitter grief, till then unknown !
What tender vows, our last sad kiss delayed !
To him we turned: — we had no other
aid:
Like one revived, upon his neek I wept;
And her whom he had loved in joy, he
said,
He well could love in grief; his faith he
kept;
260
And in a quiet home once more my father
slept.
XXX
" We lived in peace and comfort; and were
blest
With daily bread, by constant toil supplied.
Three lovely babes had lain upon my
breast;
And often, viewing their sweet smiles, I
sighed,
And knew not why. My happy father
died,
When threatened war reduced the children's
meai:
Thrice happy ! that for him the grave
could hide
The empty loom, cold hearth, and silent
wheel,
And tears that flowed for Uls which patience
might not heal.
270
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XXXI
"'Twas a hard change; an evil time was
come;
We had no hope, and no relief could gain:
But some, with proud parada, the noisy
drum
Beat round to clear the streets of want and
pain.
My husband's arms now only served to
strain
Me and his children himgering in liis view;
In sueh dismay my prayers and tears were
vain:
To join those miserable men he flew,
And now to the sea-coast, with numbers
more, we drew.
XXXII
" There were we long negleoted, and we
bore
280
Much sorrow ere the fleet its anchor
weighed;
Green fields before us, and our native shore,
We breathed a pestilential air, that made
Ravage for whieh no knell was heard. We
prayed
For our departm^e; wished and wished —
nor knew,
'Mid that long sickness and those hopes
delayed,
That happier days we never more must
view.
The parting signal streamed — at last the
land withdrew.
XXXIII
" But the calm summer season now was
past.
On as we drove, the equinootial deep 290
Ran mountains high before the howling
blast,
And many perished in the whirlwind's
sweep.
We gazed with terror on their gloomy sleep,
Untaught that soon sueh anguish must ensue,
Our hopes sueh harvest of affliction reap,
That we the merey of the waves should rue:
We reached the western world, a poor devoted crew.
XXXIV
" The pains and plagues that on our heads
came down,
Disease and famine, agony and fear,
299
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In wood or wilderness, in camp cr town,
It would unman the firmest heart to hear.
Ali perished — ali in one remorseless year,
Husband and children! one by one, by
sword
And ravenous plague, ali perished: every
tear
Dried up, despairing, desolate, on board
A British ship I waked, as from a trance
restored."
Here paused she, of ali present thought forlorn,
Nor voice nor sound, that momenfs pain
expressed,
Yet Nature, with excess of grief o'erborne,
From her full eyes their watery load released.
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He too was mute; and, ere her weeping
eeased,
He rose, and to the ruin's portal went,
And saw the dawu opening the silvery
east
With rays of promise, north and southward
sent;
And soon with crimson fire kindled the firmament.
" O come," he cried, " come, after weary
night
Of sueh rough storm, this happy change to
view."
So forth she came, and eastward looked;
the sight
O ver her brow like dawn of gladness threw;
Upon her cheek, to whieh its youthful hue
Seemed to return, dried the last lingering
tear,
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And from her grateful heart a fresh one
drew:
The whilst her comrade to her pensive eheer
Tempered fit words of hope; and the lark
warbled near.
They looked and saw a lengthening road,
and wain
That rang down a bare slope not far remote:
The barrows glistered bright with drops of
rain,
Whistled the waggoner with merry note,
The eock far off sounded his elarionthroat;
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But town, or farm, or hamlet, none they
viewed,
330
Only were told there stood a lonely cot
A long mile thence. While thither they pursued
Their way, the Woman thus her moumful
tale renewed.
XXXVIII
" Peaceful as this immeasurable plain
Is now, by beams of dawning light imprest,
In the ealm sunshine slept the glittering
main;
The very ocean hath its hour of rest.
I too forgot tha heavings of my breast.
How quiet 'round me ship and ocean were!
As quiet ali within me. I was blest, 340
And looked, and fed upon the silent air
Until it seemed to bring a joy to my despair.
XXXIX
" Ah ! how milike those late terrific sleeps,
And groans that rage of racking famine
spoke;
The miburied dead that lay in festering
heaps,
The breathing pestilence that rose like
smoke,
The shriek that from the distant battle
broke,
The mme's dire earthquake, and the pallid
host
Driven by the bomb's incessant thunderstroke
To loathsome vaults, where heart-sick anguish tossed,
35°
Hope died,and fear itself in agony was lost I
XL
" Some mighty gulf of separation past,
I seemed transported to another world;
A thought resigned with pain, when from
the mast
The impatient mariner the sail unfurled,
And, whistling, called the wind that hardly
curled
The silent sea. From the sweet thoughts
of home
And from ali hope I was for ever hurled.
For me—farthest from earthly port to
roam
Was best, could I but shun the spot where
man might come.
360

XLI
" And oft I thought (my fancy was so
strong)
That I, at last, a resting-plaoe had found;
' Here will I dwell,' said I,' my whole life
Roaming the illimitable waters round;
Here will I live, of ali but heaven disowned,
And end my days upon the peaceful flood.' —
To break my dream the vessel reached its
bound;
And homeless near a thousand homes I
stood,
And near a thousand tables pined and wanted food.
XLII
"No help I sought; in sorrow tumed adrift,
Was hopeless, as if cast on some barerock;
Nor morsel to my mouth that day did
lift,
37>
Nor raised my hand at any door to knock.
I lay where, with his drowsy mates, the
cock
From the cross - timber of an out-house
himg:
Dismally tolled, that night, the city clock !
At morn my sick heart hunger scarcely
stung,
Nor to the beggar's language could I iit
my tongue.
XLIII
"So passed a second day; and, when the
third
Was come, I tried in vain the crowd's resort.
380
— In deep despair, by frightful wishes
stirred,
Near the sea-side I reached a ruined fort;
There, pains which nature could no more
support,
With blindness linked, did on my vitais
fali;
And, after many interruptions short
Of hideous sense, I sank, nor step could
crawl:
Unsought for was the help that did my life
recall.
XLIV
" Borne to a hospital, I lay with brain
Drowsy and weak, and shattered memory;
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I lieard my neighbours in their beds complain
390
Of many things which never troubled me —
Of feet still bustling round with busy
glee,
Of looks where common kindness had no
part,
Of service done with eold formality,
Fretting the fever round the languid heart,
And groans which, as they said, might
make a dead man start.
XLV
" These things just served to stir the slumbering sense,
Nor pain nor pity in my bosom raised.
With strength did memory return; and,
thence
Dismissed, again on open day I gazed, 4°°
At houses, men, and eommon light, amazed.
The lanes I sought, and, as the sun retired,
Came where beneath the trees a faggot
blazed,
The travellers saw me weep, my fate inquired.
And gave me food — and rest, more welcome, more desired.
XLVI
" Rough potters seemed they, trading soberly
With panniered asses driven from door to
door ;
But life of happier sort set forth to me.
And other joys my faney to allure — 409
The bag-pipe dinning on the midnight moor
In barn uplighted ; and companions boon,
Well met from far with revelry seoure
Among the forest glades, whUe joeund Jnne
Rolled fast along the sky his warm and
genial moon.
XLVII
" But ill they suited me — those journeys
dark
0'er moor and mountain, midnight theft to
hatch!
To charm the surly house-dog's faithfui
bark,
Or hang on tip-toe at the lifted lateh.
The gloomy lantem, and the dim blue
match,
The blaek disguise, the warning whistle
shrill,
420
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And ear stUl busy on its nightly watch,
Were not for me, brought up in nothing ill:
Besides, on griefs so fresh my thoughts
were brooding stUl.
XLVIII
" What could I do, miaided and unblest ?
My father ! gone was every friend of thine :
And kindred of dead husband are at best
Small help ; and, after marriage such as
mine,
With little kindness would to me incline.
Nor was I then for toil or service fit;
My deep-drawn sighs no effort could confine ;
430
In open air forgetful would I sit
Whole hours, with idle arms in moping sorrow knit.
XLIX
" The roads I paced, I loitered through the
fields ;
Contentedly, yet sometimes self-accused.
Trusted my life to what chance bounty
yields,
Now coldly given, now utterly refused.
The ground I for my bed have often used :
But what afflicts my peace with keenest
ruth,
Is that I have my inner self abused,
Foregone the home delight of constant
truth,
440
And clear and open soul, so prized in fearless youth.
L
" Through tears the rising sun I oft have
viewed,
Through tears have seen him towards that
world descend
Where my poor heart lost ali its fortitude :
Three years a wanderer now my course I
bend —
Oh ! tell me whither — for no earthly friend
Have I." — She ceased, and weeping turned
away ;
As if because her tale was at an end,
She wept; because she had no more to say
Of that perpetuai weight which on her
spirit íay.
450
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True sympathy the Sailor's looks expressed,
His looks — for pondering he was mute the
whUe.
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Of social Order's eare for wretcheduess,
Of Tmie's sure help to calm and reconcile,
Joy's seeond spring and Hope's long-treasured smile,
'Twas not for Mm to speak — a man so
tried.
Yet, to relieve her heart, in friendly style
Proverbial words of comfort he applied,
And not in vain, while they went pacing
side by side.
LII
Erelong, from heaps of turf, before their
sight,
460
Together smoking iii the sun's slant beam,
Eise various wreaths tlia;t into one unite
Whieh high and bigher mounts with silver
gleam :
Fair spectacle, — but instantly a scream
Tbence bursting shrill did ali remark prevent;
They paused, and heard a hoarser voiee
blaspheme,
And female cries. Their course they
thither bent,
And met a man who foamed with anger
vehement.
LIII
A woman stood with quivering lips and pala,
And, pointing to a little child that lay 470
Stretched on the ground, began a piteous
tale ;
How in a simple freak of thoughtless play
He had provoked his father, who straightway,
As if eaeh blow were deadlier than the
last,
Struck the poor innocent. Pallid with dismay
The Soldier's Widow heard and stood
aghast;
And stern looks on the man her greyhaired Comrade cast.
LIV
His voice with indignation rising high
Such further deed in manhood's name forbade ;
The peasant, wild in passion, made reply
With bitter hisult and revilings sad ; 481
Asked him in seorn what business there he
had ;
What kind of plunder he was hunting now ;

The gallows would one day of him be
glad ; —
Though inward anguish damped the SaUor's brow,
Yet calm he seemed as thoughts so poignant would allow.
LV
Softly he stroked the child, who lay outstretched
With face to earth ; and, as the bov turned
roímd
His battered head, a groan the Sailor f etched
As if he saw—there and npon that ground —
Strange repetition of the deadly womid
He had himself inflicted. Through his
brain
492
At once the griding iron passage found ;
Deluge of tender thoughts then rushed
amain,
Nor could his sunken eyes the starting tear
restrain.
LVI
Within himself he said — What hearts have
we !
The blessing this a father gives his child !
Yet happy thou, poor boy ! compared with
me,
Suffering not doing ill — fate far more
mild.
The stranger's looks and tears of wrath beguiled
500
The father, and releuting thoughts awoke ;
He kissed his son — so ali was reconciled.
Then, with a voice which inward trouble
broke
Ere to his lips it carne, the Sailor them bespoke.
LVII
" Bad is the world, and hard is the world's
law
Even for the man who wears the warmest
fleece ;
Much need have ye that time more "closely
draw
The bond of nature, ali unkindness cease,
And that among so few there stül be peace :
Else can ye hope but with such numerous
foes
510
Your pains shall ever with your years increase ?" —
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WMle from his heart the appropriate lesson
flows,
A correspondent calm stole gently o'er his
woes.
LVIII
Forthwith the pair passed on ; and down
they look
Into a narrow valley's pleasant scene
Where wreaths of vapour tracked a winding brook,
That babbled on through groves and meadows green ;
A low-roofed house peeped out the trees
between;
The dripping groves resound with cheerful
lays.
And melaneholy lowings intervene
520
Of scattered herds, that in the meadow
graze.
Some amid lingering shade, some touched
by the smi's rays.
LIX
They saw and heard, and, winding with the
road,
Down a thick wood, they dropt into the
vale;
Comfort, by pronder mansions unbestowed,
Their wearied frames, she hoped, wonld
soon regale.
Erelong they reached that cottage in the
dale:
It was a rustic inn; — the board was spread,
The milk-maid followed with her brimming
pail,
And lustily the master carved the bread,
Kindly the honsewife pressed, and they in
comfort fed.
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Their breakfast done, the pair, though loth,
must part;
Wanderers whose course no longer now
agrees.
She rose and bade farewell! and, while her
heart
Struggled with tears nor could its sorrow
ease,
She left him there ; for, clustering romid
his knees,
With his oak-staií the cottage chUdren
played;
And soon she reached a spot o'erhung with
trees
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And banks of ragged earth; beneath the
shade
Across the pebbly road a little rimnel
strayed.
540
LXI
A cart and horse beside the rivulet stood;
Chequering the canvas roof the sunbeams
shone.
She saw the carman bend to scoop the ílood
As the wain fronted her, — wherein lay
one,
A pale-faced Woman, in disease far gone.
The carman wet her lips as well behoved;
Bed imder her lean body there was none;
Though even to die near one she most had
loved,
She could not of herself those wasted limbs
have moved.
LXII
The Soldier's Widow learned with honest
pain
550
And homefelt force of sympathy sincere,
Why thus that worn-out wretch must there
sustain
The jolting road and morning air severe.
The wain pursued its way; and following
near
In pure compassion she her steps retraced
Far as the cottage. " A sad sight is here,"
She cried aloud; and forth ran out in haste
The friends whom she had left but a few
minutes past.
LXIII
While to the door with eager speed they ran,
From her bare straw the Woman haÍB upraised
560
Her bony visage — gaunt and deadly wan;
No pity asking, on the group she gazed
With a dim eye, distracted and amazed;
Then sank upon her straw with feeble moan.
Fervently cried the housewife — " God be
praised,
I have a house that I can call my own;
Nor shall she perish there, untended and
alone !"
LXIV
So in they bear her to the chimney seat,
And busily, though yet with fear, imtie
Her garments, and, to warm her icy feet
And chafe her temples, careful hands apply,
Nature reviving, with a deep-drawn sigh
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She strove, and not in vain, her head to
rear;
573
Then said — "I thaak you ali; if I must
die,
The God in heaven my prayers for you will
hear;
'
Till now I did not think my end had been
so near.
LXV
" Barred every oomfort labour could procure,
SufEering what no endnranoe could assuage,
I was compelled to seek my father's door,
Though loth to be a burthen on his age. 580
But sickness stopped me in an early stage
Of my sad journey; and within the wain
They placed me — there to end life's pilgrimage,
Unless beneath your roof I may remain;
For I shall never see my father's door again.
LXVI
"My life, Heaven knows, hath long been
burthensome;
But, if I have not meekly sufEered, meek
May my end be ! Soon wiU this voice be
dumb:
Should ehild of mine e'er wander hither,
speak
Of me, say that tlie worm is on my cheek. —
Torn from our hut, that stood beside the
seE
591
Near Portland lighthonse in a lonesome
creek,
My husband served in sad captivity
On shipboard, boimd tUl peaee or death
should set hrm free.
LXVII
" A sailor's wife I knew a widow's caras,
Yet two sweet little ones partook my
bed;
Hope cheered my dreams, and to my daily
prayers
Our heavenly Father granted each day's
bread;
TUl one was found by stroke of violence
dead,
Whose body near our cottage chanced to
lie;
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A dire'suspicion drove us from our shed;
In vain to find a friendly face we try,
Nor could we live together those poor boys
and I;

LXVIII
" For evil tongues made oath how on that
day
My husband lurked about the neighbourhood;
Now he had fled, and whither none could
say.
And he had done the deed in the dark
wood —
Near his own home ! — but he was mild and
good;
Never on earth was gentler creature seen;
He 'd not have robbed the raven of its food.
My husband's lovingkindness stood between
Me and ali worldly harms and wrongs howeyer keen."
612
LXIX
Alas 1 the thing she told with labouring
breath
The Sailor knew too well. That wiokednes9
His hand had wrought; and when, in the
hour of death,
He saw his WLfe's lips move his name to
bless
With her last words, nnable to suppress
His anguish, with his heart he ceased to
strive;
And, weeping loud in this extreme distress,
He oried — " Do pity me ! That thou
shouldst live
6»o
I neither ask nor wish — forgive me, but
forgive !"
LXX
To tell the change that Voice within her
wrought
Nature by sign or sound made no essay;
A sudden joy surprised expiring thought,
And every mortal pang dissolved away.
Borne gently to a bed, in death she lay,
Yet still while over her the husband bent,
A look was in her face which seemed to say,
"Be blest; by sight of thee from heaven
was sent
Peaee to my parting soul, the fulness of
content."
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LXXI
She slept in peaee, — his pulses throbbed
and stopped,
Breathless he gazed upon her face, — then
took
Her hand in his, and raised it, but both
dropped,
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When on his own he cast a rueful look.
His ears were never silent; sleep forsook
His burning eyelids stretched and stilí as
lead;
Ali nigM from time to time míder him shook
The floor as he lay shuddering on his bed;
And oft he groaned aloud, " O God, that I
were dead!"
LXXII
The Soldier's Widow lingered in the cot,
And, when he rose, he thanked her pious
care
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Through which his Wife, to that kind shelter brought,
Died in his arms; and with those thanks a
prayer
He breathed for her, and for that merciful
pair.
The corse interred, not one hour he remained
Beneath their roof, but to the open air
A bm-then, now with fortitude sustained,
He bore within a breast where dreadful
quiet reigned.
LXXIII
Conflrmed of purpose, fearlessly prepared
For act and suffering, to the city straight
He journeyed, and forthwith his crime
deelared:
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" And from your doom," he added, " now I
wait,
Nor let it linger long, the murderer's fate."
Not ineffectual was that piteous elaún;
" O welcome sentence which will end though
late,"
He said, " the pangs that to my conscience
came
Out of that deed. My trnst, Savionr ! is in
thy name !"
LXXIV
His fate was pitied. Him in iron case
(Reader, forgive the intolerable thought)
They hung not: — no one on his form or face
Could gaze, as on a show by idlers sought;
No kindred sufEerer, to his death - place
brought
662
By lawless curiosity or chance,
When into storm the evening sky is
wrought,
üpon his swinging corse an eye can glance,
And drop, as he once dropped, in miserable
trance.
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LEFT UPON A SEAT IN A YEW-TREE,
WHICH STANDS NEAR THE LAKE OF
ESTHWAITE, ON A DESOLATE PART OF
THE SHORE, COMMANDING A BEAUTIFUL PROSPECT
1795. 1798
Composed in part at school at Hawkshead.
The tree has dísappeared, and the slip of
Common on which it stood, that ran parallel to
the lake and lay open to it, has long* heen enclosed; so that the road has lost much of its
attraction, This spot was my favourite walk
in the eveninpcs during the latter part of my
school-time. The individual whose habits and
character are here given, was a gentleman of
the neighbourhood, a man of talent and learning-, who had heen educated at one of our Universities, and retumed to pass his time in
seclusion on his own estate. He died a bachelor
in middle age. Induced by the beauty of the
prospect) he built a small summer-house on the
rocks above the peninsula on which the ^erryhouse stands. This property afterwards passed
into the hands of the late Mr. Ourwen. The
site was long ago pointed out by Mr. West in
his Guide, as the pride of the lakes, and now
goes by the name of The Station." So much
used I to be delighted with the view from it,
while a little boy, that some years before the
first pleasure-house was built, I led thither
from Hawkshead a youngster about my own
age, an Irish boy, who "was a seryant to an
itinerant conjuror. My motire was to witness
the pleasure I expected the boy would receive
from the prospect of the islands below and the
intermingling water. I was not disappointed;
and I hope the fact, insigniíicant as it may appear to some, may be thought worthy of note
by others who may cast their eye over these
notes.
Nay, Traveller ! rest. This lonely Yewtree stands
Far from ali human dwelling: wbat if
here
No sparkling rivulet spread the verdant
herb ?
What if the bee love not these barren
boughs ?
Yet, if the wind breathe soft, the ctirling
waves,
That break against the sbore, shall lull thy
mind
By one soft impulse saved from vacancy.
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Who he was
That piled these stones and with the mossy
sod
First covered, and here taught this aged
Tree
lo
With its dark arms to form a circling
bower,
I we!! remember. — He was one who owned
No common soul. In youth by science
nursed,
And led by nature into a wild scene
Of lofty hopes, he to the world went forth
A favoured Being, knowing no desire
Which genius did not hallow; 'gainst the
taint
Of dissolute tongues, and jealousy, and
hate,
And scorn, — against ali enemies prepared,
Ali bnt neglect. The world, for so it
thought,
20
Owed him no service; wherefore he at
once
With indignation turned himself away,
And with the foód of pride sustained his
• soul
In solitude. — Stranger! these gloctaiy
boughs
Had eharms for him; and here he loved to
sit,
His only visitants a straggling sheep,
The stone-chat, or the glancing sand-piper:
And on these barren rocks, with fern and
heath,
And juniper and thistle, sprinkled o'er,
fixing his downcast eye, he many an
hour
30
A morbid pleasure nourished, tracLng here
An emblem of his own unfruitful life:
And, lifting up his head, he then would
gaze
On the more distant scene, — how lovely
'ti£

Thou seest, — and he would gaze till it
became
Far lovelier, and his heart could not sustain
The beauty, still more beauteous ! Nor,
that time,
When nature had subdued him to herself,
Would he forget those Beings to whose
minds,
Warm from the labours of benevolence, 40
The world, and human life, appeared a
scene
Of kindred loveliness: then he would sigh,
Inly disturbed, to think that others felt
What he must never feel: and so, lost
Man!
On visionary views would fancy feed,
Till his eye streamed with tears. In this
deep vale
He died, — this seat his only monument.
If Thou be one whose heart the holy
forms
Of young imagination have kept pure,
Stranger! henceforth be warned; and
know that pride,
50
Howe'er disguised in its own majesty,
Is littleness; that he, who feels contempt
For any living thing, hath faculties
Which he has never used; that thought
with him
Is in its infancy. The man whose eye
Is ever on himself doth look on one,
The least of Nature's works, one who
might move
The wise man to that scorn which wisdom
holds
Unlawful, ever. O be wiser, Thou !
Instructed that true knowledge leads to
love;
60
True dignity abides with him alone
Who, in the silent hour of inward thought,
Can stUl suspect, and still revere liimself,
In lowliness of heart.
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A TRAGEDY
1795-96. 1842
Of tbis dramatic work I have little to say in addition to the short note which will be found at
tbe end of the volume. It was coiuposed at Kacedown in Dorsetshire during the latter part of
the year 1795, and in the course of the following year. Had it been the work of a later period
of life, it would have been different in some respects from what it is now. The plot would
have been something more complex, and a greater variety of characters introduced to relieve
the mind from the pressure of incidents so moumful. The manners also would have been more
attended to. My care was almost exclusively given to the passions and the characters, and the
position in which the persons in the Drama stood relatively to each other, that the reader (for
I had then no thought of the Stage) might be moved, and to a degree instructed, by lights
penetrating somewhat into the depths of our nature. In this endeavour, I eannot think, upon a
very late review, that I have failed. As to the scene and period of action, little more was required for my purpose than the absence of established law and govemment; so that the agents
might be at liberty to act on their own impulses. Nevertheless 1 do remember that, having a
wish to colour the manners in some degree from local history more than my knowledge enabled
me to do, I read Redpath's History of the Borders, but found there nothing to my purpose. I
once made an observation to Sir Walter Scott, in which he concurred, that it was diflScult to
conceive how so dull a book could be written on such a subject. Much about the same time,
but a little after, Coleridge was employed in writing his tragedy of "Remorse," and it happened that soon after, through one of the Mr. Pooles, Mr. Knight the actor heard that we
had been engaged in writing Plays, and upon his suggestion mine was curtailed, and I believe
Coleridge's also was offeredto Mr. Harris, manager of Covent Garden. For myself, I had no
hope nor even a wish (though a successful play would, in the then state of my fínances, have
been a most welcome piece of good fortune) that he should accept my performance ; so that I
incurred no disappointment when the piece was judiciously returned as not calculated for the
Stage. In this judgment I entirely concurred, and had it been otherwise, it was so natural for
me to shrink from public notice, that any hope I might have had of success would not have
reconciled me altogether to such an exhibition. Mr. C.'s Play was, as is well known, brought
forward several years after through the kindness of Mr. Sheridan. In conclusion I may observe
that while I was composing this Play I wrote a short essay illustrative of that constitution and
those tendencies of human nature which make the apparently motiveless actions of bad men
intelligible to careful observers. This was partly done with reference to the character of Oswald,
and his persevering endeavour to lead the man he disliked into so heinous a crime ; but still
more to preserve in my distinct remembrance what I had observed of transition in character,
and the reflections I had been led to make during the time I was a witness of the changes
through which the French Revolution passed.
DRAMATIS PERSONS
some eight or ten lines which I have not
scrupled to retain in the places where they oriMarmadües ]
Oswald
ginally stood. It is proper, however, to add,
"Wallacb ^ Of the Band of Borderers.
that
they would not have been used elsewhere,
Lact
if I had foreseen the time when I might be inLenmox
J
duced to publish this Tragedy,
Hebbert.
WiLFBEDf SeTvani to Marmadukt.
Fébruary 28, 1842.
Host.
Forester.
Kldred, a Peasant.
ACT I
Peasant, Pílgríms, etc.
IDONKA.
Scene — Roadina Wood
Female Beffgar.
Kleanor, Wife to Eldred.
Wallace and Lacy
ScENB — Borders of England and Scotland.
Lacy. The troop will be impatient; let us
Time — The Beign of Htnry III.
hie
Readers already acquainted with my Poems Back to our post, and strip the Scottish
Foray
will recognise, in the following composition.
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Of their rich Spoil, ere they recross the
Border.
— Pity that our young Chief will have no
part
In this good service.
Wal.
Rather let us grieve
That, in the imdertaking which has caused
His absence, he hath sought, whate'er his
aim,
Companionship with One of crooked ways,
From wliose perverted soul can come no
good
To our confiding, open-hearted, Leader. lo
Lacy. True; and, remembering how the
Band have proved
That Oswald finds small favour in our
sight,
Well may we wonder he has gained suoh
power
Over our muoh-loved Captain.
Wal.
I have heard
Of some dark deed to which in early life
His passion drove him — then a Voyager
üpon the midland Sea. You knew his
bearing
In Palestine ?
Lacy.
Where he despised alike
Mahommedan and Christian. But enough;
Let us begone — the Band may else be
foiled.
[Exeunt.
Enter Makmaduke and Wii.fred.
Wil. Be cautious, my dear Master !
Mar.
I perceive 21
That fear is like a cloak which old men
huddle
About their love, as if to keep it warm.
Wil. Nay, but I grieve that we should
part. This Stranger,
For such he is
Mar.
Your busy fancies, Wilfred,
Might tempt me to a smile; but what of
him ?
Wil. You know tliat you have saved his
life.
Mar.
I know it.
Wil. And that he hates you ! — Pardon
me, perhaps
That word was hasty.
Mar.
Fy ! no more of it.
Wil. Dear Master ! gratitude 's a heavy
burden
30
To a proud Soul. — líobody loves this
Oswald —
Yourself, you do not love him.
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Mar.
I do more,
I honour him. Strong feelings to his heart
Are natural; and from no one ean be learnt
More of man's thoughts and ways than his
experience
Has given him power to teach: and then
for courage
And enterprise — what perils hath he
shunned ?
What obstacles hath he failed to overcome ?
Answer these questions, from our common
knowledge,
And be at rest.
Wil.
Oh, Sir !
Mar.
Peace, my good Wüfred;
Kepair to Liddesdale, and tell the Band 41
I shall be with them in two days, at farthest.
Wil. May He whose eye is over ali protect you !
\_Êxit.
Enter Oswald (a bunch of plants in his
hand).
Osw. This wood is rich in plants and
curious simples.
Mar. (looking at them). The wild rose,
and the poppy, and the nightshade:
Which is your favourite, Oswald ?
Osw.
That which, whUe it is
Strong to destroy, is also strong to heal —
{^Looking forward.
Not yet in sight! — We'll saunter here
awhile;
They cannot mount the hill, by us unseen.
Mar. (a letter in his hand). It is no common thing when one like you
50
Performs these delicate services, and therefore
I feel myself much bounden to you, Oswald;
'T is a strange letter this ! — You saw her
write it ?
Osw. And saw the tears with which she
blotted it.
Mar. And nothing less would satisfy
him ?
Osw.
No less;
For that another in his Child's afüection
Should hold a place, as if 't were robbery,
He seemed to quarrel with the very
thought.
Besides, I know not what strange prejudice
Is rooted in his mind; this Band of ours, 60
Which you 've collected for the noblest
ends,
Along the confines of the Esk and Tweed

ACT I

THE BORDERERS

To guard the Innocent — he calls us " Outlaws ";
And, for yourself, in plain terms he asserts
This garb was taken up that indolence
Might want no cover, and rapacity
Be better fed.
Mar.
Iíe'er may I own the heart
That cannot feel for one, helpless as he is.
Osw. Thou know'st me for a Man uot
easily moved,
Yct was I grievously provoked to thüik 70
Of what I witnessed.
Mar.
This day will suffice
To end her wrongs.
Osw.
But if the blind Man's tale
Should yet be true ?
Mar.
Would it were possible!
Did not the soldier tell thee that himself,
And others who survived the wreck, beheld
The Barou Herbert perish in the waves
Upou the coast of Cyprus ?
Osw.
Yes, even so,
And I had heard the like before: in sooth
The tale of this liis quondam Barony
Is cunningly devised; and, on the back 80
Of his forlorn appearance, could not fail
To make the proud and vain his tributaries,
And stir the pulse of lazy charity.
The seignories of Herbert are in Devon;
We, neighbours of the Esk and Tweed: 't is
much
The Arch-Impostor
Mar.
Treat him gently, Oswald;
Though I have never seen his face, methinks,
There cannot come a day when I shall
cease
To love him. I remember, when a Boy
Of scarcely seven years' growth, beneath
the Elm
90
That casts its shade over our village school,
'T was my delight to sit and hear Idônea
Kepeat her Father's terrible adventures,
Till ali the band of playmates wept together;
And that was the beginning of my love.
And, through ali converse of our later
years,
An image of this old Man still was present,
When I had been most happy. Pardon me
If this be idly spoken.
Osw.
See, they come, 99
Two Travellers !
Mar. (points). The woman is Idônea.
Osw. And leading Herbert.
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Mar.
We must let them pass —
This thicket will conceal us.
[They step aside.
Enter Idônea, leading Hekbeet blind.
Idon. Dear Father, you sigh deeply;
ever since
We left the willow shade by the brook-side,
Your natural breathing has been troubled.
Her.
Nay,
You are too fearful; yet must I confess,
Our march of yesterday had better suited
A firmer step than mine.
Idon.
That dismal Moor —
In spite of ali the larks that cheered our
path,
I never can forgive it: but how steadily
You paced along, when the bewildering
moonlight
111
Mocked me with many a strange fantastic
shape ! —
I thought the Convent never would appear;
It seemed to move away from us: and yet,
That you are thus the fault is mine; for
the air
Was soft and warm, no dew lay on the
grass,
And midway on the waste ere night had
fallen
I spied a Covert walled and roofed with
sods —
A miniature; belike some Shepherdboy.
Who might have foimd a nothing-doing
hour
120
Heavier than work, raised it: within that hut
We might have made a kindly bed of heath
And thankfully there rested side by side
Wrapped in our oloaks, and, with recruited
strength,
Have hailed the moming sun. But cheerily,
Father, —
That staíf of yours, I could almost have
heart
To fling 't away from you: you make no use
Of me, or of my strength; — come, let me
feel
That you do press upon me. There — indeed
You are quite exhausted. Let us rest
awhile
130
On this green bank.
[He sits down.
Her. (after some time). Idônea, you are
silent,
And I divine the cause.
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Idon.
Do not reproach me :
I pondered patiently your wish and will
When I gave way to your request; and
now,
When I behold the ruins of that face,
Those eyeballs dark — dark beyond hope of
light,
And think that they were blasted for my
sake,
The name of Marmaduke is blown away:
Father, I would not change that sacred
feeling
139
For ali this world ean give.
Her.
Nay, be composed:
Few minutes gone a faintness overspread
My frame, and I bethought me of two
things
I ne'er had heart to separate — my grave,
And thee, my Child !
Idon.
Believe me, honoured Sire !
'Tis weariness that breeds these gloomy
fancies,
And you mistake the cause: you hear the
woods
Resound with music, could you see the sun.
And look upon the pleasant face of Na^
ture
Her. I eomprehend thee — I should be
as cheerful
As if we two were twins ; two songsters
bred
150
In the same nest, my spring-time one with
thine.
My fancies, fancies if they be, are such
As come, dear Child ! from a far deeper
source
Than bodily weariness. While here we sit
I feel my strength returning. — The bequest
Of thy kind Patroness, which to receive
We have thus far adventured, will suffice
To save thee from the extreme of penury;
But when thy Father must lie down and
die
How wilt thou stand alone ?
Idon.
Is he not strong ?
Is he not valiant ?
Her.
Am I then so soon 161
Forgotten? have my warnings passed so
quickly
Out of thy mind? My dear, my only,
Chiíd;
Thou wouldst be leaning on a broken reed —
This Marmaduke
Idon.
O could you hear his voice:

ACT I

Alas ! you do not know him. He is one
(I wot not what ill tongue has wronged him
with you)
AU gentleness and love. His face bespeaks
A deep and simple meekness : and that
Soul,'j
Which with the motion of a virtuous act
Flashes a look of terror upon guilt,
171
Is, after conflict, quiet as the ocean,
By a miraculous füiger, stilled at once.
Her. Unhappy Woman!
Idon.
Nay, it was my duty
Thus much to speak; but think not I forget —
Dear Father ! how could I forget and live —
You and the story of that doleful night
When, Antioch blazing to her topmost
towers,
You rushed into the murderous flames, returned
Blind as the grave, but, as you oft have
told me,
180
Clasping your infant Daughter to your
heart.
Her. Thy Mother too ! — scarce had I
gained the door,
I caught her voice; she threw herself upon
me,
I felt thy infant brother in her arms;
She saw my blasted face — a tide of soldiers
Tliat instant rushed between us, and I heard
Her last death-shriek, distinct among a
thousand.
Idon. Nay, Father, stop not; let me hear
it ali.
Her. Dear Daughter ! precious relic of
that time —
For my old age, it doth remain with thee
To make it what thou wilt. Thou hajst
been told,
191
That when, on our return from Palestine,
I found how my domains had been usurped,
I took thee in my arms, and we began
Our wanderings together. Providence
At length conducted us to Bossiand, —
there,
Our melancholy story moved a Stranger
To take thee to her home — and for myself,
Soon after, the good Abbot of St. Cuthberfs
Supplied my helplessness with food and raiment,
200
And, as thou know'st, gave me that humble Cot
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Where now we dwell. — For many years I
bore
Thy absence, till old age and fresh infirmities
Exacted thy return, and our reunion.
I did not think that, during that long absence,
My Child, forgetful of the name of Herbert,
Had given her love to a wild Freebooter,
Who here, upon the borders of the Tweed,
Doth prey alike on two distracted Coimtries,
209
Traitor to both.
Idon.
Oh, could you hear his voice !
I will not call on Heaven to vouch for me,
But let this kiss speak what is in my heart.
Enter a Peasant.
Pea. Good morrow, Strangera ! If you
want a Guide,
Let me have leave to serve you !
Idm.
My Companion
Hath need of rest; the sight of Hut or
Hostel
Would be most welcome.
Pea.
Yon white hawthorn gained,
You will look down into a deli, and there
Will see an ash from whioh a sign-board
hangs;
The house is hidden by the sliade. Old
Man,
You saem worn out with travei — shall I
support you ?
220
Her. I thank you; but, a resting-place
so near,
'T were wrong to trouble you.
Pea.
God speed you both.
\_Exit Peasant.
Her. Idônea, we must part. Be not
alarmed —
Tis but for a few days — a thought has
struck me.
Idon. That I should leave you at this
house, and thence
Proceed alone. It shall be so; for strength
Would fail you ere our journey's end be
reached.
\_Exit Herbert supported by Idônea.
Re-enter Mabmaduke and Oswald.
Mar. This instant will we stop him
Osw.
Be not hasty,
For, sometimes, in despite of my conviction,
He tempted me to think the Story true; 230
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'T is plain he loves the Maid, and what he
said
That savoured of aversion to thy name
Appeared the genuine eolour of his soul —
Anxiety lest mischief should befal her
After his death.
Mar.
I have been much deoeived.
Osw. But sure he loves the Maiden, and
never love
•
Could flnd delight to nurse itself so strangeThus to torment her with inventions! —
death —
There must be truth in this.
Mar.
Truth in his story !
He must have felt it then, known what it
was,
240
And in such wise to raek her gentle heart
Had been a tenfold cruelty.
Osw.
Strange pleasures
Do we poor mortais cater for ourselves !
To see him thus provoke her tendernes3
With tales of weakness and infirmity !
I 'd wager on his life for twenty years.
Mar. We will not waste an hour in such
a cause.
Osw. Why, this is noble ! sliake her off
at once.
Mar. Her virtues are his instruments. —
A Man
Who has so practised on the world's cold
sense,
250
May well deceive his Child — what ! leave
her thus,
A prey to a deceiver ? — no — no — no —
'T is but a word and then
Osw.
Something is here
More than we see, or whence this strong
aversion ?
Marmaduke ! I suspect unworthy tales
Have reached his ear — you have had enemies.
Mar. Enemies ! — of his own coinage.
Osw.
That may be,
But wherefore slight protection such as you
Have power to yield ? perhaps he looks
elsewhere, —
I am perplexed.
Mar.
What liast thou heard or seen?
Osw. No—no — the thing stands clear
of mystery;
261
(As you have said) he coins himself the
slander
With whichhe taints her ear; —for aplair
reason;
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Jdon.
You know me, Sire; farewell 1
He dreads the presence of a virtuous man
Her. And are you going then? Come,
Like you; he knows your eye would search
his heart,
come, Idônea,
Your justice stamp upon his evil deeds
We must not part, — I have measured many
a league
The punishment they merit. Ali is plain:
When these old limbs had need of rest, —
It cannot be
Mar.
What cannot be ?
and now
Osw.
Yet that a Father I will not play the sluggard.
Idon.
Nay, sit down.
íShould in his love admit no rivalship,
And torture thus the heart of his own
\_Turning to Host.
Child
270 Good Host, such tendance as you would
Mar. Nay, you abuse my friendship !
expect
300
Osw.
Heaven forbid ! — From your own Children, it yourself were
There was a cireumstance, trifling indeed —
siok,
It struck me at the time — yet I believe
Let this old Man find at your hands; poor
I never should have thought of it again
Leader,
[^Looking at the dog.
But for the scene which we by chance have We soon shall meet again. If thou neglect
witnessed.
This charge of thine, then ül befall thee ! —
Mar. What is your meaning ?
Look,
Osw.
Two days gone I saw, The little fool is loth to stay behind.
Though at a distance and he was disguised, Sir Host! by ali the love you bear to courHovering round Herberfs door, a man
tesy,
whose figure
Take care of him, and feed the truant welL
Resembled much that cold voluptuary,
Host. Fear not, I will obey you; — but
The villain, Clifford. He hates you, and he
One so yoimg,
knows
280 And One so fair, it goes against my heart
That you should travei unattended, Lady ! —
Where he can stab you deepest.
Mar.
Clifford never I have a palfrey and a groom: the lad 311
W ould stoop to skulk about a C ottage door — Shall squire you, (would it not be better,
Sir ?)
It could not be.
Osw.
And yet I now remember, And for less fee than I would let him run
That, when your praise was warm upon my For any lady I have seen this, twelvemonth.
Idon. You know, Sir, I have been too
tongue,
long your guard
And the blind Man was told how you had
Not to have learnt to laugh at little fears.
rescued
Why, if a woK should leap from out a
A maiden from the ruffian violence
thicket,
Of this same Clifford, he became impatient
A look of mine would send him scouring
And would not hear me.
back,
Mar.
No — it cannot be —
319
I dare not trust myself with such a Unless I differ from the thing I am
When you are by my side.
thought —
Her.
Idônea, wolves
Yet whence this strange aversion ? You
are a man
290 Are not the enemies that move my fears.
Idon. No more, I pray, of this. Three
Not used to rash conjectures
days at farthest
Osw.
If you deem it
A thing worth further notice, we must aet Will bring me back — protect him, Saints
— farewell!
[Exit Idônea.
With caution, sift the matter artfully.
Host. 'T is never drought with us — St.
[Exeunt Marmaduke and Oswald.
Cuthbert and his Pilgrims,
Scene — The Door of the Hosíel
Thanks to them, are to us a stream of comfort:
Herbebt, Idônea, and Host.
Pity the Maiden did not wait a while;
Her. (seated). As I am dear to you, re- She could not, Sir, have failed of company.
member, Child !
Her. Now she is gone, I fain would call
her back.
This last request.
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Host (calling). Holla!
Her.
No, no, the busüiess must be
done. —
What means this riotous noise?
Host.
The villagers
Are flocking in — a wedding festival— 331
That 's ali — God save you, Sir.
Enter Oswald.
Osv).
Ha! as I live,
The Baron Herbert.
Host.
Mercy, the Baron Hertjert!
Osw. So far into your journey ! on my life,
You are a lusty Traveller. But how fare
you?
Her. Well as the wreck I am permits.
And you, Sir?
Osw. I do not see Idônea.
Her.
Dutiful Girl,
She is gone before, to spare my weariness.
But what has brought you hither?
Osw.
A slight affair,
That will be soon despatched.
Her.
Did Marmaduke
Receive that letter?
Osw.
Be at peaoe. — The tie 341
Is broken, you will hear no more of him.
Her. This is true comfort, thanks a thousand times! —
That noise! — would I had gone with her
as far
As the Lord Clifford's Castle: I haveheard
That, in his müder moods, he has expressed
Compassion for me. His influence is great
With Henry, our good King; — the Baron
might
Have heard my suit, and urged my plea at
Court.
N o matter — he 's a dajigerous Man. — That
noise ! —
350
'T is too disorderly for sleep or rest.
Idônea would have fears for me, — the Convent
Will give me quiet lodging. You have a
boy, good Host,
And he must lead me back.
Osw.
You are most lucky;
I have been waiting in the wood hard by
For a companion — here he comes; our
journey
Enter Marmaduke.
Lies on your way; accept us as your
Guides.
Her. Alas ! I creep so slowly.
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Osw.
Never fear;
We '11 not complain of that.
Her.
My limbs are stiff
And need repose. Could you but wait an
hour ?
360
Osw. Most willingly ! — Come, let me
lead you in.
And, while you take your rest, think not of
us;
We '11 stroll into the wood; lean on my arm.
{^Conducts Herbert into the house. Exit
Marmaduke.
Enter Villagers.
Osw. (to himself coming out of the HosteV) ■
I have prepared a most apt Instrument —
The Vagrant must, no doubt, be loitering
somewhere
About this ground; she hath a tongue well
skilled,
By mingling natural matter of her own
With ali the daring flctions I have taught
her,
To win belief, suoh as my plot requires.
[Exit Oswald.
Enter more Villagers, a Musioian wnong
thera.
Host (tothem). Into the court, my Friend,
and perch yourself
370
Aloft upon the elm-tree. Pretty Maids,
Garlands and flowers, and eakes and merry
thoughts,
Are here, to send the sun into the west
More speedUy than you belike would wish.
SCENE changes to the IVood adjoining the
Hostel
Makmaduke and Oswald entering.
Mar. I would fain hope that we deceive
ourselves:
When first I saw him sitting there, alone,
It struck upon my heart I Imow not how.
Osw. ToUlay will elear up ali. — You
marked a Cottage,
378
That ragged Dwelling, dose beneath a rock
By the brook-side: it is the abode of One,
A Maiden innocent tUl ensnared by Clifford,
Who soon grew weary of her; but, alas !
What she had seen and suffered turned her
brain.
Cast ofE by her Betrayer, she dwells alone.
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Nor moves her hands to any needful work:
She eats her food which every day the
peasants
Bring to her hut; and so the Wreteh has
lived
Ten years; and no one ever heard her voiee;
But every night at the first stroke of twelve
She quits her house, and, in the neighbouring Churchyard
390
üpon the self-same spot, in rain or storm,
She paces out the hour 'twixt twelve and
one —
She paces round and round an Infanfs
grave,
And in the churchyard sod her feet have
worn
A hollow ring; they say it is knee-deep
Ah ! what is here ?
[/I female Beggar rises up, ruhbing her
eyes as if in sleep — a Child in her
arms.
Beg.
Oh ! Gentlemen, I thankyou;
I 've had the saddest dream that ever
troubled
The heart of livmg creature. — My poor
Babe
Was crying, as I thought, crying for bread
When I had none to give him; whereupon,
I put a slip of foxglove in his hand,
401
Which pleased him so, that he was hushed
at once:
When, into one of those same spotted bells
A bee came darting, which the Child with
.
Imprisoned
there, and held it to his ear,
And suddenly grew black, as he would die.
Mar. We have no time for this, my babbling Gossip;
Here 's what wUl comfort you.
\_Gives her money.
Beg.
The Saints reward you
For this good deed ! — Well, Sirs, this
passed away;
And afterwards I fancied, a strange dog,
Trotting alone along the beaten road, 411
Came to my child as by my side he slept
And, fondling, licked his face, then on a
sudden
Snapped fierce to make a morsel of his head:
But here he is (Jcissing the Child) it must
have been a dream.
Osw. When next inclined to sleep, take
my advice,
And put your head, good Woman, under
cover.
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Beg. Oh, sir, you would not talk thus, if
you knew
What life is this of ours, how sleep will
master
The weary-worn. — You gentlefolk have
got
420
Warm chambers to your wish. I 'd rather
be
A stone than what I am. — But two nights
gone,
The darkness overtook me — wind and rain
Beat hard upon my head — and yet I saw
A glow-worm, through the covert of the
furze,
Shine calmly as if nothing ailed the sky:
At which I half accused the God in
Heaven. —
You must forgive me.
Osw.
Ay, and if you think
The Fairies are to blame, and you should
chide
Your favourite saint — no matter — this
good day
430
Has made amends.
Beg.
Thanks to you both; but, O sir !
How would you like to travei on whole
hours
As I have done, my eyes upon the ground,
Expecting still, I knew not how, to flnd
A piece of money glittering through the
dust.
Mar. This woman is a prater. Pray,
good Lady !
Do you tell fortunes ?
Beg.
Oh, Sir, you are like the rest.
This Little-one — it cuts me to the heart —
Well ! they might turn a beggar from their
doors,
But there are Mothers who can see the
Babe
440
Here at my breast, and ask me where I
bought it:
This they can do, and look upon my face —
But you, Sir, should be kinder.
Mar.
Come hither, Fathers,
And leam what nature is from this poor
Wreteh !
Beg. Ay, Sir, there 's nobody that feels
for us.
Why now — but yesterday I overtook
A blind old Greybeard and accosted him,
I' th' name of ali the Saints, and by the
Mass
He should have used me better ! — Charity !
If you can melt a rock, he is your man;
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But I '11 be even with him — here again 451
Have I been waiting for him.
Osw.
Well, but softly,
Who is it that hath wronged you ?
Beg.
Mark you me;
I '11 point him out; — a Maiden is his guide,
Lovely as Spring's íirst rose; a Httle dog,
Tied by a woollen cord, moves on before
With look as sad as he were dumb; the cur,
I owe him no ill will, but in good sooth
He does his Master credit.
Mar.
As I live, 459
'T is Herbert and no other !
Beg.
'T is a f east to see him,
Lank as a ghost and tall, his shoulders bent,
And long beard white with age — yet evermore,
As if he were the only Saint on earth,
He turns his face to heaven.
Osw.
But why so violent
Against this venerable Man ?
Beg.
I '11 tell you:
He has the very hardest heart on earth;
I had as lief turn to the Friars' school
And knoek for entrance, in mid holiday.
Mar. But to your story.
Beg.
I was saying,'Sir —
Well! — he has often spurned me like a
toad,
470
But yesterday was worse than ali; — at last
I overtook him, Sirs, my Babe and I,
And begged a little aid for charity:
But he was snappish as a cottage cur.
Well then, says I — I'll out with it; at
which
I cast a look upon the Girl, and felt
As if my heart would burst; and so I left
him.
Osw. I think, good Woman, you are the
very person
Whom, but some few days past, I saw in
Eskdale,
479
At Herberfs door.
Beg.
Ay; and if truth were known
I have good business there.
Osw.
I met you at the threshold.
And he seemed angry.
Beg.
Angry ! well he might;
And long as I can stir I '11 dog him. — Yesterday,
To serve me so, and knowing that he owes
The best of ali he has to me and mine.
But 't is ali over now. — That good old
Lady
Has left a power of riches; and, I say it.
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If there 's a lawyer in the land, the knave
Shall give me half.
Osw. Whafs this? — I fear, good Woman,
489
You have been insolent.
Beg.
And there 's the Baron,
I spied him skulking in his peasanfs dress.
Osw. How say you ? in disguise ? —
Mar.
But what 's your business
With Herbert or his Daughter ?
Beg.
Daughter ! truly —
But how 's the day ? — I fear, my little
Boy,
We've overslept ourselves. — Sirs, have
you seen him ?
[^Offers to go,
Mar. I must have more of this; — you
shall not stir
An inoh, till I am answered. Know you
aught
That doth concem this Herbert ?
Beg.
You are provoked.
And wül misuse me, Sir ?
499
Mar.
No trifling, Woman !
Osw. You are as safe as in a sanctuary;
Speak.
Mar. Speak !
Beg.
He is a most hard-hearted Man.
Mar. Your life is at my mercy.
Beg.
Do not harm me.
And I will tell you ali! — You know not,
Sir,
What strong temptations press upon the
Poor.
Osw. Speak out.
Beg.
Oh Sir, I 've been a wicked Woman.
Osw. Nay, but speak out!
Beg.
He flattered me, and said
What harvest it would bring us both; and
so,
I parted with the Child.
Mar.
Parted with whom ?
Beg. Idônea, as he calls her; but the Girl
Is mine.
Mar. Yours, Woman! are you Herberfs
wife ?
510
Beg. Wife, Sir! liis wife — not I; my
husband, Sir,
Was of Kirkoswald — many a snowy winter
We 've weathered out together. My poor
GUfred !
He has been two years in his grave.
Mar.
Enough.
Osw. We 've solved the riddle — Miscreant!
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Mar.
Do you,
Good Dame, repair to Liddesdale and wait
For my roturn; be sure you shall have
justice.
Osw. A lucky woman! go, you have
done good service.
\_Aside.
Mar. (to himself). Eternal praises on
the power that saved her ! —
Osw. (gives her money). Here 's for your
little boy — and when you christen
him
520
I'll be bis Godfather.
Beg.
Oh Sir, you are merry with me.
In grange or farm this Hundred scarcely
owns
A dog that does not know me. — These
good Folks,
For love of God, I must not pass their
doors;
But I '11 be back with my best speed: for
you —
God bless and thank you both, my gentle
Masters.
[Exit Beggar.
Mar. (to himself). The cruel Viper ! —
Poor devoted Maid,
Now I do love thee.
Osw.
I am thunderstruck.
Mar. Where is she — holla !
[ Calling to the Beggar, who returns ; he
looks at her stedfastly.
You are Idonea's mother ? —
Nay, be not terrifled — it does me good 530
To look upon you.
Osw. (interrupting'). In a peasanfs dress
You saw, who was it ?
Beg.
Nay, I dare not speak;
He is a man, if it should come to his ears
I never shall be heard of more.
Osw.
Lord Clifford ?
Beg. What can I do ? believe me, gentle
Sirs,
I love her, though I dare not call her
daughter.
Osw. Lord Clifford — did you see him
talk with Herbert ?
Beg. Yes, to my sorrow — under the
great oak
At Herberfs door — and when he stood
beside
Tbe blind Man — at the silent Girl he
looked
S40
With such a look — it makes me tremble,
Sir,
To tbink of it.
Osw.
Enough ! you may depart.

Mar. (to himself). Father ! — to God
himself we cannot give
A holier uame; and, under such a mask,
To lead a Spirit, spotless as the blessed.
To that abhorrèd den of brutish vice ! —
Oswald, the firm foundation of my life
Is going from under me; these strange
discoveries —
Looked at from every point of fear or hope,
Duty, or love — involve, I feel, my ruin.
ACT II
SCENE — A Ckamber in the Hostel
Oswald alone, rising from a Tàble on which
he had been wriiing.
Osw. They chose him for their Chief ! —
what covert part
He, in the preference, modest You th, might
take,
I neither know nor care. The insult bred
More of coutempt than hatred; both are
flown;
That either e'er existed is my shame:
'T waí a dull spark — a most unnatural fire
That died the moment the air breathed
upon it.
— These fools of feeling are mere birds of
winter
That haunt some barren island of the north,
Where, if a famishing man stretch forth his
hand,
10
They think it is to feed them. I have left
him
To solitary meditation; — now
For a few swelling phrases, and a flash
Of truth, enough to dazzle and to blind.
And he is mine for ever — here he comes.
Enter Makmaduke.
Mar. These ten years she has moved her
lips ali day
And never speaks!
Osw.
Who is it ?
Mar.
I have seen her.
Osw. Oh ! the poor tenant of that ragged
homestead,
Her whom the Monster, Clifford, drove to
madness.
Mar. I met a peasant near the spot; he
told me,
20
These ten years she had sate ali day alone
Within those empty walls.
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Osw.
I too have seen her;
Chancing to pass this way some six months
gone,
At midnight, I betook me to the Churchyard:
The moou shone clear, the air was still, so
still
The trees were silent as the graves beneath
them.
Long did I watoh, and saw her pacing
round
Upon the self-same spot, still roímd and
round,
Her lips for ever moving.
Mar.
At her door
Kooted I stood; for, looking at the woman,
I thought I saw the skeleton of Idônea. 31
Osw. But the pretended Father
Mar.
Earthly law
Measures not crimes like his.
Osw.
We rank not, happily,
With those who take the spirit of their rule
From that soft class of devotees who feel
Keverenee for life so deeply, that they
spare
The verminous brood, and cherish what
they spare
While feeding on their bodies. Woiild that
Idônea
Were present, to the end that we might hear
What she can urge in his defence; she loves
him.
40
Mar. Yes, loves him; 'tis a truth that
multiplies
His guilt a thousand-fold.
Osw.
'T is most perplexing:
What must be done ?
Mar.
We will eonduct her hither;
These walls shall witness it —• from first to
last
He shall reveal himself.
Osw.
Happy are we,
Who live in these disputed traets, that own
No làw but what eaeh man makes for himself ;
Here justice has indeed a field of triumph.
Mar. Let us be gone and bring her
hither ; — here
The truth shall be laid open, his guilt
proved
50
Before her face. The rest be left to me.
Osw. You will be firm: but though we
well may trust
The issue to the justice of the cause,
Caution must not be flung aside ; remember,
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Yours is no common life. Self-stationed
here
Upon these savage confines, we have seen
you
Stand like an isthmus 'twixt two stormy
seas
That oft have checked their fury at your
bidding.
Mid the deep holds of Solway's mossy
waste,
Your single virtue has transformed a
Band
60
Of fierce barbarians into Ministers
Of peace and order. Aged men with tears
Have blessed their steps, the fatherless retire
For shelter to their banners. But it is,
As you must needs have deeply felt, it is
In darkness and in tempest that we seek
The majesty of Him who mies the world.
Benevolence, that has not heart to use
The wholesome ministry of pain and evil,
Becomes at last weak and contemptible. ^o
Your generous qualities have won due
praise,
But vigorous Spirits look for something
more
Than Youth's spontaneous products ; and
to-day
You will not disappoint them ; and hereaf ter
Mar. You are wasting words ; hear me
then, onee for ali:
You are a Man — and therefore, if compassion,
Which to our kind is natural as life,
Be known unto you, you will love this
Woman,
Even as I do ; but I should loathe the light,
If I eould think one weak or partial feeling
80
Osw. You wUl forgive me
Mar.
If I ever knew
My heart, could penetrate its inmost core,
'T is at this moment. — Oswald, I have
loved
To be the friend and father of the oppressed,
A comforter of sorrow ; — there is something
Which looks like a transition in my soul.
And yet it is not. — Let us lead him hither.
Osw. Stoop for a moment ; 't is an act of
justice ;
And where 's the triumph if the delegate
Must fali in the execution of his office ? 90
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The deed is done — if you will have it so —
Here where we stand — that tribe of vulgar wretches
(You saw them gathering for the festival)
Ilush in — the villains seize us
Mar.
Seize!
Osw.
Yes, they —
Men who are little given to sift and weigh —
Would wreak on us the passion of the moment.
Mar. The cloud wül soon disperse —
farewell — but stay,
Thou wilt relate the story.
Osw.
Am I neither
To bear a part in this Man's punishment,
Nor be its witness ?
Mar.
I had many hopes loo
That were most dear to me, and some will
bear
To be transferred to thee.
Osw.
When I 'm dishonoured !
Mar. I would preserve thee. How may
this be done ?
Osw. By showing that you look beyond
the instant.
A few leagues hence we shall have open
ground,
And nowhere upon earth is place so flt
To look upon the deed. Before we enter
The barren Moor, hangs from a beetling
rock
The shattered Castle in which Cliffiord oft
Has held infernal orgies — with the gloom,
And very superstition of the place,
m
Seasoning his wickedness. The Debauchee
Would there perhaps have gathered the
íirst fruits
Of this mock Father's guilt.
Enter Host conducting Herbert.
Host.
The Baron Herbert
Attends your pleasure.
Osw. (to Host).
We are ready —
(To Herbert) Sir !
I hope you are refreshed. — I have just
written
A notice for your Daughter, that she may
know
What is become of you. — You'11 sit down
and sign it;
'T will glad her heart to see her father's
signature.
[Gríues the letter he had written.
Her. Thanks for your care.
[Sits down and writes. Exit Host.
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Osw. (aside to Marmaduke). Perhaps it
would be useful
120
That you too should subseribe your name.
[Marmaduke overlooks Herbert — then
writes — examines the letter eagerly.
Mar. I cannot leave this paper.
[He puts it up, agitated.
Osw. (aside).
Dastard! Come.
[Marmaduke goes towards Herbert and
supports him — Marmaduke tremhlingly beckons Oswald to take his
place.
Mar. (as he quits Herbert). There is a
palsy in his limbs — he shakes.
lExeunt Oswald and Herbert — Marmaduke following.
ScENE changes to a Wood
A group of PUgrims, Idônea with them.
First Pil. A grove of darker and more
lofty shade
I never saw.
Second Pil. The music of the birds
Drops deadened from a roof so thiek with
leaves.
Old Pil. This news ! It made my heart
le^ up with joy.
Idon. 1 scarcely can believe it.
Old Pil.
Myself, I heard
The SherifE read, in open Court, a letter 129
Which purported it was the royal pleasure
The Baron Herbert, who, as was supposed,
Had taken refuge in this neighbourhood,
Should be forthwith restored. The hearing, Lady,
Filled my dim eyes with tears. — When I
returned
From Palestine, and brought with me a
heart,
Though rich in heavenly, poor in earthly,
comfort,
I met your Father, then a wandering Outcast:
He had a Guide, a Shepherd's boy ; but
grieved
He was that One so young should pass his
youth
In such sad service; and he parted with him.
We joined our tales of wretchedness together,
141
And begged our daily bread from door to
door.
I talk familiarly to you, sweet Lady !
For once you loved me.

ACT II

THE BORDERERS

Idon.
You shall baek with me
And see your Friend again. The good old
AÍan
Will be rejoiced to greet you.
Old Pil.
It seems but yesterday
That a flerce storm o'ertook us, worn with
travei,
In a deep wood remote from any town.
A cave that opened to the road presented
A friendly shelter, and we entered in. 150
Idon. And I was with you ?
Old Pil.
If indeed 't was you •—
But you were theu a tottering Little-one —
We sate us down. The sky grew dark and
darker :
I struck my flint, and built up a small fira
With rotten boughs and leaves, suoh as the
winds
Of many autumns in the cave had piled.
Meanwhile the storm fell heavy on the
woods ;
Our little fire sent forth a cheering warmth
And we were comforted, and talked of
comfort ;
But 'twas an angry night, and o'er our
heads
160
The thvmder rolled in peals that would
have made
A sleeping man uneasy in his bed.
O Lady, you have need to love your Father.
His voice — methinks I hear it now, his
voice
When,after a broad flash that fiUed the cave,
He said to me, that he had seen his Child,
A face (no cherub's face more beautiful)
Kevealed by lustre brought with it from
Heaven;
And it was you, dear Lady !
Idon.
God be praised,
That I have been his comforter till now ! 170
And will be so through every change of
fortime
And every sacrifice his peace requires. —
Let us be gone with speed, that he may hear
These joyful tidings from no lips but mine.
{^Exeunt Idônea and Pilgrims.
SCENE —The Area ofa half-ruined Castle
— on one side the entrance to a dungeon
OswALD md Marmadüke pacing hackwards and forwards.
Mar. 'T is a wild night.
Osw.
I 'd give my cloak and bonnet
For sight of a warm fire.
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Mar.
The wind blows keen;
My hands are numb.
Osw.
Ha! ha! 't is nipping cold.
^Blowing his Jingers.
I long for news of our brave Comrades;
Lacy
Would drive those Scottish Rovers to their
dens
If once they blew a horn this side the
Tweed.
180
Mar. I think I see a second range of
Towers;
This castle has another Area — come,
Let us examine it.
Osw.
'Tis a bitter night;
I hope Idônea is well housed. That horseman,
Who at full speed swept by us where the
wood
Roared in the tempest, was within an ace
Of sending to his grave our precious Charge:
That would have been a vile mischance.
Mar.
It would.
Osw. Justice had been most cruelly defrauded.
Mar. Most cruelly.
Osw.
As up the steep we clomb,
I saw a distant fire in the north-east; 191
I took it for the blaze of Cheviot Beacon:
With proper speed our quarters may be
gained
To-morrow evening.
[^Looks restlessly towards the mmith of the
dungeon.
Mar.
When, upon the plank,
I had led him 'cross the torrent, his voice
blessed me:
You could not hear, for the foam beat the
rocks
With deafening noise, — the benediction fell
Back on himself; but changed into a
curse.
Osw. As well indeed it might.
Mar.
And this you deem
The fittest place?
Osw. (aside). He is growing pitiful. 200
Mar. (listening"). What an odd moaning
that is! —
Osw.
Mighty odd
The wind should pipe a little, while we
stand
Cooling our heels in this way! —• 111 begin
And count the stars.
Mar. (still listening). That dog of his,
you are sure,
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Could not come after us — he must have
perished;
The torrent would have dashed an oak to
splinters.
You said you did not like his looks — that he
Would trouble us; if he were here again,
I swear the sight of him would quail me
more
Than twenty armies.
Osw.
How?
Mar.
The old blind Man,
When you had told him the mischance, was
troubled
211
Even to the shedding of some natural tears
Into the torrent over which he hmig,
Listening in vain.
Osw.
He has a tender heart!
[Oswald offers to go doton into the dungeon.
Mar. How now, what mean you?
Osw.
Truly, I was going
To waken our stray Baron. Were there not
A f arm or dwelling-house within flve leagues,
We should deserve to wear a eap and bells,
Three good round years, for playing the
fool here
In suoh a night as this.
Mar.
Stop, stop.
Osw.
Perhaps,
You'd better like we should deseend together,
221
And lie down by his side — what say you
to it?
Three of us — we should keep each other
warm:
I '11 answer for it that our four-legged friend
Shall not disturb us; further I '11 not engage;
Come, come, for manhood's sake!
Mar.
These drowsy shiverings,
This mortal stupor which is creeping over
me,
What do they mean? were this my single
body
Opposed to armies, not a nerve would tremble:
Why do I tremble now? — Is not the depth
Of this Man's crimes beyond the reach of
thought?
231
And yet, in plumbing the abyss for judgment,
Something I strike upon which tums my
mind
Baek on herself, I think, again — my breast
Concentres ali the terrors of the Universe:
I look at him and tremble like a child.
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Osw. Is it possible?
Mar.
One thing you noticed not:
Just as we left the glen a clap of thunder
Burst on the mountains with hell-rousing
force.
This is a time, said he, when guilt may
shudder;
240
But there 's a Providence for them who walk
In helplessness, when innocence is with
them.
At this audacious blasphemy, I thought
The spirit of vengeance seemed to ride the
air.
Osw. Why are you not the man you were
that moment?
[/?e draws Marmaduke io the dungeon.
Mar. You say he was asleep, — look at
this arm,
And tell me if 't is flt for such a work.
Oswald, Oswald!
[ieans upon Oswald.
Osw.
This is some sudden seizure !
Mar. A most strange faintness, — will
you himt me out
249
A draught of water?
Osw.
Nay, to see you thus
Moves me beyond my bearing. — I wUl try
To gain the torrenfs brink. [Exit Oswald.
Mar. {after a pause).
It seems an age
Since that Man left me. —No, I am not lost.
Her. (at the mouth of the dungeon"). Give
me your hand; where are you,
Friends? and tell me
How goes the night.
Mar.
'T is hard to measure time,
In such a weary night, and such a place.
Her. I do not hear the voice of my friend
Oswald.
Mar. A minute past, he went to fetch a
draught
Of water from the torrent. 'T is, you '11 say,
A cheerless beverage.
Her.
How good it was in you
To stay behind! — Hearing at first no answer,
261
I was alarmed.
Mar.
No wonder; this is a place
That well may put some fears into your
heart.
Her. Why so? a roofless rock had been
a comfort,
Storm-beaten and bewildered as we were;
And in a night like this, to lend your cloaks
To make a bed for me ! — My Girl will
weep
When she is told of it.
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Mar. Yes, yes.
Mar.
This Daughter of yours
Her. I wUl not murmur, merciful God !
Is very dear to you.
Her.
Oh! but you are young; I will not murmur; blasted as I have
been,
O ver your head twice twenty years must
roU)
270 Thou hast left me ears to hear my Daughter's voice.
With ali their natural weight of sorrow and
paín,
And arms to fold her to my heart. Submissively
Ere can be known to you how much a Fa^
Thee I adore, and find my rest in faith.
ther
May love his Child.
Enter Oswald.
Mar.
Thank you, old Man, for thisl
[Aside.
Osw. Herbert! — confusion ! (Aside.)
Here it is, my Friend,
Her. Falien am I, and worn out, a useless
Man;
{Presents the Horn.
A charming beverage for you to carouse,
Kindly have you protected me to-night.
And no return have I to make but prayers; This bitter night.
Her. Ha ! Oswald ! ten bright erosses
May you in age be blest with such a daughI would have given, not many minutes gone.
ter ! —
When from the Holy Land I had returned To have heard your voice.
Osw.
Your coueh, I fear, good Baron,
Sightless, and from my heritage was driven,
A wretched Outcast — but this strain of Has been but comfortless; and yet that
place,
310
thought
280
Would lead me to talk fondly.
When the tempestuous wind first drove us
hither,
Mar.
Do not fear;
Your words are preeious to my ears; go on. Felt warm as a wren's nest. You 'd better
Her. You v?ill forgive me, but my heart
turn
runs over.
And under covert rest tül break of day,
When my old Leader slipped into the flood Or till the storm abate.
And perished, what a piereing outery you
(To Marmadvike aside.) He has restored
Sent after him. I have loved you ever since.
you.
You start — where are we?
No doubt you have been nobly entertained ?
Mar.
Oh, there is no danger; But soft! — how came he forth ? The
The eold blast struck me.
Night-mare Conseienee
Her.
'T was a foolish question. Has driven him out of harbour ?
Mar. But when you were an Outcast ? —
Mar.
I believe
Heaven is just;
You have guessed right.
Your piety would not miss its due reward;
Her.
The trees renew their murmur:
The little Orphan then would be your suc- Come, let us house together.
cour,
291
[Oswald conducts him to the dungeon.
And do good service, though she knew it
Osw. (returns).
Had I not
not.
Esteemed you worthy to conduct the affalr
Her. I turned me from the dwellings of To its most fit conelusion, do you think 321
my Fathers,
I would so long have struggled with my
Where none but those who trampled on my
Nature,
rights
And smothered ali that 's man in me ? —
Seemed to remember me. To the wide
away! —
world
\Looking towards the dungeon,
I bore her, in my arms; her looks won This man 's the property of him who best
Can feel his crimes. I have resigned a
pity;
She was my Raven in the wildemess.
privilege;
And brought me food. Have I not cause to It now beeomes my duty to resume it.
love her ?
298
Mar. Touch not a flnger
Mar. Yes.
Osw.
What then must be done ?
Her. More than ever Parent loved a
Mar. Which way soe'er I turn, I am perChild ?
plexed.
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Osw. Now, on my life, I grieve for you.
The misery
Of doubt is insupportable. Pity, the facts
Did not admit of stronger evidence;
331
Twelve honest men, plain men, would set
us right;
Their verdict would abolish these weak
scruples.
Mar. Weak! I am weak — there does
my torment lie,
Feeding itself.
Osw.
Verily, wheii he said
How his old heart would leap to liear her
steps,
You thought his voice the eeho of Idonea's.
Mar. And never heard a sound so terrible.
Osw. Perchance you think so now ?
Mar.
I cannot do it:
Twice did I spring to grasp his withered
throat,
340
When such a sudden weakness fell upou
me,
I eould have dropped asleep upon his breast.
Osw. Justice — is there not thunder in
the word ?
Shall it be law to stab the petty robber
Who aims but at our purse; and shall this
Parricide —
Worse is he far, far worse (if foul dishonour
Be worse than death) to that conflding
Creature
Whom he to more than filial love and duty
Hath falsely trained — shall he fulfil his
purpose ?
349
But you are fallen.
Mar.
Fallen should I be indeed —
Murfer — perhaps asleep, blind, old, alone,
Betrayed, in darkness ! Here to strike the
blow —
Away ! away !
[^Flings away his sword.
Osw.
Nay, I have done with you:
We '11 lead him to the Convent. He shall
live.
And she shall love him. With unquestioned
title
He shall be seated in his Barony,
And we too chant the praise of his good
deeds.
I now pereeive we do mistake our masters.
And most despise the men who best ean
teach us;
Henceforth it shall be said that bad men
only
360
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Are brave: Clilford is brave; and that old
Man
Is brave.
[ Taking Marmaduke's sword and giving
it to him.
To Clüford's arms he would have led
His Victim — haply to this desolate house.
Mar. (advancing to the dungeon). It
must be ended ! —
Osw.
Softly; do not rouse him;
He will deny it to the last. He lies
Within the Vault, a spear's length to the
left.
[Marmaduke descendi to the dungeon.
(^Alone.) The Villains rose in mutiny to destroy me;
I eould have quelled the Cowards, but this
Stripling
Must needs step in, and save my life. The
look
With which he gave the boon — I see it
now!
370
The same that tempted me to loathe the
gift. —
For this old venerable Greybeard — faith
'T is his own fault if he hath got a face
Which doth play tricks with them that look
on it:
'T was this that put it in my thoughts — that
countenance —
His stafB — his figure — Murder ! — what,
of whom ?
We kill a wom-out horse, and who but
women
Sigh at the deed ? Hew down a withered
tree.
And none look grave but dotards. He may
live
To thank me for this service. Rainbow
arches,
380
Highways of dreaming passion, have too
long,
Young as he is, diverted wish and hope
From the unpretending ground we mortais
tread; —
Then shatter the delusion, break it up
And set him free. What follows ? I have
learned
That things will work to ends the slaves o'
the world
Do never dream of. I have been what he —
This Boy — when he comes forth with
bloody hands—
Might envy, and am now, — but he shall
know
íSq
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What I am now —
[Goes and listens at lhe dungeon.
Praying or parleying ? — tut!
Is he not eyeless ? He has been half-dead
These flfteen years
Enter female Beggar with two or three of Tter
Companions.
(Turning abrupüy.) Ha! speak — what
Thing art thou ?
(Recognizes her.) Heavens ! my good
Friend!
\_Toher.
Beg.
Forgive me, gracious Sir ! —
Osw. (to her companions). Begone, ye
Slaves, or I will raise a whirlwind
And send ye dancing to the clouds, like
leaves.
[They retire affrighted.
Beg. Indeed we meant no harm; we
lodge sometimes
In this deserted Castle — / repent me.
[Oswald goes to the dungeon — listens —
returns to the Beggar.
Osw. Woman, thou hast a helpless Infant
— keep
Thy secret for its sake, or verily
That wretched life of thine shall be the
forfeit.
400
Beg. I do repent me, Sir; I fear the curse
Of that bliud Man. 'T was not your money,
sir
Osw. Begone !
Beg. {going). There is some wicked deed
in hand:
\_Aside.
Would I could find the old Man and his
Daughter.
\Exit Beggar.
Marmaduke (re-enters from the dungeon').
Osw. It is ali over then; — your foolish
fears
Are hushed to sleep, by your own aet and
deed,
Made quiet as he is.
Mar.
Why came you down ?
And when I felt your hand upon my arm
And spake to you, why did you give no
answer ?
Feared you to waken him ? he must have
been
410
In a deep sleep. I whispered to him thrice.
There are the strangest eehoes in that
place !
Osw. Tut! let them gabble till the day
of doom.
Mar. Scarcely, by groping, had I reached
the Spot,
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When roímd my wrist I felt a cord drawn
tight,
As if the blind Man's dog were puUing at
it.
Osw. But after that ?
Mar.
The features of Idônea
Lurked in his face
Osw.
Psha ! Never to these eyes
WUl retribution show itself again
419
With aspect so inviting. Why forbid me
To share your triumph ?
Mar.
Yes, her very look,
Smiling in sleep
Osw.
A pretty feat of Fancy !
Mar. Though but a glimpse, it sent me
to my prayers.
Osw. Is he alive ?
Mar.
What mean you ? who alive ?
Osw. Herbert! since you will have it,
Baron Herbert;
He who will gain his Seignory when Idônea
Hath become ClilIord's harlot — is he living ?
Mar. The old Man in that dungeon is
alive.
Osw. Henceforth, then, wül I never in
camp or field
Obey you more. Your weakness, to the
Band
430
Shall be proclaimed: brave Meu, they ali
shall hear it.
You a protector of humanity !
Avenger you of outraged innocence !
Mar. 'T was dark — dark as the grave;
yet did I see,
Saw him ■— his face turned toward me; and
I tell thee
Idonea's filial countenance was there
To baffle me — it put me to my prayers.
Upwards I cast my eyes, and, through a
creviee,
Beheld a star twinkling above my head.
And, by the living God, I could not do
it.
exhausted.
Osw. (to himself). Now may I perish if
this tum do more
441
Than make me change my course.
(T'» Marmaduke.)
Dear Marmaduke,
My words were rashly spoken; I recall
them:
I feel my error; shedding human blood
Is a most serious thing.
Mar.
Not I alone,
Thou too art deep in guilt.
Osw.
We have indeed

5°

THE BORDERERS

Been most presumptuous. There is guilt in
this,
Else could so strong a mind have ever
known
These trepidations ? Plain it is that Heaven
Has marked out this foul Wretch as one
whose crimes
450
Must never come before a mortal judgmentseat,
Or be chastised by mortal instrmnents.
Mar. A thought that 's worth a thousand
worlds ! [(?oes towards the dungeon.
Osw.
I grieve
That, in my zeal, I have eaused you so much
pain.
Mar. Think not of that! 't is over — we
are safe.
Osw. (as if to himself, yet speaking aloud).
The truth is hideous, but how stifle
it? [Tumira^r ío Marmaduke.
Give me your sword — nay, here are stones
and fragments,
The least of which would beat out a man's
brains;
Or you might drive your head against that
wall.
459
No ! this is not the place to hear the tale:
It should be told you pinioned in your bed,
Or on some vast and solitary plain,
Blown to you from a trumpet.
Mar.
Why talk thus ?
Whate'er the monster brooding in your
breast
I care not: fear I have none, and carniot
fear
[The sound of a honi is heard.
That horn again — 'Tis some one of our
Troop;
What do they here ? Listen !
Osw.
What! dogged like thieves !
Enter Wallace and Lacy, etc.
Lacy. You are found at last, thanks to
the vagrant Troop
For not misleading us.
Osw. Qooking at Wallace). That subtle
Greybeard —
I 'd rather see my father's ghost.
470
Lacy (to Marmaduke).
My Captain,
We come by order of the Band. Belike
You have not heard that Henry has at
last
Dissolved the Barons' League, and sent
abroad
His SheriUs with fit force to reinstate

ACT II

The genuine owners of such Lands and
Baronies
As, in these long commotions, have been
seized.
His Power is this way tending. It befits us
To stand upon our guard, and with our
swords
Defend the innocent.
Mar.
Lacy ! we look
But at the surfaces of things; we hear 480
Of towns in flames, fields ravaged, young
and old
Driven out in troops to want and nakedness;
Then grasp our swords and rush upon a cure
Thatflatters us, because it asks not thought:
The deeper malady is better hid;
The world is poisoned at the heart.
Lacy.
What mean you ?
Wal. (whose eye has beenJixed suspiciously
upon Oswald). Ay, what is it you
mean ?
Mar.
Hark'e, my Friends; —
\_Appearing gay.
Were there a Man who, being weak and
helpless
And most forlom, should bribe a Mother,
pressed
By penury, to yield him up her Daughter,
A little Infant, and instruct the Babe, 491
Prattling upon his knee, to call him
Father
Lacy. Why, if his heart be tender, that
ofBence
I could forgive him.
Mar. (qoinq on). And should he make
the Child
An instrument of falsehood, should he teach
her
To stretch her arms, and dim the gladsome
light
Of infant playfulness with piteous looks
Of misery that was not
Lacy.
Troth, 't is hard —
But in a world like ours
Mar. (changing his tone). This selfsame
Man —
Even whUe he printed kisses on the cheek
Of this poor Babe, and taught its innocent
tongue
501
To lisp the name of Father — could he look
To the unnatural harvest of that time
When he should give her up, a Woman
grown,
To him who bid the highest in the market
Of foul pollution
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Lacy.
The whole visible world
Contains not such a Monster !
Mar.
For this purpose
Should he resolve to taint her Soul by
means
Whieh bathe the limbs in sweat to think of
them;
Should he, by tales which would draw tears
from iron,
510
Work on her nature, and so turn compassion
And gratitude to ministers of vice,
And make the spotless spirit of filial love
Prime mover in a plot to damn bis Victim
Both soul and body
Wal.
'T is too borrible;
Oswald, what say you to it ?
Lacy.
Hew him down,
And fling him to the ravens.
Mar.
But his aspect
It is so meek, his countenanee so venerable.
Wal. {with an appearance of mistrust).
But how, what say you, Oswald ?
Lacy (at the same moment). Stab him,
were it
Before the Altar.
Mar.
What, if he were sick,
Tottering upon the very verge of life, 521
And old, and blind
Lacy.
Blind, say you ?
Osw. (coming forward).
Are we Men,
Or own we b^y Spirits ? Genuine courage
Is not an accidental quality,
A thing dependent for its casual birth
On opposition and impediment.
Wisdom, it Justice speak the word, beats
down
The gianfs strength; and, at the voice of
Justice,
Spares not the worm. The giant and the
worm —
She weighs them in one scale. The wiles
of woman,
530
And cratt of age, seducing reason, first
Made weakness a protection, and obscured
The moral shapes of things. His tender
cries
And helpless innocence — do they protect
The infant lamb ? and shall the infirmities,
Which have enabled this enormous Culprit
To perpetrate his crimes, serve as a Sanctuary
To cover him from pmiishment ? Shame !
— Justice,
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Admitting no resistance, bends alike
The feeble and the strong. She needs not
here
540
Her bonds and chains, which make the
mighty feeble.
— We recognize in this old Man a victim
Prepared already for the saeriflee.
Lacy. By heaven, his words are reason !
Osw.
Yes, my Friends,
His countenanee is meek and venerable;
And, by the Mass, to see him at his
prayers!—
I am of flesh and blood, and may I perish
When my heart does not ache to think of
it! —
Poor Victim ! not a virtue under heaven
But what was made an engine to ensnare
thee;
550
But yet I trust, Idônea, thou art safe.
Lacy. Idônea !
Wcd.
How ! what ? your Idônea ?
(To Marmaduke.)
Mar.
Mine!
But now no longer mine. You know Lord
Clifford;
He is the Man to whom the Maiden —
pure
As beautiful, and gentle and benign,
And in her ample heart loving even me —
Was to be yielded up.
Lacy.
Now, by the head
Of my own chUd, this Man must die; my
hand,
A worthier wauting, shall itself entwine
In his grey hairs ! •—
Mar. (to Lacy). I love the Father in
thee.
560
You know me, Friends; I have a heart to
feel.
And I have felt, more than perhaps becomes
me
Or duty sanctions.
Lacy.
We will have ample justice.
Who are we, Friends ? Do we not live on
ground
Where Souls are self-defended, free to
grow
Like mountain oaks rocked by the stormy
wind.
Mark the Almighty Wisdom, which decreed
This monstrous crime to be laid open —
here,
Where Reason has an eye that she can use.
And Men alone are Umpires. To the
Camp
570
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He shall be led, and there, the Country
round
Ali gathered to the spot, iii open day
Shall Nature be avenged.
Osw.
'T is nobly thought;
His death will be a monumeut for ages.
Mar. (to Lacy). I thank you for that
hint. He shall be brought
Before the Camp, and would that best and
wisest
Of every country might be present. There,
His crime shall be proclaúned; and for the
rest
It shall be done as Wisdom shall decide:
Meanwhile, do you two hasten back and
see
580
That ali is well prepared.
Wal.
We will obey you.
(Aside.) But softly ! we must look a little
nearer.
Mar. Tell where you found us. At some
future time
I wUl explain the cause.
[_Exeunt.
ACT III
SCENE— TAe Door of the Hostel
A group of Pilgrims as hefore ; Idônea and
the Host among them.
Host. Lady, you '11 find your Father at the
Convent
As I have told you: He left us yesterday
With two Companions; one of them, as
seemed,
His most familiar Friend. (Going.') There
was a letter
Of which I heard them speak, but that I
fancy
Has been forgotten.
Idon. (to Host). Farewell!
Host.
Gentle pilgrims,
St. Cuthbert speed you on your holy errand.
l^Exeunt Idônea and Pilgrims.
SCENE — A desolate Moor
OswALD (alonè).
Osw. Carry him to the Camp ! Yes, to
the Camp.
Oh, Wisdom ! a most wise resolve ! and
then,
That half a word should blow it to the
winds!
10

ACT III

This last device must end my work. — Methinks
It were a pleasant pastime to construct
A scale and table of belief — as thus —
Two columns, one for passion, one for
proof;
Each rises as the other falls: and flrst,
Passion a unit and against us — proof —
Nay, we must travei in another path,
Or we're stuck fast for ever; — passion,
then,
Shall be a unit for us; proof — no, passion !
We '11 not insult thy majesty by time, 20
Person, and place — the where, the when,
the how.
And ali particulars that dull brains require
To constitute the spiritless shape of Fact,
They bow to, calling the idol, Demonstration.
A whipping to the Moralists who preach
That misery is a sacred thing: for me,
I know no cheaper engine to degrade a
man,
Nor any half so sure. This Stripling's
mind
Is shaken till the dregs float on the surface;
And, in the storm and anguish of the heart,
He talks of a transition in his Soul,
31
And dreams that he is happy. We dissect
The senscless body, and why not the
mind ? —
These are strange sights — the mind of man,
upturned,
Is m ali natures a strange spectacle;
In some a hideous one — hem ! shall I
stop ?
No. — Thoughts and feelings will sink deep,
but then
They have no substance. Pass but a few
minutes,
And something shall be done which Memory
May touch, whene'er her Vassals are at
work.
40
Enter Makmaduke,/rom hehind.
Osw. (turning to meet him). But listen,
for my peace
Mar.
Why, I believe you.
Osw. But hear the proofs
Mar.
Ay, prove that when two peas
Lie snugly in a pod, the pod must then
Be larger than the peas — prove this —
t were matter
Worthy the hearing. Fool was I to dream
It ever could be otherwise !
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Osw.
Last night
When I retumed with water from the brook,
I overheard the Villains — every word
Like red-hot iron burnt into my heart.
Said one, " It is agreed on. The blind
Man
50
Shall feign a sudden illness, and the Girl,
Who on her journey must proceed alone,
Under pretence of violenoe, be seized.
She is," continued the detested Slave,
" She is right wüling — strange if she were
not ! —
They say, Lord Clifford is a savage man;
But, faith, to see him in his silken tunic,
Fitting his low voice to the minstrers harp,
There 's witchery in 't. I never knew a
maid
That could withstand it. True," continued
he,
60
" When we arranged the affair, she wept a
little
(Not the less welcome to my Lord for that)
And said, ' My Father he will have it so.' "
Mar. I am your hearer.
Osw.
This I caught, and more
That may not be retold to any ear.
The obstinate bolt of a small iron door
Detained them near the gateway of the
Castle.
By a dim lantern's light I saw that wreaths
Of flowers were in their hands, as if designed
For festive decoration; and they said, 70
With brutal laughter and most foul allusion,
That they should share the banqnet with
their Lord
And his new Favourite.
Mar.
Misery ! —
Osw.
I knew
How you would be disturbed by this dire
news.
And therefore chose this solitary Moor,
Here to impart the tale, of which, last
night,
I strove to ease my mind, when our two
Comrades,
Commissioned by the Band, bnrst in upon
us.
Mar. Last night, when moved to lift the
avenging steel,
I did believe ali things were shadows —
yea,
80
Living or dead ali things were bodiless,
Or but the mutual mockeries of body,
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Till that same star summoned me back
again.
Now I could laugh tül my ribs ached. Oh
Fool!
To let a creed, built in the heart of things.
Dissolve before a twinkling atom ! — Oswald,
I could fetch lessons out of wiser schools
Than you have entered, were it worth the
pains.
Young as I am, I might go forth a teacher.
And you should see how deeply I could
reason
90
Of love in ali its shapes, beginnings, ends;
Of moral qualities in their diverse aspeots;
Of actions, and their laws and tendencies.
Osw. You take it as it merits
Mar.
One a King,
General or Cham, Sultan or Emperor,
Strews twenty acres of good meadowground
With carcases, in lineament and shape
And substance nothing dütering from his
own,
But that they cannot stand up of themselvQs;
Another sits i' th' sun, and by the hour 100
Floats kingcups in the brook — a Hero one
We call, and scom the other as Time's
spendthrift;
But have they not a world of common
ground
To occupy — both fools, or wise alike,
Each in his way ?
Osw.
Troth, I begin to think so.
Mar. Now for the comer-stone of my
philosophy:
I would not give a denier for the man
Who, on such provocation as tliis earth
Yields, could not chuck his babe beneath
the chin,
And send it with a fillip to its grave
IIO
Osw. Nay, you leave me behind.
Mar.
That such a One,
So pious in demeanour ! in his look
So saintly and so pure !
Hark'e, my
Friend,
I '11 plant myself before Lord Cli£Eord's
Castle,
A surly mastiff kennels at the gate,
And he shall howl and I will laugh, a medley
Most tunable.
Osw.
In faith, a pleasant scheme;
But take your sword along with you, for that
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Might iu such neighbourhood ftnd seemly
use. —
But first, how wash our hands of this old
?
I20
Mar. Oh yes, that mole, that viper in
the path;
Plague on my memory, him I had forgotten.
Osw. You know we left him sitting —
see him yonder.
Mar. Ha ! ha ! —
Osw. As 't will be but a momenfs work,
I will stroll on; you follow when 't is done.
[Exeunt.
ScENE changes to another part of the
Moor ai a short distance
Herbert is discovered seated on a stone.
Her. A sound of laughter, too ! — 't is
well — I feared,
The Stranger had some pitiable sorrow
Pressing upon his solitary heart.
Hush ! — 't is the feeble and earth-loving
wind
That creeps along the bells of the crisp
heather.
.
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Alas ! 't is cold — I shiver in the sunshine —
What can this mean ? There is a psalm
that speaks
Of God's parental mercies — with Idônea
I used to sing it. — Listen ! — what foot is
there ?
Enter Marmaduke.
Mar. (aside — ZooHng'aí Herbert). And
I have loved this Man ! and she hath
loved him !
And I loved her, and she loves the Lord
Cliíford !
And there it ends; — if this be not enough
To make mankind merry for evermore,
Then plain it is as day, that eyes were made
For a wise purpose — verily to weep with !
[Looking round.
A pretty prospeet this, a masterpiece 141
Of Nature, finished with most curious skill!
{To Herbert.) Good Baron, have you ever
practised tillage ?
Pray tell me what this land is worth by the
acre ?
Her. How glad I am to hear your voice !
I know not
Wherein I have offended you; — last night
I found in you the kindest of Protectors;
This morning, when I spoke of weariness.
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You from my shoulder took my scrip and
threw it
About your own; but for these two hours
past
150
Once only have you spoken, when the lark
Whirred from among the fern beneath our
feet,
And I, no coward in my better days,
Was almost terrifled.
Mar.
That 's excellent! —
So, you bethought you of the many ways
In which a man may come to his end,
whose crimes
Have roused ali Nature up against him —
pshaw ! —
Her. For mercy's sake, is nobody in
sight ?
No traveller, peasant, herdsman?
Mar.
Not a soul;
Here is a tree, raggèd, and bent, and
bare,
160
That turns its goafs-beard flakes of peagreen moss
From the stern breathing of the rough seawind;
This have we, but no other company:
Commend me to the plaee. If a man
should die
And leave his body here, it were ali oue
As he were twenty fathoms underground.
Her. Where is our common Friend ?
Mar.
A ghost, methinks —
The Spirit of a murdered man, for instance —
Might have fine room to ramble about here,
A grand domain to squeak and gibber
in.
170
Her. Lost Man ! if thou have any closepent guilt
Pressing upon thy heart, and this the hour
Of visitation
Mar.
A bold word from you !
Her. Restore him, Heaven !
Mar.
The desperate Wretch ! — A
Flower,
Fairest of ali flowers, was she once, but
now
They have snapped her from the stem —
Poh ! let her lie
Besoiled with mire, and let the houseless
snail
Feed on her leaves. You knew her well —
ay, there,
178
Old Man ! you were a very Lynx, you knew
The worm was in her
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Her.
Mercy ! Sir, what mean yon ?
Mar. You have a Daughter !
Her.
Oh that she were here ! —
She hath an eye that sinks into ali hearts,
And if I have in aught ofEended you,
Soon would her gentle voioe make pesu:e
between us.
Mar. (aside^. I do believe he weeps —
I coiild weep too —
There is a vein of her voice that runs
through his:
Even suoh a Man my fancy bodied forth
From the first moment that I loved the
Maid;
And for his sake I loved her more: these
tears —
I did not think that aught was left in me 190
Of what I have been — yes, I thank thee,
Heaven!
One happy thought has passed across my
mind.
— It may not be — I am cut oíf from man;
No more shall I be man — no more shall I
Have human feelings ! — (To Herbert) —
Now, for a little more
About your Daughter!
Her.
Troops of armed men,
Met in the roads, would bless us; little children,
Rushing along in the full tide of play,
Stood silent as we passed them ! I have
heard
The boisterous carman, in the miry road,
Cheek his loud whip and hail us with mild
voice,
201
And speak with milder voioe to his poor
beasts.
Mar. And whither were you going ?
Her.
Leam, young Man,
To fear the virtuous, and reverence misery,
Whether too mueh for patience, or, like
mine,
Softened till it becomes a gift of mercy.
Alar. Now, this is as it should be !
Her.
I am weak ! —
My Daughter does not know how weak I
am;
And, as thou see'st, under the arch of
heaven
Here do I stand, alone, to helplessness, 210
By the good God, our common Father,
doomed! —
But I had once a spirit and an arm
Mar. Now, for a word about your
Barony:
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I fancy when you left the Holy Land,
And came to — what 's your title — eh ?
your claims
Were undisputed!
Her.
Like a mendicant,
Whom no one comes to meet, I stood
alone; —
I murmured — but, remembering Him who
feeds
The pelican and ostrich of the desert,
From my own threshold I looked up to
Heaven
220
And did not want glimmerings of quiet
hope.
So, from the court I passed, and down the
brook,
Led by its murmur, to the ancient oak
I came; and when I felt its cooling shade,
I sate me down, and cannot but believe —
While in my lap I held my little Babe
And clasped her to my heart, my heart that
ached
More with delight than grief — I heard a
voice
Such as by Cherith on Elijah called;
It said, " I wUl be with thee." A little
boy,
230
A shepherd-lad, ere yet my trance was
gone,
Hailed us as if he had been sent from
heaven,
And said, with tears, that he would be our
guide:
I had a better guide — that innocent
Babe—•
Her, who hath saved me, to this hour, from
harm,
From cold, from hunger, penury, and
death;
To whom I owe the best of ali the good
I have, or wish for, upon earth — and more
And higher far than lies within earth's
bounds:
Therefore I bless her: when I think of
Man,
240
I bless her with sad spirit, — when of God,
I bless her in the fulness of my joy !
Mar. The name of daughter in his
mouth, he prays !
With nerves so steady, that the very flies
Sit unmolested on his staff. •— Innocent ! —
If he were innocent — then he would
tremble
And be disturbed, as I am. ( Tuming aside.)
I have read
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In Story, what men now alive have witnessed,
How, when the People's mind was racked
with doubt,
Appeal was made to the great Judge: the
Accused
250
With naked feet walked over burning
ploughshares.
Here is a Man by Nature's hand prepared
For a like trial, but more merciful.
Why else have I been led to this bleak
Waste ?
Bare is it, without house or track, and
destitute
Of obvious shelter, as a shipless sea.
Here wül I leave him — here — All-seeing
God!
Such as he is, and sore perplexed as I am,
I will commit him to this íinal Ordeal! —
He heard a voiee — a shepherd-lad came to
him
260
And was his guide; if once, why not again,
And in this desert ? If never — then the
whole
Of what he says, and looks, and does, and
is,
Makes up one damning falsehood. Leave
him here
To cold and hunger ! — Pain is of the heart.
And what are a few throes of bodily sufEering
If they can waken one pang of remorse ?
[Goes up to Herbert.
Old Man! my wrath is as a flame bumt
out,
It eannot be rekindled. Thou art here
Led by my hand to save thee from perdition;
270
Thou wilt have time to breathe and
think
Her.
Oh, Mercy !
Mar. I know the need that ali men have
of mercy.
And therefore leave thee to a righteous
judgment.
Her. My Child, my blessèd Child !
Mar.
No more of that;
Thou wilt have many guides if thou art
innocent;
Yea, from the utmost comers of the earth,
That Woman will come o'er this Waste to
save thee.
[He pauses and looks at Herberfs staff.
Ha ! what is here ? and oarved by her own
hand !
l_Reads upon the staff.
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" I am eyes to the blind, saith the Lord.
He that puts his trust in me shall not
fail!"
280
Yes, be it so; — repent and be forgiven —
God and that staff are now thy only guides.
l^He leaves Herbert on the Moer.
SCENE — An eminence, a Beacon on the
summii
Lacy, W^allace, Lennox, etc. etc.
Several of the Band (j:onfusedly). But
patience !
One of the Band. Curses on that Traitor,
Oswald ! —
Our Captaiu made a prey to foul device ! —
Len. (to Wal.). His tool, the wandering
Beggar, made last night
A plain confession, such as leaves no doubt,
Knowing what otherwise we know too well,
That she revealed the truth. Stand by me
now;
For rather would I have a nest of vipers
Between my breast-plate and my skin, than
make
290
Oswald my special enemy, if you
Deny me your support.
Lacy.
We have been fooled —
But for the motive ?
Wal.
Natures such as his
Spin motives out of their own bowels, Lacy !
I learned this when I was a Confessor.
I know him well; there needs no other
motive
Than that most strange incontinence in
crime
W^hich haunts this Oswald. Power is ILfe
to him
And breath and being; where he eannot
govem,
1
He wUl destroy.
Lacy.
To have been trapped like
moles ! —
300
Yes, you are right, we need not hunt for
motives:
There is no crime from which this man
would shrink;
He recks not himian law; and I have
noticed
That often when the name of God is
uttered,
A sudden blankness overspreads his face.
Len. Yet, reasoner as he is, his pride has
built
Some uneouth superstition of its own.
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Wal. I have seen traces of it.
Len.
Once he headed
A band of Pirates in the Norway seas;
And when the King of Denmark sammoned
him
310
To the oath of fealty, I well remember,
'Twas a strange answer that he made; he
said,
" I hold of Spirits, and the Sun in heaven."
Lacy. He is no madman.
Wal.
A most subtle doctor
Were that man, who could draw the line
that parts
Pride and her daughter, Cruelty, from
Madness,
That should be sconrged, not pitied. Restless Minds,
Sueh Minds as find amid their fellow-men
No heart that loves them, none that they
can love,
Will tum perforce and seek for sympathy
In dim relation to imagined Beiiigs.
321
One of the Band. What if he mean to
ofBer up our Captaiii
An expiation and a sacrifice
To those infernal flends !
Wal.
Now, if the event
Should be as Lennox has foretold, then
swear,
My Friends, bis heart shall have as many
wounds
As there are daggers here.
Lacy.
What need of swearing !
One of the Band. Let us away!
Another.
Away !
A ihird.
Hark! how the horns
Of those Scotch Rovers echo through the
vale.
Lacy. Stay you behind; and when the sun
is down,
330
Light up this beacon.
One of the Band. You shall be obeyed.
[ They go out together.
SCENE — The Wood on the edge of the
Moor
Marmaduke (almé).
Mar. Deep, deep and vast, vast beyond
human thought,
Yet calm. — I could believe, that there was
here
The only quiet heart on earth. In terror,
Remembered terror, there is peace and
rest.
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Enter Oswald.
Osw. Ha! my dear Captain.
Mar.
A later meeting, Oswald,
Would have been better timed.
Osw.
Alone, I see;
You have done your duty. I had hopes,
which now
I feel that you will justify.
Mar.
I had fears,
From which I have freed myself — but 't is
my wish
340
To be alone, and therefore we must part.
Osw. Nay, then — I am mistaken.
There 's a weakness
About you still; you talk of solitude —
I am your friend.
Mar.
What need of this assurance
At any time ? and why given now ?
Osw.
Because
You are now in truth my Master; you have
taught me
What there is not another living man
Had strength to teach; — and therefore
gratitude
Is bold, and would relieve itself by praise.
Mar. Wherefore press this on me ?
Osw.
Because I feel
That you have shown, and by a signal instance,
351
How they who would be juat must seek the
rule
By diving for it into their own bosoms.
To-day you have tlirown ofp a tyranny
That lives but in the torpid acquiescence
Of our emasculated souls, the tyranny
Of the world's masters, with the musty rules
By which they uphold their craft from age
to age:
You have obeyed the only law that sense
Submits to recognise; the immediate law, 360
From the clear light of circumstances, ilashed
Upon an independent Intellect.
Hencef orth ne w prospects open on y our path;
Yovu-faculties should grow with the demand;
I stül will be your friend, will cleave to you
Through good and evil, obloquy and scorn,
Oft as they dare to follow on your steps.
Mar. I would be left alone.
Osw. (exultingly). I know your motives !
I am not of the world's presumptuous judges,
Who damn where they can neither see nor
feel,
370
With a hard-hearted ignorance; your struggles
I witnessed, and now hail your victory.
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Mar. Spare me awhile that greetiiig.
Osw.
It may be,
That some there are, squeamish half-thinking oowards,
Who will tum pale upon you, call you murderer,
And you will walk iii solitude among them.
A mighty evil for a strong-built mind ! —
Join twenty tapers of unequal height
And light them joined, and you will see the
less
How 't will burn down the taller; and they
ali
380
Shall prey upon the tallest. Solitude ! —
The Eagle lives in Solitude.
Mar.
Even so,
The Sparrow so on the housetop, and I,
The weakest of God's creatures, stand resolved
To abide the issue of my act, alone.
Osw. Nem would you ? and for ever ? —
My young Friend,
As time advanoes either we become
The prey or masters of our own past deeds.
Fellowship we must have, willing or no;
And if good Angels fail, slack in their duty,
Substitutes, turn our faces where we may,
Are still forthcoming; some which, though
they bear
392
111 names, can render no ill services,
In recompense for what themselves required.
So meet extremes in this mysterious world,
And opposites thus melt into each other.
Mar. Time, since Man first drew breath,
has never moved
With such a weight upon his wings as now;
But they will soou be lightened.
Osw.
Ay, look up —
Cast round you your mind's eye, and you
will learn
400
Fortitude is the child of Enterprise:
Great actions move our admiration, chiefly
Because they carry in themselves an earnest
That we can sufEer greatly.
Mar.
Very true.
Osw. Aotion is transitory—a step, a blow,
The motion of a muscle—this way or that —
'T is done, and in the after-vacancy
We wonder at ourselves like men betrayed:
SulEering is permanent, obsciffe and dark.
And shares the natiu^e of infinity.
410
Mar. Truth — and I feel it.
Osw.
What! if you had bid
Eterna! farewell to immingled joy

ACT III

And the light dancing of the thoughtless
heart;
It is the toy of fools, and little fit
For such a world as this. The wise abjure
Ali thoughts whose idle composition lives
In the entire forgetfulness of pain.
— I see I have disturbed you.
Mar.
By no means.
Osw. Compassion ! — pity ! — pride can
do without them;
And what if you should never know them
more! —
420
He is a puny soul who, feeling pain,
Finds ease because another feels it too.
If e'er I open out this heart of mine
It shall be for a nobler end — to teach
And not to purchase puling sympathy.
— Nay, you are pale.
Mar.
It may be so.
Osw.
Remorse —
It cannot live with thought; think on, think
on.
And it will die. What! in this universe,
Where the least things control the greatest,
where
The faintest breath that breathes can move
a world;
430
What! feel remorse, where, if a cat had
sneezed,
A leaf had fallen, the thing had never been
Whose very shadow gnaws us to the vitais.
Mar. Now, whither are you wandering?
That a man
So used to suit his language to the time,
Should thus sowidely differ from himselii—
It is most strange.
Osw. Murder ! — what 's in the word ! —
I have no cases by me ready made
To fit ali deeds. Carry him to the Camp! —
A shallow project; — you of late have seen
More deeply, taught us that the institutes
Of Nature, by a cunning usurpation
442
Banished from hmnan intercourse, exist
Only in our relations to the brutes
That make the fields their dwelling. If a
snake
Crawl from beneath our feet we do not
ask
Alicense to destroyhim: our good govemors
Hedge in the life of every pest and plague
That bears the shape of man; and for what
purpose,
But to protect themselves from extirpation ? —
450
This flimsy barrier you have overleaped.
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Mar. My. Office is fulfllled — the Man is
now
Delivered to the Judge of ali things.
Osw.
Dead!
Mar. I have borne my burthen to its
destined end.
Osw. This instant we '11 retiirn to our
companions —
Oh how I long to see their faces again !
Enter Idônea, with Pilgrims who continue
their joumey.
Idon. (a/ter some time). What, Marmadute! now thou art mine for ever.
And Oswald, too ! (To Marmaduke.) On
will we to my Father
With the glad tidings which this day hath
broiight;
459
We '11 go together, and, such proof received
Of his own rights restored, his gratitude
To God above wül make him feel for ours.
Osw. I interrupt you ?
Idon.
Think not so.
Mar.
Idônea,
That I should ever live to see this moment!
Idon. Forgive me. — Oswald knows it ali
— he knows,
Eaeh word of that imhappy letter fell
As a blood drop from my heart.
Osw.
'T was even so.
Mar. I have much to say, but for whose
ear ? — not thine.
Idon. 111 can I bear that look — Plead
for me, Oswald!
You are my Father's Friend.
(To Marmaduke.)
Alas, you know not.
And never can you know, how much he
loved me.
471
Twice had he been to me a father, twice
Had given me breath, and was I not to be
His daughter, once his daughter ? could I
withstand
His pleading face, and feel his clasping
arms,
And hear his prayer that I would not forsake him
In his old age
[Hides her face.
Mar.
Patience — Heaven grant me
patience ! —
She weeps, she weeps — my brain shall bum
for hours
Ere I can shed a tear.
Idon.
I was a woman;
And, balancing the hopes that are the dearest
480
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To womankind with duty to my Father,
I yielded up those precious hopes, which
nought
On earth could else have wrestedfrom me;
— if erring,
Oh let me be forgiven !
Mar.
I do forgive thee.
Idon. But take me to your arms — this
breast, alas !
It throbs, and you have a heart that does
not feel it.
Mar. (exultingly'). She is innoeent.
\IIe emhraces her.
Osw. (aside).
Were I a Moralist,
I should make wondrous revolution here;
It were a quaint experiment to show
489
The beauty of truth— [^Addressing them.
I see I interrupt you;
I shall have business with you, Marmaduke;
Follow me to the Hostel.
\_Exit Oswald.
Idon.
Marmaduke,
This is a happy day. My Father soon
Shall sun himself before his native doors;
The lame, the hungry, wül be welcome
there.
No more shall he complain of wasted
strength,
Of thoughts that fail, and a decaying heart;
His good works will be balm and life to him.
Mar. This is most strange ! — I know
not what it was,
But there was something which most plainly
said,
500
That thou wert imiocent.
Idon.
How innoeent ! —
Oh heavens ! you 've been deceived.
Mar.
Thou art a Woman,
To bring perdition on the universe.
Idon. Already I 've been punished to the
height
Of my ofifence.
[^Smüing affectionately.
I see you love me still,
The labours of my hand are still your
joy;
Bethmk you of the hour when on your
shoulder
I hung this belt.
[Pointing to the belt on which was suspended
Herberfs scrip.
Mar. Merey of Heaven !
[Sinfo.
Idon.
What ails you ! \I)istractedly.
Mar. The scrip that held his food, and I
forgot
To give it back again !
Idon.
What mean your words 1
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Mar. I know not what I said — ali may
be well.
511
Idon. That smile hath life in it!
Mar.
This road is perilous;
I will attend you to a Hut that stands
Near the wood's edge — rest there to-night,
I pray you:
For me, I have business, as you heard, with
Oswald,
But will retum to you by break of day.
[Exeunt.
ACT IV
SCENE — A desolateprospect— a ridge of
rocks — a Chapei on the summit of one
— Moon behind the rocks — night
stormy — irregtilar sound of a Bell
Herbert enters exhausted.
Her. That Chapel-bell in mercy seemed
to guide me,
But now it mocks my steps; its fitful stroke
Can scarcely be the work of human hands.
Hear me, ye Men, upon the cliffs, if such
There be who pray nightly before the Altar.
Oh that I had but strength to reach the
place !
My Child — my child — dark — dark — I
faint — this wind —
These stifling blasts — God help me !
Enter Eldred.
Eld.
Better this bare rock,
Though it were tottering over a man's head,
Than a tight case of dungeon walls for
shelter
lo
From such rough dealing.
IA moaning voice is heard.
Ha ! what sound is that ?
Trees creaking in the wind (but none are
here)
Send forth such noises — and that weary
bell!
Surely some evil Spirit abroad to-night
Is ringing it — 't would stop a Saint in
prayer.
And that — what is it ? never was sound so
like
A human groan. Ha ! what is here ?
Poor Man —
Murdered ! alas ! speak — speak, I am your
friend:
No answer — hush — lost wreteh, he lifts
his hand

ACT IV

And lays it to his heart — (KneeU to him).
I pray you speak !
jo
What has befallen you ?
Her. (^feeily). A stranger has dona this,
And in the arms of a stranger I must die.
Eld. Nay, thint not so : come, let me
raise you up:
[iíatses Mm.
This is a dismal place — well — that is
well —
I was too fearful — take me for your guide
And your support — my hut is not far off.
[Draws him gently off the stage.
SCENE — A room in the Hostel
Mabmaduke and Oswald.
Mar. But for Idônea ! — I have cause to
think
That she is imiocent.
Osto.
Leave that thought awhile,
As one of those beliefs, which in their hearts
Lovers lock up as pearls, though oft no
better
30
Than feathers clinging to their points of
passion.
This day's event has laid on me the duty
Of opening out my story; you must hear it,
And without further preface. — In my
youth,
Except for that abatement which is paid
By envy as a tribute to desert,
I was the pleasure of ali hearts, the darliug
Of every tongue — as you are now. You 've
heard
That I embarked for Syria. On our voyage
Was hatched among the crew a foul Conspiracy
40
Against my honour, in the which our Captain
Was, I believed, prime Agent. The wind
fell;
We lay becalmed week after week, until
The water of the vessel was exhausted;
I felt a double fever in my veins,
Yet rage suppressed itself; — to a deep stilluess
Did my pride tame my pride; — for many
days,
On a dead sea under a burning sky,
I brooded o'er my injuries, deserted
By man and nature; — if a breeze had
blown,
50
It might have found its way into my heart.
And I had been — no matter — do you mark
me ?
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Mar. Quiok — to the point — if any untold crime
Doth haunt your memory.
Osro.
Patience, hear me further ! —
One day in silence did we drift at noon
By a bare rook, narrow, and white, and
bare;
No food was there, no drink, no grass, no
shade,
No tree, nor jutting eminenee, nor form
Inanimate large as the body of man,
or any living thing whose lot of life
6o
Might stretch beyond the measure of ene
moon.
To dig for water on the spot, the Captain
Landed with a small troop, myself being
one;
There I reproached him with his treaehery.
Imperious at ali times, his temper rose;
He struok me; and that instant had I killed
him,
And put an end to his insolence, but my
Comrades
Sushed in between us: then did I insist
(Ali hated him, and I was stmig to maduess)
That we should leave him there, alive ! —
we did so.
70
Mar. And he was famished ?
Osw.
Naked was the spot;
Methinks I see it now — how in the sun
íts stony sm^faee glittered like a shield;
And in that miserable place we left him,
Alone but for a swarm of minute creatures
Not one of which could help him while
alive,
Or mourn him dead.
Mar.
A man by men cast off,
Left without burial! nay, not dead nor
dyiag,
But standing, walking, stretching forth his
arms,
In ali things like ourselves, but in the
agony
80
With which he oalled for mercy; and —
even so —
He was forsaken ?
Osw.
There is a power in sonnds:
The cries he uttered might have stopped
the boat
That bore us through the water
Mar.
You returned
üpon that dismal hearing — did you not ?
Osw. Some scoffed at him with hellish
mockery,
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And laughed so loud it seemed that the
smooth sea
Did from some distant regiou echo us.
Mar. We ali are of one blood, our veins
are íilled
89
At the same poisonous fountain !
Osw.
'T was an island
Only by sufferanee of the winds and waves,
Which with their foam could cover it at
will.
I know not how he perished; but the calm,
The same dead calm, continued many days.
Mar. But his own crime had brought on
him this doom,
His wickedness prepared it; these expedients
Are terrible, yet ours is not the fault.
Osw. The man was famished, and was
innocent!
Mar. Impossible !
Osw. The man had never wronged me.
Mar. Banish the thought, crush it, and
be at peace.
100
His guilt was marked — these things could
never be
Were there not eyes that see, and for good
ends,
Where ours are baffled.
Osw.
I had been deceived.
Mar. And from that hour the miserable
man
No more was heard of ?
Osw.
I had been betrayed.
Mar. And he found no deliveranee !
Osw.
The Crew
Gave me a hearty welcome; they had laid
The plot to rid themselves, at any cost,
Of a tyrannic Master whom they loathed.
So we pursued our voyage: when we landed,
The tale was spread abroad; my power at
once
III
Shrtmk from me; plans and schemes, and
lofty hopes —
Ali vanished. I gave wa^ — do you attend ?
Mar. The Crew deceived you ?
Osw.
Nay, eommand yourself.
Mar. It is a dismal night — how the wind
howls !
Osw. I hid my head within a Convent,
there
Lay passive as a dormouse in mid-winter.
That was no life for me — I was o'erthrown,
But not destroyed.
Mar. The proofs — you ought to have
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The guilt — have touched it — felt it at
your heart—
120
As I have done.
Osw.
A fresh tide of Crusaders
Drove by the place of my retreat: three
nights
Did constant meditation dry my blood;
Three sleepless nights I passed in sounding
on,
Through words and things, a dim and
perilous way;
And, wheresoe'er I tumed me, I beheld
A slavery compared to whieh the dimgeon
And clanking chains are perfect liberty.
You understand me — I was comforted;
I saw that every possible shape of action
Might lead to good — I saw it and burst'
forth
131
Thirsting for some of those exploits that fill
The earth for sure redemption of lost peace.
[Marking Marmadnke's countenance.
Nay, you have had the worst. Ferocity
Subsided in a moment, like a wind
That drops down dead out of a sky it
vexed.
And yet I had within me evermore
A salient spring of energy; I mounted
From action up to action with a mind
That never rested — without meat or drink
Have I lived many days — my sleep was
bound
141
To purposes of reason — not a dream
But had a continuity and substance
That waking life had never power to give.
Mar. O wretched Hiraian-kind ! — Until
the mystery
Of ali this world is solved, well may we
envy
The worm, that, undemeath a stone whose
weight
Wonld cmsh the lion's paw with mortal
anguish,
Doth lodge, and feed, and coil, and sleep,
in safety.
Fell not the wrath of Heaven upon those
traitors ?
150
Osw. Give not to them a thought. From
Palestine
We marched to Syria: oft I left the Camp,
When ali that multitude of hearts was
still.
And followed on, through woods of gloomy
cedar,
Into deep chasms troubled by roaring
streams;
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Or from the top of Lebanon surveyed
The moonlight desert, and the moonlight
sea:
In these my lonely wanderings I perceived
What mighty objects do impress their
forms
To elevate our intellectual being;
160
And felt, if aught on earth deserves a
curse,
'T is that worst principie of ill which dooms
A thing so great to perish self-oonsumed.
— So much for my remorse !
Mar.
Unhappy Man!
Osw. When from these forms I tumed
to contemplate
The World's opinions and her usages,
I seemed a Being who had passed alone
Into a region of futiu?ity,
Whose natural element was f reedom
Mar.
Stop —
I may not, caimot, follow thee.
Osw.
You must.
I had been nourished by the sickly food 171
Of popular applause. I now perceived
That we are praised, only as men in us
Do recognise some image of themselves,
An abject counterpart of what they are,
Or the empty thing that they would wish
to be.
I felt that merit has no surer test
Than obloquy; that, if we wish to serve
The world in substance, not deceive by
show,
We must become obnoxious to its hate, 180
Or fear disguised in simulated scom.
Mar. I pity, can forgive, you; but those
wretches —
That monstrous perfidy !
Osw.
Keep down your wrath.
False Shame discarded, spurious Fame despised,
Twin sisters both of Ignorance, I found
Life stretched bafore me smooth as some
broad way
Cleared for a monarch's progress. Priests
might spin
Their veil, but not for me — 'twas in fit
place
Among its kindred cobwebs. I had been.
And in that dream had left my native land,
One of Love's simple bondsmen — the soft
chain
191
Was off for ever; and the men, from whom
This liberation came, you would destroy:
Join me in thanks for their blind services.,
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Mar. 'T is a strange aching that, when we
would curse
And cannot. — You have betrayed me — I
have done —
I am content — I know that he is guiltless—•
That both are guiltless, without spot or
stain,
Mutually consecrated. Poor old Man !
And I had heart for this, because thou
lovedst
200
Her who from very infancy had been
Light to thy path, warmth to thy blood ! —
Together
[Turning to Oswald.
We propped his steps, he leaned upon us
both.
Osw. Ay, we are coupled by a chain of
adamant;
Let us be fellow-labourers, then, to enlarge
Man's intelleetual empire. We subsist
In slavery; ali is slavery; we reeeive
Laws, but we ask not whenee those laws
have come;
We need an inward sting to goad us on.
Mar. Have you betrayed me ? Speak
to that.
Osw.
The mask,
210
Which for a season I have stooped to wear,
Must be east off. — Know then that I was
urged,
(For other impulse let it pass) was driven,
To seek for sympathy, because I saw
In you a mirror of my youthful self ;
I would have made us equal once again,
But that was a vain hope. You have struok
home,
With a few drops of blood cut short the
business;
Therein for ever you must yield to me.
But what is done will save you from the
blank
220
Of living without knowledge that you live:
Now you are sulíering — for the future
day,
'T is his who will command it. — Think of
my story —
Herbert is innocent.
Mar. (in a faint voice, and dovbtingly).
You do but echo
My own wild words ?
Osw.
Young Man, the seed must lie
Hid in the earth, or there can be no harvest;
T is Nature's law. What I have done in
darkness
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I will avow before the face of day.
Herbert is innocent.
Mar.
What fiend could prompt
This action ? Innocent! — oh, breaking
heart! —
230
Alive or dead, I '11 find him.
[jEarfí.
Osw.
Alive — perdition ! \_Exit.
ScENE— The inside of a poor Cottage
Eleanor and Idokea seated.
Idon. The storm beats hard — Mercy
for poor or rich,
Whose heads are shelterless in such a night!
A Voice withotit. Holla! to bed, good
Folks, within!
Elea.
O save us !
Idon. What can this mean ?
Elea.
Alas, for my poor husband ! —
We '11 have a coimting of our flocks tomorrow;
The wolf keeps festival these stormy nights:
Be calm, sweet Lady, they are wassaüers
[ The voices die away in the distance.
Retuming from their Feast — my heart
beats so—
A noise at midnight does so frighten
me.
240
Idon. Hush!
[Listening.
Elea.
They are gone. On such a
night my husband,
Dragged from his bed, was cast into a dungeon,
Where, hid from me, he counted many
years,
A criminal in no one's eyes but theirs —
Not even in theirs — whose brutal violence
So dealt with him.
Idon.
I have a noble Friend
First among youths of knightly breeding,
One
Who lives but to protect the weak or injured.
There again!
[Listening.
Elea.
'T is my husband's foot. Grood
Eldred
Has akind heart; but his imprisonment 250
Has made him fearful, and he '11 never be
The man he was.
Idon.
I will retire; — good night!
[<SAe goes mthin.
Enter Eldred (hides a bundle).
Eld. Not yet in bed, Eleanor ! — there
are stains in that frock which must be
washed out.
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Eld. God knows what was in my heart,
Elea. What has befallen you ?
Eld. I am belated, and you must know and will not curse my son for my sake. 311
Elea. But you prayed by him ? you
the cause — (speaking low) that is the blood
waited the hour of his release ?
of an unhappy Man.
Eld. The night was wasting fast; I have
Elea. Oh ! we are undone for ever. 260
Eld. Heaven forbid that I should lift no friend; I am spited by the world — his
my hand against any man. Eleanor, I have wound terrified me — if I had brought him
shed tears to-night, and it comforts me to along with me, and he had died in my
arms !
1 am sure I heard something
think of it.
breathing — and this chair !
319
Elea. Where, where is he ?
Elea. Oh, Eldred, you wUl die alone.
Eld. I have done him no harm, but
it will be forgiven me; it would not have You will have nobody to dose your wes—■
no hand to grasp your dying hand — 1 shall
been so once.
Elea. You have not buried anything ? be in my grave. A curse will attend us alL
Eld. Have you forgot your own troubles
íou are no richer than when you left
me ?
271 when I was in the dmigeon ?
Elea. And you left him alive ?
Eld. Be at peace; I am innocent.
Eld. Alive ! — the damps of death were
Elea. Then God be thanked —
[A short pause ; she falls upon his neck. upon him — he could not have survived an
EU. To-night I met with an old Man hour.
Elea. In the cold, cold night.
330
lying stretched upon the ground — a sad
Eld. (in a savage tone). Ay, and his
spectacle: I raised him up with a hope
head was bare; I suppose you would have
that we might shelter and restore him.
Elea. {as if ready to run). Where is had me lend my bonnet to cover it. — You
he ? You were not able to bring him ali will never rest tül I am brought to a felon's
the way with you; let us return, I can end.
Elea. Is there nothing to be done ? canhelp you.
[Eldred shakes his head. 281
Eld. He did not seem to wish for life: not we go to the Convent ?
Eld. Ay, and say at once that I muras I was struggling on, by the light of the
339
moon I saw the stains of blood upon my dered him !
Elea. Eldred, I know that ours is the
clothes — he waved his hand, as if it were
ali useless; and I let him súik again to the only house upon the Waste; let us take
heart; this Man may be rich; and could
ground.
Elea. Oh that I had been by yonr side ! he be saved by our means, his gratitude
Eld. I tell you his hands and his body may reward us.
Eld. 'T is ali in vain.
were eold — how could I disturb his last
Elea. But let us make the attempt. This
moments ? he strove to turn from me as if
he wished to settle into sleep.
292 old Man may have a wife, and he may have
children — let us return to the spot; we
Elea. But, for the stains of blood —
Eld. He must have fallen, I fancy, for may restore him, and his eyes may yet open
350
his head was cut; but I think his malady upon those that love him.
Eld. He will never open them more;
was cold and hunger.
Elea. Oh, Eldred, I shall never be able even when he spoke to me, he kept them
to look up at this roof in storm or fair but firmly sealed as if he had been blind.
Idm. (rushing out). It is, it is, my
I shall tremble.
299
Eld. Is it not enough that my ill stars Father —
Eld. We are betrayed (looking at Idôhave kept me abroad to-night till this hour ?
nea).
I come home, and this is my comfort!
Elea. His Daughter ! — God have mercy !
Elea. But did he say nothing which
(turning to Idônea).
might have set you at ease ?
Idon. {sinlcing dovm). Oh! lift me up
Eld. I thought he grasped my hand
and carry me to the place.
360
while he was muttering something about
his Child — his Daughter — (starting as if You are safe; the whole world shall not
harm you.
he heard a noise). What is that ?
Elea. This Lady is his Daughter.
Elea. Eldred, you are a father.
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SCENE — The edge of the Moor
Marmaduke and Eldred enter from
opposite sides.
Max- {raising his eyes and perceiving
Eldred). In any corner of this
ACT V
savage Waste,
Have you, good Peasant, seen a blind old
SCENE — A wood on the edge of the
Man?
Waste
Eld. I heard
Mar.
You heard him, where ? when
Enter Oswald and a Forester.
heard him ?
Eld.
As you know,
For. He leaned upon the bridge that
spans the glen,
The first hours of last night were rough
with storm:
29
And down into the bottom cast his eye,
That fastened there, as it would check the I had been out in search of a stray heifer;
current.
Retuming late, I heard a moaning sound;
Osw. He listened too; did you not say Then, thinking that my fancy had deceived
me,
he listened ?
For. As if there eame such moaning I hurried on, when straight a second moan,
from the flood
A human voice distinet, struck on my ear,
So guided, distant a few steps, I found
As is heard often after stormy nights.
An aged Man, and such as you describe.
Osw. But did he utter nothing ?
Mar. You heard! — he caUed you to
For.
See him there !
him ? Of ali men
Marmaduke appearing.
The best and kindest! — but where is he ?
guide me,
Mar. Buzz, buzz, ye black and winged
freebooters;
That I may see him.
Eld.
On a ridge of rocks
That is no substance whioh ye settle on !
For. His senses play him false; and see, A lonesome Chapei stands, deserted now:
his arms
lo The bell is left, whieh no one dares remove;
Outspread, as if to save himself from fall- And, when the stormy wind blows o'er the
peak,
4^
ing! —■
It rings, as if a himian hand were there
Some terrible phantom I believe is now
To pull the cord. I guess he must have
Passing before him, such as God will not
heard it;
Permit to visit any but a man
Who has been guilty of some horrid crime. And it had led him towards the precipiee,
[Marmaduke disappears. To climb up to the spot whence the sound
came;
Osw. The game is up ! •—
For.
If it be needful, Sir, But he had failed through weakness. From
his hand
I will assist you to lay hands upon
His stafE had dropped, and dose upon the
him.
brink
Osw. No, no, my Friend, you may pursue
Of a small pool of water he was laid.
your business —
As if he had stooped to drink, and so re'T is a poor wretch of an unsettled mind,
mained
50
Who has a trick of straying from his keepers;
20 Without the strength to rise.
Mar.
Well, well, he lives,
We must be gentle. Leave him to my
care.
[^Exit Forester. And ali is safe: what said he ?
Eld.
But few words:
If his own eyes play false with him, these
He only spake to me of a dear Daughter,
freaks
Who, so he feared, would never see him
Of fancy shall be quickly tamed by mine;
more;
The goal is reached. My Master shall beAnd of a Stranger to him, One by whom
come
He had been sore misused; but he forgave
A shadow of myself — made by myself.
Eld. (moved). I '11 lead you to the spot.
Jdon. (springing up).
Alive ! — you
heard him íbreathe ? quick, quick —
[^Exeunt.
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The wrong and the wrong-doer. You are
troubled —
Perhaps you are his son ?
Mar.
The All-seeing knows,
I did not think he had a living Child. —
But whither did you carry him ?
Eld.
He was tom,
His head was bruised, and there was blood
about him
6i
Mar. That was no work of mine.
Eld.
Nor was it mine.
Mar. But had he strength to walk ? I
could have borne hiin
A thousand miles.
Eld.
I am in poverty,
And know how busy are the tongues of men;
My heart was willing, Sir, but I am one
Whose good deeds will not stand by their
own light;
And, though it smote me more than words
can tell,
I left him.
Mar. I believe that there are phantoms,
That in the shape of man do cross our path
Ou evil instigation, to make sport
71
Of our distress — and thou art one of them !
But things substantial have so pressed on
me
Eld. My wife and childreu came into my
mind.
Mar. Oh Monster ! Monster ! there are
three of us.
And we shall howl together.
[After a pause and in a feehle voice.
I am deserted
At my worst need, my crimes have in a net
(^Pointing to Eldred) Entangled this poor
man. — Where was it ? where ?
'[Dragging him álong.
Eld. 'T is needless; spare your violence.
His Daughter
Mar. Ay, in the word a thousand soorpions lodge
80
This old man had a Daughter.
Eld.
To the spot
I hurried back with her. — O save me, Sir,
From such a journey!
there was a black
tree,
A single tree; she thoiight it was her
Father. —
Oh Sir, I would not see that hour again
For twenty lives. The daylight dawned,
and now —
Nay; hear my tale, 'tis flt that you should
hear it —
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As we approached, a solitary crow
Rose from the spot; — the Daughter
elapped her hands.
And then T heard a shriek so terrible
90
[Marmaduke shrinks back.
The startled bird quivered upon the wing.
Mar. Dead, dead ! —
Eld. (after a pause). A dismal matter,
Sir, for me.
And seems the like for you; if 't is your
wish,
I'll lead you to his Daughter; but 'twere
best
That she should be prepared; I '11 go before.
Mar. There will be need of preparation.
[Eldred goes off.
Elea. (enters).
Masterl
Your limbs sink imder you, shall I support
you ?
Mar. (taking her arm). Woman, I 've
lent my body to the service
Whieh now thou tak'st upon thee. God forbid
That thou shouldst ever meet a like occasion
100
With such a purpose in thine heart as mine
was.
Elea. Oh, why have I to do with thmgs
like these ?
\_Exeunt.
ScENE changes to the door ofE.UDVi.Y.tís
cottage
Idônea seated — enter Eldred.
Eld. Your Father, Lady, from a wilful
hand
Has met mikindness; so indeed he told me.
And you remember such was my report:
From what has just befallen me I have
cause
To fear the very worst.
Idon.
My Father is dead;
Why dost thou come to me with words Uke
these ?
Eld. A wicked Man should answer for
his crimes.
109
Idon. Thou seest me what I am.
Eld.
It was most heinous.
And doth call out for vengeance.
Idon.
Do not add,
I prithee, to the harm thou 'st done already.
Eld. Hereafter you will thank me for
this service.
Hard by, a Man I met, who, from plain
proofs
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Of interfering Heaven, I have no doubt,
Laid hands upon your Father. Fit it were
You should prepare to meet him.
Idon.
I have nothing
To do with others; help me to my Father —
[SAe íurns and sees Marmaduke leaning
on Eleanor — throws herself upon his
neck, and after some time,
In joy I met thee, but a few hours past;
And thus we meet again; one human stay
Is left me still in thee. Nay, shake not so.
Mar. In such a wilderness — to see no
thing,
122
No, not the pitying moon !
Idon.
And perish so.
Mar. Without a dog to moan for him.
Idon.
Think not of it,
But enter there and see him how he sleeps,
Tranquil as he had died in his own bed.
Mar. Tranqnil — why not ?
Idon.
Oh, peace !
Mar.
He is at peace;
His body is at rest: there was a plot,
A hideous plot, against the soul of man:
It took effeot —• and yet I baffled it,
130
In some degree.
Idon.
Between us stood, I thought,
A cup of oonsolation, filled from Heaven
For both our needs; must I, and in thy presence,
Alone partake of it?—Belovèd Marmaduke!
Mar. Give me a reason why the wisest
thing
That the earth owns shall never choose to
die,
But some one must be near to count his
groaiis.
The wounded deer retires to solitude.
And dies in solitude: ali things but man.
Ali die in solitude.
[_Moving towards lhe cottage door.
Mysterious God, 140
If she had never lived I had not done it! —
Idon. Alas, the thought of such a cruel
death
Has overwhelmed him. — I must follow.
Eld.
Lady!
You will do well; (she goes} unjust suspicion
may _
Cleave to this Stranger: if, upon his entering,
The dead Man heave a groan, or from his
side
üplift his hand — that would be evidence.
Elea. Shame ! Eldred, shame !
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Mar. (both retuming~).
The dead have
but one face (tohimself).
And such a Man — so meek and unofEending—
149
Helpless and harmless as a babe: a Man,
By obvious signal to the world's protection,
Solemnly dedicated — to decoy him ! —
Idon. Oh, had you seen him living ! —
Mar.
I (so filled
With horror is this world) am unto thee
The thing most precious, that it now contãins:
Therefore through me alone must be revealed
By whom thy Parent was destroyed, Idônea!
I have the proofs ! —
Idon.
O miserable Father !
Thou didst command me to bless ali mankind;
N or to this moment, have I ever wished 160
EvU to any living thing; but hear me,
Hear me, ye Heavens ! — (kneeling) — may
vengeance haunt the fiend
For this most cruel murder: let him live
And move in terror of the elements;
The thunder send him on his knees to prayer
In the open streets, and let him think he
sees,
If e'er he entereth the house of God,
The roof, self-moved, unsettling o'er his
head;
And let him, when he would lie down at
night,
Point to his wife the blood-drops on his
pillow!
170
Mar. My voice was sUent, but my heart
hath joined thee.
Idon. (/eamn^ on Marmaduke). Left to
the mercy of that savage Man !
How could he call upon his Child! — O
Friend !
[Tums ío Marmaduke.
My faithful true and only Comforter.
Mar. Ay, come to me and weep. (He
kisses her.) (To Eldred.) Yes, Varlet, look,
The devils at such sights do clap their hands.
[Eldred retires alarmed.
Idon. Thy vest is tom, thy cheek is deadly pale;
Hast thou pursued the monster ?
Mar.
I have found him. —
Oh ! would that thou hadst perished in the
flames !
Idon. Here art thou, then can I be desolate ? —
180
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Mar. There was a time, when tliis protecting hand
Availed against the mighty; never more
Shall blessings wait upon a deed of mine.
Idon. Wildwordsfor me to hear,forme,
an orphau
Committed to thy guardianship by Heaven;
And, if thou hast forgiven me, let me hope,
In this deep sorrow, trust, that I am thine
For closer eare; — here, is no malady.
[Taking his arm.
Mar. There, is a malady —
(^Striking his heartand forehead'). And here,
and here,
A mortal malady. — I am aceurst:
190
Ali nature curses me, and in my heart
Thy curse is fixed; the truth must be laid
bare.
It must be told, and borne. I am the man,
(Abused, betrayed, but how it matters not)
Presumptuous above ali that ever breathed,
Who, casting as I thought a guilty Person
Upon Heaven's righteous judgment, did become
An instrument of Fiends. Through me,
through me
Thy Father perished.
Idon. Perished — by what mischanoe ?
Mar. Belovèd ! — if I dared, so would I
call thee —
200
Conflict must cease, and, in thy frozen heart,
The extremes of suffering meet in absolute
peaee.
\_He ffives her a letter.
Idon. (reads). " Be not surprised if you
hear that some signal judgment has befallen
the man who calls himself your father; he
is now with me, as his signature will shew:
abstain from conjecture till you see me.
" Herbert.
" Marmadüke."
The writing Oswald's; the signature my
Father's:
(Looks steadily at the paper'). And here is
yours, — or do my eyes deceive me ?
You have then seen my Father ?
Mar.
He has leaned
Upon this arm.
Idon. You led him towards the Convent ?
Mar. That Convent was Stone-Arthur
Castle. Thither
212
We were his guides. I on that night resolved
That he should wait thy eoming till the day
Of resurrection.
Idon.
Miserable Woman,

ACT V

Too quickly moved, too easüy giving way,
I put denial on thy suit, and hence,
With the disastrous issue of last night,
Thy perturbation, and these frantie words.
Be calm, I pray thee !
Mar.
Oswald
Idon.
Name him not.
Enter femále Beggar.
Beg. And he is dead ! — that Moor —
how shall I cross it ?
221
By night, by day, never shall I be able
To travei half a mile alone. •— Good Lady !
Forgive me ! — Saints forgive me. Had I
thought
It would have come to this ! —
Idon. What brings you hither ? speak !
Beg. (^pointing Io Marmadüke). This innocent Gentleman. Sweet heavens !
I told him
Such tales of your dead Father ! — God is
my judge,
I thought there was no harm: but that bad
Man,
He bribed me with his gold, and looked so
fierce.
Mercy ! I said I know not what — oh pity
me —
230
I said, sweet Lady, you were not his Daughter —
Pity me, I am haunted; — thrice this day
My conscience made me wish to be struek
blind;
And then I would have prayed, and had no
voice.
Idon. (to Marmadüke). Was it my Father ? — no, no, no, for he
Was meek and patient, feeble, old and blind,
Helpless, and loved me dearer than his life.
— But hear me. For one question, I have
a heart
That will sustain me. Did you murder him ?
Mar. No, not by stroke of arm. But
learn the process:
240
Proof after proof was pressed upon me;
guilt
Made evident, as seemed, by blacker gmlt,
Whose impious folds enwrapped even thee;
and truth
And innocence, embodied in his looks,
His words and tones and gestures, did but
serve
With me to aggravate his crimes, and
heaped
Kuin upon the cause for which they pleaded.
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Then pity crossed the path of my resolve:
Confounded, I looked up to Heaven, and
cast,
Idônea ! thy blind Father, on the Ordeal 250
Of the bleak Waste — left him — and so he
died ! —
[Idônea sinks senseless ; Beggar, Eleanor, etc., crowd round, and bear her off.
Why may we speak these things, and do no
more;
Why should a thrust of the arm have sueh
a power,
And words that tell these things be heard
in vain ?
She is not dead. Why ! •— if I loved this
Woman,
I would take care she never woke again;
But she WILI, wake, and she will weep for
me,
And say, no blame was mine — and so, poor
fool,
Will waste her curses on another name.
[He walks about distractedly.
Enter Oswald.
Osw. (to himself). Strong to o'erturn,
strong also to build up.
260
[To Marmaduke.
The starts and sallies of our last encounter
Were natural enough; but that, I trust,
Is ali gone by. You have cast ofE the
chains
That fettered your nobility of mind —
Delivered heart and head !
Let us to Palestine;
This is a paltry fleld for enterprise.
Mar. Ay, what shall we encounter next ?
This issue —
'T was nothing more than darkness deepening darkness.
And weakness crowned with the impotence
of death ! —
Your pupil is, you see, an apt proficient.
(Ironically.')
270
Start not! — Here is another face hard by;
Come, let us take a peep at both together,
And, with a voioe at which the dead will
quake,
Resound the praise of your morality —
Of this too much.
[Drawing Oswald towards the Cottage
— stops short at the door.
Men are there, millions, Oswald,
Who with bare hands would have plucked
out thy heart
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And flung it to the dogs: but I am raised
Above, or sunk below, ali further sense
Of provocation. Leave me, with the weight
Of that old Man's forgiveness on thy
heart,
280
Pressing as heavily as it doth on mine.
Coward I have been; know, there lies not
now
Within the compass of a mortal thought,
A deed that I would shrink from; — but to
endure,
That is my destiny. May it be thine:
Thy ofíice, thy ambition, be henceforth
To feed remorse, to welcome every sting
Of penitential anguish, yea with tears.
When seas and continents shall lie between
us —
The wider space the better — we may
find
290
In such a course fit links of sympathy,
An inoommunicable rivalship
Maintained, for peaceful ends beyond our
view.
[ Confused voices — several of the band
enter — rmh upon Oswald, and seize
him.
One of them. I would have dogged him
to the jaws of hell —
Osw. Ha ! is it so ! — That vagrant Hag !
— this comes
Of having left a thing like her alive !
[Aside.
Several voices. Despatch him !
Osw.
If I pass beneath a rock
And shout, and, with the echo of my voice,
Bring down a heap of rubbish, and it crush
me,
299
I die without dishonour. Famished, starved, ,
A Fool and Coward blended to my wish !
[Smiles scornfuüy and exultingly at
Marmaduke.
Wal. 'T is done ! (Stabs him).
Another of the Band. The ruthless
Traitor !
Mar.
A rash deed ! —
With that reproof I do resign a station
Of which I have been proud.
Wil. (approaching Marmaduke). O my
poor Master !
Mar. Discerning Monitor, my faithful
Wilfred,
Why art thou here ? [ Turning to Wallace.
Wallaee, upon these Borders,
Many there be whose eyes will not want
cause
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To weep that I am gone. Brothers in
Mar. No more of that; in silence hear
arms!
my doom:
Raise on that dreary Waste a monument
A hermitage has furnished fit relief
That may record my story: nor let words — To some oifeuders: other penitents,
Few must they be, and delicate in their Less patient in their wretehedness, have
touch
311
fallen,
As light itself — be these withheld from Like the old Roman, on their own sword's
Her
point.
Who, through most wicked arts, was made They had their choice: a wanderer must Igo,
an orphan
The Speotre of that innocent Man, my
By One who would have died a thousand
guide.
times,
No human ear shall ever hear me speak;
To shield her from a momenfs harm. To No human dwelling ever give me food, 330
Or sleep, or rest: but, over waste and
you,
Wallace and Wilfred, I commend the Lady,
wild,
By lowly nature reared, as if to make In search of nothing, that this earth can
her
give,
In ali things worthier of that noble birth,
But expiation, will I wander on —
Whose long-suspended rights are now on A Man by pain and thought compelled to
the eve
319
live,
Of restoration: with your tenderest care
Yet loathing life — till anger is appeased
Wateh over her, I pray —sustain her
In Heaven, and Merey gives me leave to
Several of the Band (eagerly). Captain !
die.

THE REVERIE OF POOR SUSAN
1797. 1800
This arose out of my observation of the affecting music of these birds hanging in this
way in the London streets during the freslmess
and stillness of the Spring morning.
At the eorner of Wood Street, when daylight appears,
Hangs a Thrush that sings loud, it has
sung for three years:
Poor Susan has passed by the spot, and has
heard
In the silence of moming. the song of the
Bird.
'T is a note of enchantment; what ails her ?
She sees
A mountain asoending, a vision of trees;
Bright volumes of vapour through Lothbury
glide.
And a river flows on through the vale of
Cheapside.
Green pastures she views in the midst of
the dale,
Down which she so often has tripped with
her pail;

And a single small cottage, a nest like a
dove's,
The one only dweUing on earth that she
loves.
She looks, and her heart is in heaven: but
they fade,
The mist and the river, the hill and the
shade:
The stream will not flow, and the hill will
not rise.
And the colours have ali passed away from
her eyes !
THE BIRTH OF LOVE
1797- 1842
Translated from sume French stanzas by
Francis Wrangham, and printed in " Poema by
Francis Wrangham, M. A."
When Love was bom of heavenly line,
What dire intrigues disturbed Cythera's
joy!
Till Venus cried, "A mother's heart is
mine;
None but myself shail nurse my boy."

WE ARE SEVEN
A NIGHT-PIECE

But, infant as he was, the child
In that divine embrace enchanted lay;
And, by the beauty of the vase beguiled,
Forgot the beverage — and pined away.
«And must my ofEspring languish in my
sight ? "
(Alive to ali a mother's pain,
10
The Queen of Beauty thus her court
addressed)
" No: Let the most discreet of ali my traiu
Receive him to her breast:
Think ali, he is the God of young delight."
Then Tendbrness with Candoük joined,
And Gaiety the charming office sought;
Nor even Delioacy stayed behind:
But none of those fair Graces brought
Wherewith to nurse the child — and still
he pined.
Some fond hearts to Compliance seemed
inclined;
20
But she had surely spoiled the boy:
And sad experience forbade a thought
On the wild Goddess of Voluptuous Joy.
Long undecided lay th' important choice,
TiU of the beauteous court, at length, a voioe
Pronounced the name of Hope : — The
conscious child
Stretched forth his little arms, and smiled.
'T is said Enjoyment (who averred
The charge belonged to her alone)
Jealous that Hope had been preferred 30
Laid snares to make the babe her own.
Of Innocence the garb she took,
The blushing mien and downcast look;
And carne her services to proffer:
And Hope (what has not Hope believed !)
By that seducing air deceived,
Accepted of the offer.
It happened that, to sleep inclined,
Deluded Hope for one short hour
To that false Innocence's power
Her little charge consigned.
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1798. 1815
Composed on the road between Nether
Stowey and AJfoxden, extempore. I diatinotly
reoollect the very moment when I was struck,
as described, — " He looks up — the clouds are
split," etc.
The sky is overcast
With a continuous cloud of texture dose,
Heavy and wan, ali whitened by the Moon,
Which through that veil is indistinctly seen,
A dull, contracted circle, yielding light
So feebly spread, that not a shadow falls,
Chequering the ground — from rock, plant,
tree, or tower.
At length a pleasant instantaneous gleam
Startles the pensive traveller while he
treads
His lonesome path, with imobserving eye
Bent earthwards; he looks up — the clouds
are split
Asunder, — and above his head he sees
The clear Moon, and the glory of the hea^
vens.
There, in a black-blue vault she sails along,
Followed by multitudes of stars, that, small
And sharp, and bright, along the dark abyss
Drive as she drives: how fast they wheel
away,
Yet vanish not! — the wind is in the tree,
But they are silent; — still they roll along
Immeasurably distant; and the vault,
Built round by those white clouds, enormous clouds,
Still deepens its unfathomable depth.
At length the Vision doses; and the mind,
Not undisturbed by the delight it feels,
Which slowly settles into peaceful calm,
Is left to muse upon the solemn scene.
WE ARE SEVEN
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The Goddess then her lap with sweetmeats
filled
And gave, in handfuls gave, the treacherous store:
A wild delirimn flrst the infant thrilled;
But soon upon her breast he sunk — to
wake no more.

1798. 1798
Written at Alfoxden in the spring of 1798,
under circumstances somewhat remarkable.
The little girl who is the heroine I met within
the area of Goodrich Castle in the year 1793.
Having left the Isle of Wight and crossed
Salisbury Plain, as meiitioned in the preface to
" Güilt and Sorrow," I proceeded by Bristol up
the Wye, and so on to North Wales, to the
Vale of Clwydd, T^here I spent my summer
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under the roof of the father of my friend, Robert Jones. In reference to this Poem I will
here mention one oi' the most remarkable facts
in my own poetic liistory and that of Mr. Coleridge. In the spring of the year 1798, he, my
Sister, and myself, started from Alfoxden,
pretty late in the afternoon, with a view to
visit Lenton and the valley of Stones near it;
and as our united funds were very small, we
agreed to defray the expense of the tour by
writing a poem, to be sent to the New Monthly
Magazine set up by Phillips the bookseller, and
edited by Dr. Aikin. Accordingly we set o£E
and proceeded along the Quantock Hills towards Watchet, and in the course of this walk
was planned the poem of the " Ancient Mariner," founded on a dream, as Mr. Coleridge
said, of his friend, Mr. Cruikshank. Much the
greatest part of the story was Mr. Coleridge^s
invention; but certain parts I myself suggested: — for example, some crime was to be
committed which should bring upon the old
Navigator, as Coleridge afterwards delighted
to call him, the spectral persecution, as a consequence of that crime, and his own wanderings. I had been reading in Shelvock^s Voyages a day or two before that while doubling
Cape Horn they frequently aaw Albatrosses
in that latitude, the largest sort of sea-fowl,
some extending their wings twelve or fifteen
feet. " Suppose," said I, " you represent him
as having killed one of these birds on entering
the South Sea, and that the tutelary Spirits of
those regions take upon them to avenge the
crime." The incident was thought fit for the
purpose and adopted accordingly. I also suggested the navigation of the ship by the dead
men, but do not recollect that I had anything
more to do with the scheme of the poem. The
Gloss with which it was subsequently accompanied was not thought of by either of us at
the time; at least, not a hint of it was given to
me, and I haye no doubt it was a gratuitous
after-thought. We began the composition together on that, to me, memorable evening. I
f urnished two or three lines at the beginning of
the poem, in particular: —
And lístened like a three yeara' child ;
The Mariner had his will."
These trifling contributions, ali but one (which
Mr. C. has with unnecessary scrupulosity recorded) slipt out of his mind as they well
raight. As we endeavoured to proceed conjointly (I speak of the same evening) our respectivo manners proved so widely different
that it would have been quite presumptuous in
me to do anything but separate from an undertaking upon which I could only have beén a
clog. We returned after a few days from a

delightful tour, of which I have many pleasant, and some of them droll-enough, recollections. We returned by Dulverton to Alfoxden.
The "Ancient Mariner" grew and grew till it
became too important for our first object,
which was limited to our expectation of five
pounds, and we began to talk of a Volume,
which was to consist, as Mr, Coleridge has told
the world, of poems chiefly on supernatural
subjects taken from common life, but looked
at, as much as might be, through an imaginative médium. Accordingly I wrote " The Idiot
Boy," " Her eyes are wild," etc., " We are
seven," "The Thom,'* and some others. To
return to " We are seven," the piece that called
forth this note, I composed it while walking in
the grove at Alfoxden. My friends will not
deem it too trifling to relate that while walking
to and fro I composed the last stanza first, having begun with the last line. When it was ali
but finished, I came in and recited it to Mr.
Coleridge and my Sister, and said, " A prefatory stanza must be added, and I should sit
down to our little tea-meal with greater pleasure if my task were finished.'* I mentioned in
substance what I wished to be expressed, and
Coleridge immediately threw off the stanza
thus:—
" A little child, dear brother Jem," —
I objected to the rhyme, " dear brother Jem,"
as being ludicruus, but we ali en^oyed the joke
of hitching-in our friend, James T
's name,
who was familiarly called Jem. He was the
brother of the dramatist, and this reminds me
of an anecdote which it may be worth while
here to notice. The said Jem got a sight of
the Lyrical Ballads as it was going through the
press at Bristol, during which time I was residing in that city. One evening he came to me
with a grave face, and said, " Wordsworth, I
have seen the volume that Coleridge and you
are about to publish. There is one poem in it
which I eamestly entreat you will cancel, for, if
published, it will make you everlastingly ridiculous." I answered that I felt much obliged
by the interest he took in my good name as a
writer, and begged to know what was the unfortunate piece he alluded to. He said, " It is
called 'We are seven.*" Nay! said I, that
shall take its chance, however, and he left me
in despair. I have only to add that in the
spring of 1841 I revisited Goodrich Castle, not
having seen that part of the Wye since 1 met
the little Girl there in 1793. It would have
given me greater pleasure to have found in the
neighbonring hamlet traces of one who had interested me so much ; but that was impossible,
as unfortunately I did not even know her
name. The ruin, from its position and fea-

ANECDOTE FOR FATHERS
tares, is a most impressive object. I could not
but deeply regret that its solemnity was impaired by a fantastic new Gastle set up on a
projeetion of the same ridge, as i£ to show how
far modem art can go in surpassing ali that
could be done by antiquity and nature with
their united graces, remembrancea, and associations.
A SIMPLE Child,
That lightly draws its breath,
And feels its life in every limb,
What should it know of death ?
I met a little cottage GirI:
She was eight years old, she said;
Her hair was thiok with many a eurl
That clustered round her head.
She had a rustic, woodland air,
And she was wildly clad:
Her eyes were fair, and very fair;
— Her beauty made me glad.
" Sisters and brothers, little Maid,
How many may you be ? "
" How many ? Seven in ali," she said
And wondering looked at me.
" And where are they ? I pray you tell."
She answered, " Seven are we;
And two of us at Conway dwell,
And two are gone to sea.
20
" Two of us in the chureh-yard lie,
My sister and my brother;
And, in the church-yard cottage, I
Dwell near them with my mother."

" My stockings there I often knit,
My kerchief there I hem;
And there upon the ground I sit.
And sing a song to them.
" And often after sunset, Sir,
When it is light and fair,
I take my little porringer,
And eat my supper there.
50

" So in the church-yard she was laid;
And, when the grass was dry,
Together round her grave we played,
My brother John and I.
"And when the ground was white with
snow.
And I could run and slide,
My brother John was forced to go.
And he lies by her side."
60
" How many are you, then," said I,
" If they two are in heaven ? "
Quick was the little Maid's reply,
" O Master ! we are seven."
" But they are dead; those two are dead !
Their spirits are in heaven ! "
'T was throwing words away; for still
The little Maid would have her will,
And said, " Nay, we are seven !"

"You say that two at Conway dwell.
And two are gone to sea,
Yet ye are seven ! — I pray you tell,
Sweet Maid, how this may be."
Then did the little Maid reply,
" Seven boys and girls are we;
Two of us in the church-yard lie,
Beneath the church-yard tree."

" Twelve steps or more from my mother's
door,
And they are side by side.
40

" The first that died was sister Jane;
In bed she moaning lay,
Till God released her of her pain;
And then she went away.
lo
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30

" You run about, my little Maid,
Your limbs they are alive;
If two are in the church-yard laid,
Then ye are only five."
" Their graves are green, they may be seen,"
The little Maid replied.

1798. 1798
" Retine rim iatam* falsa enim dicam, si coges." —
Eusebiits.
This was suggested in front of Alfoxden.
The Boy was a son of my friend, Basil Montagu, who had been two or three years txnder
our care. The name of Kilve is from a villag-e
on the Bristol Channel, about a mile from Alfoxden; and the name of Liswyn Farm was
taken from a beautiful spot on the Wye.
When Mr. Coleridge, my Sister, and I, had
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been Yisiting the famous John Thelwall, who
had taken refuge from poUtics, after a, trial for
high treason, with a view to bring up his famjly by the profits of agriculture, which proved
as unfortunate a speculation as that he had
fled from, Coleridge and he had both been
public leeturers; Coleridge mingling, with his
politica, Theology, from which the other elocntionist abstained, unless it were for the sake of
a sneer. This quondam community of public
employment induced Thelwall to visit Coleridge at Nether Stowey, where he fell in my
way. He really waa a man of extraordinary
talent, an affeotionate husband, and a good
father. Though brought up in the City, he
was truly sensible of the beauty of natural objects. I remember once, when Coleridge, he,
and I were seated together upon the turf on
the brink of a stream in the most beautiful
part of the most beautiful glen of Alfoxden,
Coleridge exclaimed, " This is a place to reconcile one to ali the jarrings and conflicts of the
wide world." — " Kay," said Thelwall, " to
make one forget them altogether." The visit
of this man to Coleridge was, as I believe
Coleridge has related, the oocasion of a spy
being sent by Government to watch our proceedings, which were, I can say with truth,
Buch as the world at large would have thought
ludicrously harmless.
I HAVE a boy of five years old;
His face is fair and fresli to see;
His limbs are cast iii beauty's mould,
And dearly he loves me.

My boy beside me tripped, so slim
And graceful in his rustic dress !
And, as we talked, I questioned him,
In very idleness.
" Now tell me, had you rather be,"
I said, and took him by the arm,
30
" On Kilve's smooth shore, by the green sea,
Or here at Liswyn farm ? "
In careless mood he looked at me,
While still I held him by the arm,
And said, " At Kilve I 'd rather be
Than here at Liswyn farm."
"Now, little Edward, say why so:
My little Edward, tell me why." —
" I cannot tell, I do not know." —
" Why, this is strange," said I;

40

" For, here are woods, hills smooth and
warm:
There surely mnst some reason be
Why you would change sweet Liswyn farm
For Kilve by the green sea."
At this, my boy hung down his head,
He blushed with shame, nor made reply;
And three times to the child I said,
" Why, Edward, tell me why ? "

One moru we strolled on our dry viralk,
Our quiet home ali full in view,
And held such intermitted talk
As we are wont to do.
My thoughts on former pleasures ran;
I thought of Kilve's delightful shore,
Our pleasant home when spring began,
A long, long year before.

Kilve, thought I, was a favoured place,
And so is Liswyn farm.

His head he raised — there was in sight,
It caught his eye, he saw it plaiu—
50
Upon the house-top, glittering bright,
A broad and gilded vane.
lo

A day it was when I oould bear
Some fond regrets to entertain;
With so much happiness to spare,
I could not feel a pain.
The green earth echoed to the feet
Of lambs that bounded through the glade,
From shade to sunshine, and as fleet
From sunshine back to shade.
20
Birds warbled round me — and each trace
Of inward sadness had its charm;

Then did the boy his tongue unlock,
And eased his mind with this reply:
" At Kilve there was no weather-cock;
And that 's the reason why."
O dearest, dearest boy ! my heart
For better lore would seldom yeam,
Could I but teach the hundredth part
Of what from thee I learu.
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THE THORN
1798. 1798
Written at Alfoxden. Arose out of my observing, on the ridge of Quantock Hill, on a
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IV
stormy dayi a thorn whieh I had often past, in
calm and bright weather, without noticing it. " And, dose beside this aged Thorn,
I aaid to myself, " Cannot I by some invention There is a fresh and lovely sight,
do as much to make this Thom permanentiy an A beauteous heap, a hill of moss,
impressive object as the stonn has made it to Just half a foot in height.
my eyes at this moment ? " I began the poem
lovely colours there you see.
accordingly, and composed it with great rapid- AU
colours that were ever seen;
ity. Sir George Beaumont painted a picture Ali
40
from it whiob Wilkie thought his best. He gave And mossy network too is there,
it me; thongh when he saw it several times at As if by hand of lady fair
Rydal Mount afterwards, he said, " I could The work had woven been;
make a better, and would like to paint the same And cups, the darlings of the eye,
subject over again." The sky in this picture So deep is their vermilion dye.
Í3 nobly done, but it reminds one too muoh of
V
Wilson. The only fault, howeTer, of any consequence is the female figure, which is too old " Ah me ! what lovely tints are there
and decrepit for one likely to frequent an emi- Of olive green and scarlet bright,
nence on such a call.
In spikes, in branches, and in stars,
I
Green, red, and pearly white !
This heap of earth o'ergrown with moss,
" Theee is a Thom — it looks so old,
Which dose beside the Thom you see, 50
In truth, you 'd find it hard to say
So fresh in ali its beauteous dyes,
How it could ever have been young,
Is like an infanfs grave in size.
It looks so old and grey.
As like as like can be:
Not higher than a two years' child
But never, never any where,
It stands erect, this aged Thorn;
An infant's grave was half so fair.
No leaves it has, no prickly points;
It is a mass of knotted joints,
VI
A wretched thing forlom.
It stands erect, and like a stone
lo " Now would you see this aged Thorn,
This pond, and beauteous hill of moss,
With lichens is it overgrown.
You must take care and choose your time
II
The mountain when to cross.
For oft there sits between the heap
60
" Like rock or stone, it is o'ergrown,
So like an infanfs grave in size.
With lichens to the very top.
And that same pond of which I spoke,
And hung with heavy tufts of moss,
A Woman in a scarlet cloak.
A melancholy crop:
And to herself she cries,
Up from the earth these mosses creep.
' Oh misery ! oh misery !
And this poor Thorn they clasp it round
Oh woe is me ! oh misery !'
So dose, you 'd say that they are bent
With plain and manifest intent
VII
To drag it to the ground;
20
" At ali times of the day and night
And ali have joined in one endeavour
This wretched Woman thither goes;
To bury this poor Thom for ever.
And she is known to every star.
III
And every wind that blows;
70
And there, beside the Thom, she sits
" High on a mountain's highest ridge,
When the blue daylight 's in the skies
Where oft the stormy winter gale
Cuts like a scythe, while through the clouds And when the whirlwind 's on the hill,
Or frosty air is keen and still.
It sweeps from vale to vale;
And to herself she cries,
Not five yards from the mountain path,
' Oh misery ! oh misery !
This Thom you on your left espy;
Oh woe is me ! oh misery !'"
And to the left, three yards beyond,
You see a little muddy pond
30
VIII
Of water — never dry
" Now wherefore, thus, by day and night,
Though but of compass small, and bare
In rain, in tempest, and in snow.
To thmsty suns and parching air.
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Thus to the dreary mountain-top
8o
Does this poor Woman go ?
And why sits she beside the Thom
When the blue daylight 's in the sky,
Or when the whirlwind 's on the hill,
Or frosty air is keen and still,
And wherefore does she cry ? —
0 wherefore ? wherefore ? tell me why
Does she repeat that doleful cry ? "
IX
" I cannot tell; I wish I could;
For the true reason no one knows:
go
But would you gladly view the spot,
The spot to which she goes;
The hillock like an infanfs grave,
The pond — and Thorn, so old and grey;
Pass by her door—^ 't is seldom shut —
And, if you see her in her hut —
Then to the spot away !
1 never heard of such as dare
Approaoh the spot when she is there."
X
" But wherefore to the mountain-top
loo
Can this unhappy Woman go ?
Whatever star is in the skies,
Whatever wind may blow ? "
" FuU twenty years are past and gone
Siuce she (her name is Martha Ray)
Gave with a maiden's true good-will
Her company to Stephen HUl;
And she was blithe and gay,
While friends and kindred ali approved
Of him whom tenderly she loved.
no
XI
" And they had fixed the wedding day,
The moming that must wed them both;
But Stephen to another Maid
Had sworn another oath;
And, with this other Maid, to church
Unthinking Stephen went —
Poor Martha ! on that woeful day
A pang of pitUess dismay
Into her soul was sent;
A flre was kindled in her breast,
120
Which might not burn itself to rest.
XII
" They say, full six months after this,
WhUe yet the summer leaves were green,
She to the mountain-top would go,
And there was often seen.
What could she seek ? — or wish to hide ?

Her state to any eye was plain ;
She was with child, and she was mad ;
Yet often was she sober sad
From her exceeding pain.
130
0 guUty Father — would that death
Had saved him from that breach of faith !
XIII
" Sad case for such a brain to hold
Communion with a stirring child !
Sad case, as you may think, for one
Who had a brain so wild !
Last Christmas-eve we talked of this,
And grey-haired WUfred of the glen
Held that the unbom infant wrought
About its mother's heart, and brought 140
Her senses back again:
And, when at last her time drew near,
Her looks were calm, her senses clear.
XIV
" More know I not, I wish I did.
And it should ali be told to you;
For what became of this poor child
No mortal ever knew;
Nay — if a child to her was born
No earthly tongue could ever tell;
And if 't was born alive or dead,
150
Far less could this with proof be said;
But some remember well,
That Martha Ray about this time
Would up the mountain often climb.
XV
" And ali that winter, when at night
The wind blew from the mountain-peak,
'T was worth your while, though in the dark,
The churchyard path to seek!
For many a time and oft were heard
Cries coming from the mountain head: 160
Some plainly living voices were;
And others, I Ve heard many swear,
Were voices of the dead:
1 cannot think, whate'er they say,
They had to do with Martha Kay.
XVI
" But that she goes to this old Thom,
The Thorn which I described to you.
And there sits in a scarlet cloak
I wül be swom is true.
For one day with my telescope,
ija
To view the ocean wide and bright,
When to this countiy first I came,
Ere I had heard of Martha's name.

GOODY BLAKE AND HARRY GILL
I climbed the inountam's height: —
A stonn came on, and I eould see
No object higher than my knee.
XVII
'"Twas mist and rain, and storm and
rain:
No screen, no fenoe could I discover;
And then the wind ! in sooth, it was
A wind full ten times over.
j8o
I looked aroimd, I thought I saw
A jutting crag, — and ofB I ran,
Head-foremost, through the driving rain,
The shelter of the crag to gain;
And, as I am a man,
Instead of jutting crag, I found
A Woman seated ou the ground.
XVIII
" I did not speak — I saw her face;
Her face ! — it was enough for me;
I tumed abòut and heard her cry,
190
' Oh misery ! oh misery ! '
And there she sits, imtU the moon
Through half the clear blue sky will go;
And, when the little breezes make
The waters of the pond to shake.
As ali the country know,
She shudders, and you hear her cry,
' Oh misery ! oh misery !' "
XIX
"But whafs the Thom? and what the
pond?
And what the hill of moss to her ?
200
And whr-t the creeping breeze that comes
The little pond to stir ? "
"I cannot tell; but some will say
She hanged her baby on the tree;
Some say she drowned it in the pond,
Which is a little step beyond:
But ali and each agree,
The little Babe was buried there,
Beneath that hi11 of moss so fair.
XX
" I Ve heard, the moss is spotted red 210
With drops of that poor infanfs blood;
But kill a new-bom infant thus,
I do not think she could !
Some say, if to the pond you go,
And fix on it a steady view,
The shadow of a babe you trace,
A baby and a baby's face.
And that it looks at you;
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Whene'er you look on it, 't is plain
The baby looks at you again.
221
XXI
" And some had sworn an oath that she
Should be to public justice brought;
And for the little infanfs bonés
With spades they would have sought.
But instantly the hill of moss
Before their eyes began to stir !
And, for full flfty yards around,
The grass — it shook upon the groimd !
Yet ali do stUl aver
The little Babe lies buried there,
23(
Beneath that hill of moss so fair.
XXII
" I cannot tell how this may be,
But plain it is the Thom is bound
With heavy tufts of moss that strive
To drag it to the ground;
And this I know, full many a time,
When she was on the mountain high,
By day, and in the silent night,
When ali the stars shone clear and bright,
That I have heard her cry,
24c
' Oh misery ! oh misery !
Oh woe is me ! oh misery !' "
GOODY BLAKE AND HARRY GILL
A TRUE STORY
1798. 1798
Written at Alfoxden. The incident from
Dr. Darwin's Zoonomia.
Oh ! what 's the matter ? what 's the matter ?
What is 't that ails young Harry Gill ?
That evermore his teeth they ehatter,
Chatter, ehatter, ehatter stül!
Of waistcoats Harry has no lack,
Good duffle grey, and flannel fine;
He has a blanket on his back,
And coats enough to smother nine.
In March, December, and in July,
'T is ali the same with Harry Gill;
10
The neighbours tell, and tell you truly,
His teeth they chatter, ehatter still.
At night, at morning, and at noon,
'T is ali the same with Harry GUI;
Beneath the sun, beneath the moon,
His teeth they chatter, chatter stül!
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20

Now Harry he had long suspected
This trespass of old Goody Blake;
And vowed that she should be detected —
That he on her would vengeance take.
And oft from his warm fire he 'd go,
And to the flelds his road would take; 70
And there, at night, in frost and snow,
He watched to seize old Goody Blake.

Ali day she spun ín her poor dwelling:
And tnen her three hours' work at night,
Alas ! 't was hardly worth the telling,
It would not pay for candle-light.
Kemote from sheltered village-green,
On a hiirs northem side she dwelt,
30
Where from sea-blasts the hawthorns
lean,
And hoary dews are slow to melt.

And onee, behüid a rick of barley,
Thus looking out did Harry stand:
The moon was full and shining clearly.
And crisp with frost the stubble land.
— He hears a noise — he 's ali awake —
Again ? — on tip-toe down the hill
He softly creeps — 't is Goody Blake;
She 's at the hedge of Harry Gill!
80

Young Harry was a lusty drover,
And who so stout of limb as he ?
His cheeks were red as ruddy cio ver;
His voice was like the voice of three.
Old Goody Blake was old and poor;
111 fed she was, and thiuly clad;
And any man who passed her door
Might see how poor a hnt she had.

By the same fire to boil their pottage,
Two poor old Dames, as I have known,
Will often live in one small cottage;
But she, poor Woman ! housed alone.
'T was well enongh when snmmer came,
The long, warm, lightsorae summer-day,
Then at her door the canty Dame
Would sit, as any linnet, gay.
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But when the ice our streams did fetter,
Oh then how her old bonés would shake !
You would have said, if you had met her,
'T was a hard time for Goody Blake.
Her evenings then were dull and dead:
Sad case it was, as you may think,
For very cold to go to bed.
And then for cold not sleep a wink.
O joy for her ! whene'er in winter
The winds at night had made a rout;
And scattered many a lusty splinter
And many a rotten bough about.
Yet never had she, well or siek.
As every man who knew her says,
A pile beforehand, turf or stick,
Enough to warm her for three days.
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Now, when the frost was past enduring,
And made her poor old bonés to ache,
Could any thing be more alluring
Thau an old hedge to Goody Blake ?
60
And, now and then, it must be said,
When her old bonés were cold and chill,
She left her fire, or left her bed.
To seek the hedge of Harry Gill.

Right glad was he when he beheld her:
Stick after stick did Goody pull:
He stood behind a bush of elder,
Till she had filled her apron full.
When with her load she turned about,
The by-way back again to take;
He started forward, with a shout,
And sprang upon poor Goody Blake.
And flercely by the arm he took her.
And by the arm he held her fast,
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And flercely by the arm he shook her,
And cried, "I 've caught you then at
last!" —
Then Goody, who had nothing said,
Her bundle from her lap, let fali;
And, kneeling on the sticks, she prayed
To God that is the judge of ali.
She prayed, her withered hand uprearing,
WhUe Harry held her by the arm —
" God ! who art never out of hearing,
O may he never more be warm ! "
100
The cold, cold moon above her head,
Thus on her knees did Goody pray;
Young Harry heard what she had said:
And icy cold he tumed away.
He went complaining ali the morrow
That he was cold and very chill:
His face was gloom, his heart was sorrow,
Alas ! that day for Harry Gill!
That day he wore a riding-eoat,
But not a whit the warmer he:
no
Another was on Thursday brought,
And ere the Sabbath he had three.

HER EYES ARE WILD
'T was ali in vain, a useless matter.
And blankets were about him pinned;
Yet still his jaws and teeth they clatter;
Like a loose casement in the wind.
And Harry's flesh it fell away;
And ali who see him say, 't is plain,
That, live as long as live he may,
He never will be warm agaiu.
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No word to aiiy man he utters,
A-bed or up, to young cr old;
But ever to himself he mutters,
" Poor Harry Gill is very cold."
A-bed or up, by night cr day;
His teeth they chatter, chatter still.
Now think, ye farmers ali, I pray,
Of Goody Blake and Harry Gill!
HER EYES ARE WILD
1798. 1798
Written at Alfoxden. The subject was reported to me by a lady of Bristol, who had
seeD the poor creature.
I
Heb eyes are wild, her head is bare,
The sun has burnt her coal-blaek hair;
Her eyebrows have a rusty stain,
And she came far from over the main.
She has a baby on her arm,
Or else she were alone:
And underneath the hay-stack warm,
And on the greenwood stone,
She talked and sung the woods among,
And it was in the English tongue .
IO
II
" Sweet babe ! they say that I am mad,
But nay, my heart is far too glad;
And I am happy when I sing
Full many a sad and dolefui thing:
Then, lovely baby, do not fear !
I pray thee have no fear of me;
But safe as in a cradie, here,
My lovely baby ! thou shalt be:
To thee I know too much I owe;
I cannot work thee any woe.
20
III
*'A fire was once within my brain;
And in my head a dull, duli pain;
And fiendish faces, one, two, three,
Hung at my breast, and pulled at me;
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But then there came a sight of joy;
It came at once to do me good;
I waked, and saw my little boy,
My little boy of flesh and blood;
Oh joy for me that sight to see !
For he was here, and only he.

30

IV
" Suck, little babe, oh suck again !
It cools my blood; it cools my brain;
Thy lips I feel them, baby ! they
Draw from my heart the pain away.
Oh ! press me with thy little haud;
It loosens something at my chest;
About that tight and deadly band
I feel thy little flngers prest.
The breeze I see is in the tree:
It comes to cool my babe and me.

40

V
" Oh ! love me, love me, little boy !
Thou art thy mother's only joy;
And do not dread the waves below,
When o'er the sea-rock's edge we go;
The high crag cannot work me harm,
Nor leaping torrents when they howl;
The babe I carry on my ajm,
He saves for me my precious soul;
Then happy lie; for blest am I;
Without me my sweet babe would die.

50

VI
" Then do not fear, my boy ! for thee
Bold as a lion will I be;
And I will always be thy guide,
Through hollow snows and rivers wide.
I '11 build an Indian bower; I know
The leaves that make the softest bed:
And, if from me thou wilt not go,
But still be true till I am dead,
My pretty thing ! then thou shalt sing
As merry as the birds in spring.
60
VII
" Thy father cares not for my breast,
'Tis thine, sweet baby, there to rest;
'T is ali thine own ! — and, if its hue
Be changed, that was so fair to view,
'T is fair enough for thee, my dove !
My beauty, little child, is flown,
But thou wilt live with me in love.
And what if my poor cheek be brown ?
'T is well for me, thou canst not see
How pale and wan it else would be.
70

SIMON LEE

8o

VIII
" Dread not their taunts, my little Life;
I am thy father's wedded wife;
And underneath the spreading tree
We two will live in honesty.
If his sweet boy he oould forsake,
With me he never would have stayed:
From Viim no harm my babe can take;
But he, poor man ! is wretched made;
And every day we two will pray
For him that 's gone and far away.
So
IX
• I '11 teaeh my boy the sweetest things:
I 'U teaeh him how the owlet sings.
My little babe ! thy lips are stUl,
And thou hast almost sueked thy fill.
— Where art thou gone, my own dear
child ?
What wioked looks are those I see ?
Alas ! alas ! that look so wüd,
It never, never came from me:
If thou art mad, my pretty lad,
Then I must be for ever sad.
90
X
" Oh ! smile on me, my little lamb !
For I thy own dear mother am:
My love for thee has well been tried:
I 've sought thy father far and wide.
I know the poisons of the shade;
I know the earth-nuts fit for food:
Then, pretty dear, be not afraid:
We '11 find thy father in the wood.
Now laugh and be gay, to the woods away !
And there, my babe, we '11 live for aye." 100
SIMON LEE
THE OLD HUNTSMAN;
WITH AN INCIDENT IN WHICH HE WAS
CONCERNED

in. It is unnecessary to add, the fact was as
mentioned in the põem ; and I have, after an
interval of forty-five years, the image of the
old man as fresh before my eyes as if I had
seen him yesterday. The ezpression when the
hounds were out, " I dearly love their voice,"
was word for word from his own lips.
In the sweet shire of Cardigan,
Not far from pleasant Ivor-hall,
An old Man dwells, a little man, —
'T is said he once was tall.
Full five-and-thirty years he lived
A running huntsman merry;
And still the centre of his cheek
Is red as a ripe cherry.
No man like him the horn could somid.
And hill and valley rang with glee
When Echo bandied, round and round,
The halloo of Simon Lee.
In those proud days, he little cared
For husbandry cr tillage;
To blither tasks did Simon rouse
The sleepers of the village.
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He ali the country could outrun,
Could leave both man and horse behind;
And often, ere the chase was done,
He reeled, and was stone-blind.
^o
And still there 's something in the world
At which his heart rejoices;
For when the chiming hounds are out,
He dearly loves their voices !
But, oh the heavy ehange ! — bereft
Of health, strength, friends, and kindred,
see !
Old Simon to the world is left
In liveried poverty.
His Master 's dead, — and no one now
Dwells in the Hall of Ivor;
30
Men, dogs, and horses, ali are dead;
He is the sole survivor.

1798- 1798
And he is lean and he is sick;
This old man had been hnntsman to the His body, dwindled and awry,
squires of Alfoxden, which, at the time we oc- Rests upon ankles swoln and thick;
cupied it, belonged to a minor. The old maii'a His legs are thin and dry.
cottage stood upon the common, a little way One prop he has, and only one,
from the entrance to Alfoxden Park. But it His wife, an aged woman,
had disappeared. Many other changea had Lives with him, near the waterfall,
taken place in the adjoining village, which I Upon the village Common.
could not but notice with a regret more natural
than well-considered. Improvements but rarely.
appear such to those who, after long intervals of Beside their moss-grown hut of clay,
time, revisit places they have had much pleasure ! Not twenty paces from the door,
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LINES WRITTEN IN EARLY SPRING
A scrap of knd tliey have, but they
Are poorest of the poor.
This scrap of land he from the heath
Enclosed when he was stronger;
But what to them avails the land
Whioh he can till iio longer ?
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So fast out of his heart, I thought
They never would have done.
— I 've heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds
With coldness still returning;
Alas ! the gratitude of men
Hath oftener left me mourning.

Oft, working by her Hiisband's side,
Kuth does what Simon eannot do;
50
For she, with seanty cause for pride,
Is stouter of the two.
And, though you with your utmost skill
From labour could not wean them,
'T is little, very little — ali
That they can do between them.

LINES WRITTEN IN EARLY
SPRING
1798. 1798
Actually composed while I was sitting by the
side of the brook that runs down from the
Comb, in which stands the village of Alford,
through the grounds of Alfoxden. It was a
chosen resort of mine. The brook fell down a
sloping roek so as to make a waterfall considFew months of life has he in store
erable for that comitry, and across the pool beAs he to you will tell,
low had fallen a tree, an ash if I rightly rememFor still, the more he works, the more
ber, from whioh rose perpendicularly, boughs in
Do his weak ankles swell.
60 search
of the light intercepted by the deep
My gentle Keader, I perceive
shade above. The boughs bore leaves of green
How patiently you 've waited.
that for want of sunshine had faded into almost
And now I fear that you expeot
lily-white; and from the underside of this
Some tale will be related.
natural sylvan bridge depended long and beautiful tresses of ivy which waved gently in the
breeze that might poetically speaking be called
O Reader ! had you in your mind
the
breath of the waterfall. This motion varied
Such stores as silent thought can bring,
of
course in proportion to the power of water in
O gentle Reader ! you would find
the brook. When, with dear friends, I revisited
A tale in every thing.
this spot, after an interval of more than forty
What more I have to say is short,
years, this interesting feature of the scene was
And you must kindly take it:
70 gone.
To the owner of the place I could not
It is no tale; but, should you think,
but regret that the beauty of this retired part
Perhaps a tale you '11 make it.
of the grounds had not tempted him to make it
more accessible by a path, not broad or obtrusive, but sufficient for persons who love such
One summer-day I chanced to see
scenes to creep along without diificulty.
This old Man doing ali he could
To unearth the root of an old tree,
I HEARD a thousand blended notes,
A stump of rotten wood.
While in a grove I sate reclined,
The mattoek tottered in his hand;
In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts
So vain was his endeavour,
Bring sad thoughts to the mind.
That at the root of the old tree
He might have worked for ever.
80 To her fair works did Nature link
The human soul that through me ran;
•' You 're overtasked, good Simon Lee,
And much it grieved my heart to think
Give me your tool," to him I said;
What man has made of man.
And at the word right gladly he
Received my profiPered aid.
Through primrose tufts, in that green
I struck, and with a single blow
bower,
The tangled root I severed,
The periwinkle trailed its wreaths;
At which the poor old Man so long
And 't is my faith that every flower
And vainly had endeavoured.
Enjoys the air it breathes.
The tears into his eyes were brought,
And thanks and praises seemed to rim
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The birds around me hopped and played>
Their thoughts I eannot measure: —
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But the least motion which they made
It seemed a thrill of pleasure.

Edward will come with you; — and, pray,
Put on with speed your woodland dress;
And bring no book: for this one day
We '11 give to idleness.

The budding twigs spread out their fan,
To catch the breezy air;
And I must think, do ali I can,
That there was pleasure there.

No joyless forms shall regulate
Our living calendar:
We from to-day, my Friend, will date
The opening of the year.

If this belief from heaven be sent,
If sueh be Nature's holy plan,
Have I not reason to lament
What man has made of man ?

Love, now a universal birth,
From heart to heart is stealing,
From earth to man, from man to earth:
— It is the hour of feeling.

TO MY SISTER
1798. 1798
Composed in front of Alfoxden House. My
little boy-messenger on this occasion was the
son of Basil Montagn. The larch mentioned
in the first stanza was standing when I revisited
the place in May, 1841, more than forty years
after. I was disappointed that it had not improved in appearance as to size, nor had it acquired anything- of the majesty of age, which,
even though less perhaps than any other tree,
the lareh sometimes does. A few score yards
from this tree, grew, whenwe inhabited Alfoxden, one of the most remarkable heech-trees
ever seen. The ^ound sloped both towards
and from it. It was of immense size, and threw
out arma that struek into the soil, like those of
the hanyan-tree, and rose again from it. Two
of the hranches thus inserted themselres twice,
which gave to eaeh the appearance of a serpent
moving along hy gathering itself np in fôlds.
One of the large boughs of this tree had been
tom ofi by the wind before we left Alfozden,
but five remained. In 1841 we could barely
find the spot where the tree had stood. So remarkable a production of nature could not have
been wilfully destroyed.
It is the flrst mild day of March:
Each minute sweeter than before
The redbreast sings from the tall larch
That stands beside our door.
There is a blessing in the air,
Which seems a sense of joy to yield
To the bare trees, and mountains bare,
And grass in the green field.
My sister ! ('t is a wish of mine)
Now that our morning meai is done,
Make haste, your morning task resign;
Come forth and feel the sun.

20

10

One moment now may give us more
Than years of toiling reason:
Our minds shall drink at every pore
The spirit of the season.
Some silent laws our hearts will make,
Which they shall long obey:
30
We for the year to come may take
Our temper from to-day.
And from the blessed power that roUs
About, below, above,
We '11 frame the measure of our souls:
They shall be tuned to love.
Then come, my Sister ! come, I pray,
With speed put on your woodland dress;
And bring no book: for this one day
We '11 give to idleness.
40
"A WHIRL-BLAST FROM BEHIND THE HILL"
1798. 1800
Observed in the holly-grove at Alfoxden,
where these verses were written in the spring of
1799. I had the pleasure of again seeing, with
dear friends, this grove in unimpaired beauty
forty-one years after.
A WHIRL-BLAST from behind the hill
Rushed o'er the wood with startling sound;
Then —• ali at once the air was stUl,
And showers of hailstones pattered round.
Where leafless oaks towered high above,
I sat within an undergrove
Of tallest hollies, tall and green;
A fairer bower was never seen.
From year to year the spacious floor
With withered leaves is covered o'er.

THE TABLES TURNED
And ali the year the bower is green.
But see ! where'er the hailstones drop
The withered leaves ali skip and hop;
There 's not a breeze — no breath of air —
Yet here, and there, and everywhere
Along the floor, beneath the shade
By those embowering hollies made,
The leaves in myriads jump and spring,
As if with pipes and music rare
Some Robin Good-fellow were there,
And ali those leaves, in festive glee,
Were dancing to the minstrelsy.
EXPOSTULATION AND REPLY
1798. 1798
THs põem is a favourite among the Quakers,
as I have leamt on many occasions. It was
composed in front of the house at Alfoxden, in
the spring of 1798.
" Why, William, on that old grey stone,
Thus for the length of half a day,
Why, William, sit you thus alone,
And dream yonr time aviray ?
" Where are yonr books ? — that light bequeathed
To Beings else forlorn and blind !
Up ! up ! and drink the spirit breathed
From dead men to their kind.
" You look round on your Mother Earth,
As if she for no purpose bore you;
10
As if you were her first-born birth.
And none had lived before you ! "
One morning thus, by Esthwaite lake,
When life was sweet, I knew not why.
To me my good friend Matthew spake,
And thus I made reply:
" The eye — it cannot choose but see;
We cannot bid the ear be still;
Our bodies feel, where'er they be,
Against or with our will.
" Nor less I deem that there are Powers
Which of themselves our minds impress;
That we can feed this mind of ours
In a wise passiveness.
" Think you, 'mid ali this mighty sum
Of things for ever speaking.
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That nothing of itself will come,
But we must still be seeking ?
" — Then ask not wherefore, here, alone,
Conversing as I may,
30
I sit upon this old grey stone.
And dream my time away."
THE TABLES TURNED
AN EVENING SCENE ON THE SAME
SUBJECT
1798. 1798
Up ! up ! my Friend, and quit your books;
Or surely you '11 grow double:
Up ! up ! my Friend, and clear your looks;
Why ali this toU and trouble ?
The sun, above the mountain's head,
A freshening lustre mellow
Through aU the long green fields has
spread,
His first sweet evening yellow.
Books ! 'tis a dull and endless strife:
Come, hear the woodland linnet,
How sweet his music ! on my life,
There 's more of wisdom in it.

10

And hark ! how blithe the throstle sings !
He, too, is no mean preacher:
Come forth into the light of things,
Let Nature be your teaoher.
She has a world of ready wealth,
Our minds and hearts to bless —
Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health,
Truth breathed by cheerfulness.
20
One impulse from a vernal wood
May teach you more of man,
Of moral evil and of good,
Than ali the sages can.

20

Sweet is the lore which Nature brings;
Oiu: meddling intellect
Mis-shapes the beauteous f orms of things: —
We murder to dissect.
Enough of Science and of Art;
Close up those barren leaves;
30
Come forth, and bring with you a heart
That watches and receives.
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THE COMPLAINT
THE COMPLAINT
OF A FORSAKEN INDIAN WOMAN

1798. 1798
Written at Alfoxden, where I read Heame's
Joumey with deep interest. It was composed
for the volume of Lyrical Ballads.
When a Northern Indian, from siekness, is
unable to continue his joumey with his companions, he is left behind, covered orer with
deer-skins, and is supplied with water, food, and
fuel, if the situation of the plaee wilí afford it.
He Í3 informed of the track which his companions intend to pursue, and if he be unable to
follow, or oTertake thera, he perishes alone in
the desert; unless he should have the good fortune to fali in with some other tribes of In»
dians. The females are equally, or still more,
exposed to the same fate. See that very interestingwork Heaknk's Joumey from IIudson's
Bay to the Northern Ocean. In the high northern latitudes, as the same writer informs us,
when the northem lights vary their position in
the air, they inake a rustling and a craekling
noise, as alluded to in the foUowing poem.
I
Before I see another day,
Oh let my body die away !
In sleep í heard the northern gleams;
The stars, they were among my dreams;
In rustling conflict through the skies,
I heard, I saw the flashes drive,
And yet they are upon my eyes,
And yet I am alive;
Before I see another day,
Oh let my body die away !
10
II
My fire is dead: it knew no pain;
Yet is it dead, and I remain:
Ali stifE with ice the ashes lie;
And they are dead, and I will die.
When I was well, I wished to live.
For clothes, for warmth, for food, and fire;
But they to me no joy can give,
No pleasm^e now, and no desire.
Then here contented will I lie !
Alone, I cannot fear to die.
20
III
Alas ! ye might have dragged me on
Another day, a single one !
Too soon I yielded to despair;
\Vhy did ye listen to my prayer ?

When ye were gone my limbs were stronger;
And oh, how grievously I rue,
That, afterwards, a little longer,
My friends, I did not follow you !
For strong and without pain I lay,
Dear friends, when ye were gone away. jo
IV
My Child ! they gave thee to another,
A woman who was not thy mother.
When from my arms laj Babe they took,
On me how strangely did he look !
Through his whole body something ran,
A most strange workiug did I see;
— As if he strove to be a man,
That he might pull the sledge for me:
And then he stretched his arms, how wild !
Oh mercy ! like a helpless child.
40
V
My little joy ! my little pride !
In two days more I must have died.
Then do not weep and grieve for me;
I feel I must have died with thee.
0 wind, that o'er my head art flying
The way my friends their course did
bend,
1 should not feel the pain of dying,
Could I with thee a message send;
Too soon, my friends, ye went away;
For I had many things to say.
50
VI
I '11 follow you acroBS the snow;
Ye travei heavily and slow;
In spite of ali my weary pain
I '11 look upon your tents again.
— My fire is dead, and snowy white
The water which beside it stood:
The wolf has come to me to-night.
And he has stolen away my food.
For ever left alone am I;
Then wherefore should I fear to die ? 60
VII
Young as I am, my course is run,
I shall not see another sun;
I cannot lift my limbs to know
If they have any life or no.
My poor forsaken Child, if I
For once could have thee dose to me,
With happy heart I then would die.
And my last thought would happy be;
But thou, dear Babe, art far away,
Nor shall I see another day.
70

THE LAST OF THE FLOCK
THE LAST OF THE FLOCK
1798. 1798
Produced at the same time and for the same
purpose. The incident oceurred in the vUlage
of Holford, dose by Alfoxden.
In distant countries have I been,
And yet I have not often seen
A healthy man, a man full grown,
Weep in the publio roads, alone.
But such a one, on English ground,
And in the broad highway, I met;
Along the broad highway he came,
His cheeks with tears were wet:
Stnrdy he seemed, though he was sad;
And in his arms a Lamb he had.
He saw me, and he tumed aside,
As if he wished himself to hide:
And with his coat did theu essay
To wipe those briny tears away.
I followed him, and said, " My friend,
What ails you ? wherefore weep you so ? "
— " Shame ou me, Sir ! this lusty Lamb,
He makes my tears to flow.
To-day I fetehed liim from the rock;
He is the last of ali my flock.
20
" When I was yomig, a single man,
And after youthful follies ran,
Though little given to care and thought,
Yet, so it was, an ewe I bought;
And other sheep from her I raise"d,
As healthy sheep as you might see;
And then I married, and was rich
As I could wish to be;
Of sheep I numbered a full score,
And eyery year increased my store.
30
"Year after year my stock it grew;
And from this one, this single ewe,
Full fifty comely sheep I raised,
As fine a floek as ever grazed !
Upon the Quantock hills they fed;
They throve, and we at home did thrive:
— This lusty Lamb of ali my store
Is ali that is alive;
And now I care not if we die.
And perish ali of poverty.

" Six Children, Sir ! had I to feed;
Hard labour in a time of need !
My pride was tamed, and in our grief
I of the Parish asked relief.
They said, I was a wealthy man;
My sheep upon the uplands fed.
And it was flt that thence I took
Whereof to buy us bread.
' Do this: how can we give to you,'
They cried, ' what to the poor is due ?' 50
VI
" I sold a sheep, as they had said,
And bought my little children bread.
And they were healthy with their food,
For me — it never did me good.
A woeful time it was for me.
To see the end of ali my gains,
The pretty flock which I had reared
With ali my care and pains,
To see it melt like snow away —
For me it was a woeful day.
00
VII
" Another still! and still another !
A little lamb, and then its mother !
It was a vein that never stopped —
Like blood - drops from my heart they
dropped.
Till thirtjr were not left alive
They dwmdled, dwindled, one by one,
And I may say, that many a time
I wished they ali were gone —
Reekless of what might come at last
Were but the bitter struggle past.
70
" To wicked deeds I was inclined,
And wicked fancies crossed my mind;
And every man I chanced to see,
I thought he knew some ill of me:
No peace, no comfort could I fmd,
No ease, within doors or without;
And, crazily and wearily
I went my work about;
And oft was moved to flee from home, 71.
And hide my head where wild beasts roam.
" Sir ! 't was a precious flock to me
As dear as my own children be;
For daily with my growing store
I loved my children more and more.
Alas ! it was an evil time;
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God cursed me in my sore distress;
I prayed, yet every day I thought
I loved my children less;
And every week, and every day,
My flock it seemed to melt away.

Old Susan, she who dwells alone,
Is sick, and makes a piteous moan
As if her very life would fail.

2<r

There 's not a house within a mUe,
No hand to help them in distress;
Old Susan lies ar-bed in pain.
And sorely puzzled are the twain,
For what she ails they cannot guess.

" They dwindled, Sir, sad sight to see !
From ten to five, from flve to three,
A lamb, a wether, and a ewe; —
And then at last from three to two;
And, of my fifty, yesterday
I had but only one:
And here it lies upon my arm,
Alas ! and I have none; —
To-day I fetched it from the rock;
It is the last of ali my flock."

And Betty's husband 's at the wood,
Where by the week he doth abide,
A woodman in the distant vale;
There 's none to help poor Susan Gale; 30
What must be done ? what will betide ?

THE IDIOT BOY
1798. 1798
The last stanza — " The Cocks did crow towhoo, to-whoo, And the sun did shine so cold "
— waa the foundation of the whole. The words
were reported to me by my dear friend, Thomas
Poole; but I have since heard the same repeated
of other Idiots. Let me add that this long poem
was composed in the grovea of Alfoxden, almost
extempore; not a word, I believe, being corrected, though one stanza was omitted. I mention this in gratitude to those happy moments,
for, in truth, I never wrote anything with so
much glee.

And Betty from the lane has fetched
Her Pony, that is mild and good;
Whether he be in joy or pain,
Feeding at will along the lane,
Or bringing faggots from the wood.
And he is ali in travelling trim, —
And, by the moonlight, Betty Foy
Has on the well-girt saddle set
(The like was never heard of yet)
Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy.

40

And he must post without delay
Across the bridge and through the dale.
And by the church, and o'er the down,
To bring a Doctor from the town,
Or she will die, old Susan Gale.

'T 18 eight o'olock, — a olear March night,
The moon is up, — the sky is blue,
The owlet, in the moonlight air,
Shonts from nobody knows where;
He lengthens out his lonely shout,
Halloo ! halloo ! a long halloo !

There is no need of boot or spur,
There is no need of whip or wand;
For Johnny has his holly-bough.
And with a hurly-burly now
50
He sliakes the green bough in his hand.

— Why bustle thus about yonr door,
What means this bustle, Betty Foy ?
Why are you in this mighty fret ?
And why on horseback have you set
Him wbom you love, your Idiot Boy ?

And Betty o'er and o'er has told
The Boy, who is her best delight,
Both what to follow, what to shun,
What do, and what to leave undone,
How turn to left, and how to right.

10

Scarcely a soul is out of bed;
Good Betty, put him dowu again;
Hia lips with joy they burr at you;
But, Betty ! what has he to do
With stirrup, saddle, or with rein ?

And Betty's most especial charge,
Was, " Johnny ! Johnny ! mind that you
Come home again, nor stop at ali, —
Come home again, whate'er befall,
60
My Johnny, do, I pray you do."

But Betty 's bent on her intent;
For her good neighbour, Susan Gale,

To this did Johnny answer make,
Both with his head and with his hand.
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And proudiy shook the bridle too;
And then ! his words were not a few,
Which Betty well oould understand.

That, should he lose his eyes and ears,
And should he live a thousand years,
i to
He never will be out of humour.

And now that Johimy is just going,
Though Betty 's in a mighty Surry,
She gently pats the Pony's side,
On which her Idiot Boy must ride,
And seems no longer in a hurry.

But then he is a horse that thinks !
And when he thinks, his pace is slack;
Now, though he knows poor Johnny well,
Yet, for his life, he cannot tell
What he has got upon his back.

70

But when the Pony moved his legs,
Oh ! then for the poor Idiot Boy !
For joy he cannot hold the bridle,
For joy his head and heels are idle,
He 's idle ali for very joy.

So through the moonlight lanes they go.
And far into the moonlight dale,
And by the church, and o'er the down.
To bring a Doctor from the town,
120
To comfort poor old Susan Gale.

And while the Pony moves his legs,
In Johnny's left hand you may see
The green bough motionless and dead:
The Moon that shines above his head
Is not more still and mute than he.

And Betty, now at Susan's side,
Is in the middle of her story,
What speedy help her Boy will bring,
With many a most diverting thing,
Of Johnny'3 wit, and Johnny's glory.

80

His heart it was so full of glee,
That till full fifty yards were gone,
He quite forgot his holly whip,
And ali his skill in horsemanship:
Oh ! happy, happy, happy John.

And Betty, still at Susan's side,
By this time is not quite so ílurried:
Demure with porringer and plate
She sits, as if in Susan's fate
Her life and soul were buried.

And while the Mother, at the door,
Stands flxed, her face with joy o'erflows,
Proud of herself, and proud of him,
She sees him in his travelling trim,
go
How quietly her Johnny goes.

But Betty, poor good woman ! she,
You plainly in her face may read it,
Could lend out of that momenfs store
Five years of happiness or more
To any that might need it.

The silenoe of her Idiot Boy,
What hopes it sends to Betty's heart!
He 's at the guide-post — he turns right;
She watches till he 's out of sight.
And Betty will not then depart.

But yet I guess that now and then
With Betty ali was not so well;
And to the road she tums her ears,
And thence full many a sound she hears, 140
Which she to Susan will not tell.

Burr, burr — now Johnny's lips they burr,
As loud as any mill, or near it;
Meek as a lamb the Pony moves,
And Johnny makes the noise he loves, 100
And Betty listens, glad to hear it.

Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans;
" As sure as there 's a moon in heaven,"
Cries Betty, "he '11 be back again;
They '11 both be here — 't is almost ten —
Both will be here before eleven."

Away she hies to Susan Gale:
Her Messenger 's in merry tune;
The owlets hoot, the owlets curr.
And Johnny's lips they burr, burr, burr.
As on he goes beneath the moon.

Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans;
The clock gives warning for eleven;
'T is on the stroke — " He must be near,"
Quoth Betty, " and will soou be here, 150
As sure as there 's a moon in heaven."

His steed and he right well agree;
For of this Pony there 's a rumour,

The clock is on the stroke of twelve.
And Johnny is not yet in sight:

130
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— The Moon 's in heaven, as Betty sees,
But Betty is not quite at ease;
And Susan has a dreadful night.

Then ofp she hies; but with a prayer
That God poor Susan's life would spare, 200
Till she comes back again.

And Betty, half an hour ago,
On Johnny vile reflections cast:
" A little idle sauntering Thing !"
With other names, an endless string;
But now that time is gone and past.

So, through the moonlight lane she goes,
And far into the moonlight dale;
And how she ran, and how she walked,
And ali that to herself she talked,
Would surely be a tedious tale.

i6o

And Betty 's drooping at the heart,
That happy time ali past and gone,
" How can it be he is so late ?
The Doctor, he has made him wait;
Susan ! they '11 both be here anon."

In high and low, above, below,
In great and small, in round and square,
In tree and tower was Johnny seen,
In bush and brake, in black and green; 210
'T was Johnny, Johnny, every where.

And Susan 's growing worse and worse,
And Betty 's in a sad quandaryAnd then there 's nobody to say
If she must go, or she must stay !
170
— She 's in a sad quandary.

And while she crossed the bridge, there
came
A thought with which her heart is sore —
Johnny perhaps his horse forsook.
To hunt the moon within the brook,
And never will be heard of more.

The clock is on the stroke of ene;
But neither Doctor nor his Guide
Appears along the moonlight road;
There 's neither horse nor man abroad,
And Betty 's stül at Susan's side.

Now is she high upon the down,
Alone amid a prospect wide;
There 's neither Johnny nor his Horse
Among the fern or in the gorse;
There 's neither Doctor nor his Guide.

And Susan now begins to fear
Of sad misohances not a few:
That Johnny may perhaps be drowned,
Or lost, perhaps, and never found;
180
Which they must both for ever rue.

" O saints ! what is become of him ?
Perhaps he 's climbed into an oak,
Where he will stay till he is dead;
Or, sadly he has been misled.
And joined the wandering gipsy-folk.

She prefaced half a hint of this
With, " God forbid it should be true !"
At the first word that Susan said
Cried Betty, rising from the bed,
" Susan, I 'd gladly stay with you.

" Or him that wicked Pony 's carried
To the dark cave, the goblin's hall;
Or in the castle he 's pursuing
Among the ghosts his own undoing;
Or playing with the waterfall."

"I must be gone, I must away:
Consider, Johnny 's but half-wise;
Susan, we must take care of him,
If he is hurt in life or limb " —
" Oh God forbid ! " poor Susan cries.

At poor old Susan then she railed,
While to the town she posts away;
" If Susan had not been so ill.
Alas ! I should have had him still,
My Johnny, till my dying day."

190
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" What can I do ? " says Betty, going,
" What can I do to ease your pain ?
Good Susan tell me, and I '11 stay;
I fear you 're in a dreadful way,
But I shall soon be back again."

Poor Betty, in this sad distemper,
The Doctor's self could hardly spare:
Unworthy things she talked, and wUd;
Even he, of cattle the most mild,
240
The Pony had his share.

" Nay, Betty, go ! good Betty, go !
There 's nothing that can ease my pain."

But now she 's fairly in the town.
And to the Doctor's door she hies;
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Tis silence ali 011 erery side;
The town so long, the town so wide,
Is silent as the skies.

Fond lovers ! yet not quite hob nob,
They lengthen out the tremulous sob,
That eohoes far from hill to hill.

And now she 's at the Doctor's door,
She lifts the knocker, rap, rap, rap;
The Doetor at the casement shows
His glimmering eyes that peep and doze !
And one hand rubs his old night-cap. 251

Poor Betty now has lost ali hope,
Her thoughts are bent on deadly sin,
A green-grown pond she just has past,
And from the brink she hurries fast,
Lest she should drown berself therein.

"O

And now she sits her down and weeps;
Such tears she never shed before;
" Oh dear, dear Pony ! my sweet joy !
Oh earry back my Idiot Boy !
300
And we will ne'er o'erload thee more."

Doetor! Doetor! where 's my
johnny ?"
" I 'm here, what is 't you wamt with me ? "
" O Sir ! you know I 'm Betty Foy,
And I have lost my poor dear Boy,
You know him — him you often see;
" He 's not so wise as some f olks be: "
" The devil take his wisdom ! " said
The Doetor, looking somewhat grim,
" What, Woman ! should I know of him ? "
And, grumbling, he went baek to bed ! 261

A thought is come into her bead:
The Pony he is mild and good,
And we have always used him well;
Perhaps he 's gone along the deli.
And carried Johnny to the wood.

" O woe is me ! O woe is me ! '
Here will I die; here will I die;
I thought to flnd my lost one here,
But he is neither far nor near,
Oh ! what a wretched Mother I! "

Then up she springs as if on wings;
She thinks no more of deadly sin;
If Betty fifty ponds should see,
The last of ali her thoughts would be
To drown herself therein.

She stops, she stands, she looks about;
Whieh way to turn she cannot tell.
Poor Betty ! it would ease her pain
If she had heart to knock again;
270
— The clock strikes three —• a dismal knell!

O Reader ! now that I might tell
What Johnny and his Horse are doing,
What they Ve been doing ali this time,
Oh could I put it into rhyme,
A most delightful tale pursuing !

Then up along the town she hies,
No wonder if her senses fail;
This piteous news so much it shoeked her,
She quite forgot to send the Doetor,
To comfort poor old Susan Gale.

Perhaps, and no unlikely thought!
He with his Pony now doth roam
The cliffs and peaks so high that are.
To lay his hands upon a star,
And in his pocket bring it home.

And now she 's high upon the down.
And she can see a mile of road:
" O cruel! I 'm almost threescore;
Such night as this was ne'er before,
There 's not a single soul abroad."

Perhaps he 's turned himself about,
His face unto his horse's tail.
And, still and mute, in wonder lost,
Ali silent as a horseman-ghost,
He traveis slowly down the vale.
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She listens, but she cannot hear
The foot of horse, the voice of man;
The streams with softest sound are flowing,
The grass you almost hear it growing,
You hear it now, if e'er you ean.

And now, perhaps, is hunting sheep,
A flerce and dreadful huuter he;
Yon valley, now so trim and green,
In five months' time, should he be seen, 33»
A desert wildemess will be !

The owlets through the long blue night
Are shouting to each other still:

Perhaps, with head and heels on fire,
And like the very soul of evil.
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I cannot tell; but wfiile he laughs,
Betty a drunken pleasure quaffs
To hear again her Idiot Boy.

He 's galloping away, away,
And so will gallop on for aye,
The bane of ali that dread the devil!
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And now she 's at the Pony's tail,
I to the Muses have been bound
These fourteen years, by strong indentures. And now is at the Pony's head, —
O gentle Muses ! let me tell
On that side now, and now on this;
But half of what to him befell;
340 And, almost stifled with her bliss,
He surely met with strange adventures.
A few sad tears does Betty shed.
O gentle Muses ! is this kind ?
Why will ye thus my suit repel ?
Why of your further aid bereave me ?
And can ye thus unfriended leave me,
Ye Muses ! whom I love so well ?

She kisses o'er and o'er again
Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy;
She 's happy here, is happy there,
She is uneasy every where;
Her limbs are ali alive with joy.

Who 's yon, that, near the waterfall,
Which thuuders down with headlong force,
Beneath the moon, yet shiniiig fair,
As careless as if nothing were,
350
Sits upright on a feeding horse ?

She pats the Pony, where or when
She knows not, happy Betty Foy I
The little Pony glad may be,
But he is milder far than she,
You hardly can perceive his joy.

Unto his horse — there feeding free,
He seems, I think, the rein to give;
Of moon or stars he takes no lieed;
Of such we in romances read:
— 'T is Johnny ! Johnny ! as I live.

" Oh ! Johnny, never mind the Doctor;
You 've done your best, and that is ali: "
She took the reins, when this was said,
And gently turned the Pony's head
400
From the loud waterfall.

And that 's the very Pony, too !
Where is she, where is Betty Foy ?
She hardly can sustain her fears;
The roaring waterfall she hears,
And oannot find her Idiot Boy.

By this the stars were almost gone,
The moon was setting on the hill,
So pale you scarcely looked at her:
The little birds began to stir,
Though yet their tongues were still.
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Your Pony's worth his weight in gold:
Then calm your terrors, Betty Foy !
She 's coming from among the trees.
And now ali full in view she sees
Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy.

The Pony, Betty, and her Boy,
Wind slowly through the woody dale;
And who is she, betimes abroad,
That hobbles up the steep rough road ? 410
Who is it, but old Susan Gale ?

And Betty sees the Pony too:
Why stand you thus, good Betty Foy ?
It is no goblin, 't is no ghost,
'T is he whom you so long have lost
370
He whom you love, your Idiot Boy.

Long time lay Susan lost in thought;
And many dreadful fears beset her,
Both for her Messenger and Nurse;
And, as her mind grew worse and worse,
Her body — it grew better.

She looks again — her arms are up —
She screams •— she cannot move for joy;
She darts, as with a torrenfs force,
She almost has o'erturned the Horse,
And fast she holds her Idiot Boy.

She turned, she tossed herself in bed,
On ali sides doubts and terrors met her;
Point after point did she discuss;
And, while her mind was flghting thus, 420
Her body still grew better.

And Johnny burrs, and laughs aloud;
Whether in cunning or in joy

" Alas ! what is become of them ?
I These fears can never be endured;
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I '11 to the wood." — The word scarce said,
Did Susan rise np from her bed,
As if by magic cured.

little volume of which so much has been said
in these Notes. — (The Lyrical Ballads, as first
published at Bristol by Cottle.)

Away she goes up hill and down,
And to the wood at length is come;
She spies her Friends, she shouts a greet™g;
Oh me ! it is a merry meetmg
430
As ever was in Christendom.

Five years have past; flve summers, with
the length
Of five long winters ! and again I heax
These waters, rolling from their mountainsprings
With a soft inland murmur. — Once again
Do I behold these steep and lofty clififs,
That on a wild seoluded scene impress
Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect
The landscape with the quiet of the sky.
The day is come when I again repose
Here, under this dark sycamore, and view 10
These plots of cottage-ground, these
orchard-tufts,
Which at this season, with their unripe
fruits,
Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves
'Mid groves and copses. Once again I see
These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little
lines
Of sportive wood run wild: these pastoral
farms,
Green to the very door; and vsrreaths of
smoke
Sent up, in sUence, from among the trees !
With some uncertain notice, as might seem
Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless
woods,
20
Or of some Hermifs cave, where by his fire
The Hermit sits alone.
These beauteous forms,
Through a long absence, have not been to
me
As is a landscape to a blind man's eye:
But oft, in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet,
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart;
And passing even into my purer mind,
With tranquil restoration: — feelings too 30
Of unremembered pleasure: such, perhaps.
As have no slight or trivial influence
On that best portion of a good man's life,
His little, nameless, unremembered, acts
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust.
To them I may have owed another gift,
Of aspect more sublime; that blessed
mood,
In which the burthen of the mystery,

The owls have hardly sung their last,
While our four travellers homeward wend;
The owls have hooted ali night long,
And with the owls began my song,
And with the owls must end.
For whUe they ali were travelling home,
Cried Betty, " Tell us, Johnny, do,
Where ali this long night you have been,
What you have heard, what you have
seen:
440
And, Johnny, mind you tell us true."
Now Johnny ali night long had heard
The owls in tuneful eoncert strive;
No doubt too he the moon had seen;
For in the moonlight he had been
From eight o'clock till five.
And thus, to Betty's question, he
Made answer, like a traveller bold,
(His very words I give to you,)
" The cocks did crow to-whoo, to-whoo, 450
And the sun did shine so cold ! "
— Thus answered Johnny in his glory.
And that was ali his travel's story.
LINES
COMPOSED A FEW MILES ABOVE TINTERN
ABBEY, ON REVISITING THE BANKS OF
THE WYE DURING A TOUR. JULY I3,
1798
1798. 1798
No põem of mine was composed under circumstances more pleasant for me to remember
than this. I began it upon leaving Tintem,
after crossing the Wye, and coiicluded it jnst
as I was entering Bristol in the evening, after
a rambls of four or fire days, with my Sister.
Not a Une of it was altered, and not any part
of it written down till I reached Bristol. It
was pnblished almost immediately after in the
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In which the heavy and the weary weight
Of ali this unintelligible world,
40
Is lightened: — that serene and blessed
mood,
In which the affectiong gently lead us on, —
Until, the breath of this corporeal frame
And even the motion of our human blood
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep
In body, and become a living soul:
While with an eye made quiet by the power
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,
We see into the life of thüigs.
If this
Be but a vain belief, yet, oh ! how oft — 50
In darkness and amid the many shapes
Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir
Unprofltable, and the fever of the world,
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart —
How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee,
0 sylvan Wye ! thou wauderer thro' the
woods,
How often has my spirit turned to thee !
And now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought,
With many recognitions dim and faint,
And somewhat of a sad perplexity,
60
The picture of the mind revives again:
WhUe here I stand, not only with the sense
Of present pleasure, but with pleasing
thoughts
That in this moment there is life and food
For future years. And so I dare to hope,
Though changed, no doubt, from what I
was when first
1 carne among these hills; when like a roe
I bounded o'er the mountains, by the
sides
Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams,
Wherever nature led: more like a man 70
Flying from something that he dreads,
than one
Who sought the thúig he loved. For na^
ture then
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days,
And their glad animal movements ali gone
by)
To me was ali in ali. — I cannot pamt ■
What then I was. The sounding cataract
Haimted me like a passion: the tall rock,
The mouaitain, and the deep and gloomy
wood,
Their colours and their forms, were then
to me
An appetite; a feeling and a love,
80
That had no need of a remoter charm.

I^ thought supplied, nor any interest
üiiborrowed from the eye. — That time is
past,
And ali its aching joys are now no more,
And ali its dizzy raptures. Not for this
Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur; other
gifts
Have followed; for such loss, I would believe,
Abundant recompense. For I have
learned
To look on nature, not as in the hour
Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes
90
The stUl, sad music of humanity,
Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample
power
To chasten and subdue. And I have felt
A presenee that disturbs me with the joy
; Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime
; Of something far more deeply interfused,
; Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,
j And the round ocean and the living air,
' And the bine sky, and in the mind of man;
A motion and a spirit, that impeis
100
Ali thinking things, ali objects of ali
thought,
And rolls through ali things. Therefore
am I still
A lover of the meadows and the woods.
And mountains; and of ali that we behold
From this green earth; of ali the mighty
world
Of eye, and ear, — both what they half
create.
And what perceive; well pleased to recognise
In nature and the language of the sense,
The anchor of my purest thoughts, the
nurse,
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and
soul
iio
Of ali my moral being.
Nor perchance,
If I were not thus taught, should I the
more
Suffer my genial spirits to decay:
For thou art with me here upon the banks
Of this fair river; thou my dearest Friend,
My dear, dear Friend; and in thy voice I
catch
The language of my former heart, and
read
My former pleasures in the shooting lights
Of thy wild eyes. Oh ! yet a little while
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May I behold in thee what I was once, 120 THE OLD CUMBERLAND BEGGAR
My dear, dear Sister ! and this prayer I
1798. 1800
make,
Knowing that Nature never did betray
Obserred, and with great benefit to my
The heart that loved her; 'tis her privi- own heart, when I was a child: written at
lege,
Eacedown and Alfoxden in my twenty-third
Through ali the years of this our life, to year. The political economista were about that
time
beginning' their war upon mendieity in ali
lead
its forms, and by implication, if not directly,
From joy to joy: for she can so inform
on alms-giving also. This heartleas process has
The mind that is within us, so impress
been earried as far as it can go by the amended
With quietness and beauty, and so feed
poor-law bill, though the inhumanity that preWith lofty thoughts, that neither evil vails
in this measnre is somewhat disguised by
tongues,
the profession that one of its objeets is to throw
Rash judgments, uor the sneers of selfish the poor upon the voluntary donations of their
men,
neighbours; that is, if rightly interpreted, to
líor greetings where no kindness is, nor ali force them into a condition between relief in
The dreary intercourse of daily life,
131 the Union poorhouse, and alms robbed of their
Christian grace and spirit, as beiug forced raShall e'er prevail against us, or disturb
Our oheerful faith, that aÜ which we be- ther from the benevolent than given by them^
while
the avarieious and selfish, and ali in fact
hold
the humane and charitable, are at liberty
Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon hut
to keep ali they possess from their distressed
Shine on thee in thy solitary walk;
brethren.
And let the misty monntain-winds be free
To blow against thee: and, in after years,
The class of Beggars, to which the Old Man
\Vhen these wild ecstasies shall be matured here described belongs, will probably soon be
extinct. It consisted of poor, and, mostly, old
Into a sober pleasure; when thy mind
Shall be a mansion for ali lovely forms, 140 and infirm persons, who confined themselves to
a stated round in their neighbourhood, and had
Thy memory be as a dwelling-place
fixed days, on which, at different houses,
For ali sweet sounds and harmonies; oh ! certain
they regularly received alms, sometimes in
then,
money, but mostly in provisions.
If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief,
Should be thy portion, with what healing I 8AW an aged Beggar in my walk;
thoughts
And he was seated, by the highway side,
Of tender joy wUt thou remember me.
On a low structure of rude masonry
And these my exhortations ! Nor, per- Built at the foot of a huge hill, that they
chance —
Who lead their horses down the steep rough
If I should be where I no more can hear
road
Thy voice, nor catch from thy wUd eyes May thence remount at ease. The aged
these gleams
Man
Of past existence — wilt thou then forget
Had placed his staií across the broad smooth
That on the banks of this delightful stream
stone
We stood together; and that I, so long 151 That overlays the pile; and, from a bag
A worshipper of Nature, hither came
Ali white with flour, the dole of village
ünwearied in that service: rather say
dames,
With warmer love — oh ! with far deeper He drew his scraps and fragments, one by
zeal
one;
10
Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then for- And scanned them with a iíxed and serious
get,
look
That after many wanderings, many years
Of idle eomputation. In the sun,
Of absence, these steep woods and lofty Upon the seeond step of that small pile,
clifEs,
Surrounded by those wild unpeopled hiíls,
And this green pastoral landscape, were to He sat, and ate his food in solitude:
me
And ever, scattered from his palsied hand,
More dear, both for themselves and for thy That, still attempting to prevent the waste,
sake !
Was baffled still, the crumbs in little showers

^
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Fell on the ground; and the small mountain
birds,
Not venturing yet to peck their destined
meai,
20
Approached withiii the length of half his
staff.
Him from my childhood have I known;
and then
He was so old, he seems not older now;
He traveis ou, a solitary Man,
So helpless in appearance, tliat for him
The samitering Horseman throws not with
a slack
And careless hand his alms upon the ground,
But stops, — that he may safely lodge the
coin
Withiii the old Man's hat; nor quits him so,
But still, wheu he has given his horse the
rein,
30
Watches the aged Beggar with a look
Sidelong, and half-reverted. She who teuds
The toll-gate, when in summer at her door
She turns her wheel, if on the road she sees
The aged beggar coming, quits her work,
And lifts the latch for hhn tliat he may pass.
The post-boy, when his rattlmg wheels o'ertake
The aged Beggar in the woody lane,
Shouts to him from behind; and if, thus
warned,
The old mau does not change his course,
the boy
40
Turns with less noisy wheels to the roadside,
And passes gently by, without a curse
Upon his lips, or anger at his heart.
He traveis on, a solitary Man;
His age has no companion. On the ground
His eyes are turned, and, as he moves along
They move along the ground; and, evermore,
Instead of common and habitiial sight 48
Of fields with rural works, of hill and dale,
And the blue sky, one little span of earth
Is ali his prospeet. Thus, from day to day,
Bow-bent, his eyes for ever on the ground,
He plies his weary journey; seeing still,
And seldom knowing that he sees, some
straw,
Some scattered leaf, or marks whieh, in one
track,
The nails of cart or ohariot-wheel have left
Impressed on the white road, — in the same
line,
At distance stUl the same. Poor Traveller !
His staff trails with him; scarcely do his foet

Distnrb the summer dust; he is so still 60
In look and motion, that the cottage curs,
Ere he has passed the door, will turn away,
Weary of barking at him. Boys and girls,
The vacant and the busy, maids and youths,
And urchins newly breeehed — ali pass him
by:
Him even the slow-paced waggon leaves
behind.
But deem not this Man useless. — Statesmen ! ye
Who are so restless in your wisdom, ye
Who have a broom still ready in your hands
To rid the world of nuisauces; yeproud, 70
Heart-swoln, while in your pride ye contemplate
Your talents, power, or wisdom, deem him
not
A burthen of the earth ! 'T is Natuie's law
That none, the meanest of created things,
Or forms created the most vile and brute,
The dullest or most noxious, should exist
Divorced from good — a spirit and pulse of
good,
A life and soul, to every mode of being
Inseparably linked. Then be assured
That least of ali can aught —that ever
owned
80
The heaven-regarding eye and front sublime
Which mau is born to — sink, howe'er depressed,
So low as to be scorned without a sin;
Without ofEence to God cast out of view;
Like the dry remnant of a garden-flower
Whose seeds are shed, or as an implement
Worn out and worthless. While from door
to door,
This old Man creeps, the villagers in him
Behold a reeord which together binds
Past deeds and offices of charity,
90
Else unremembered, and so keeps alive
The kindly mood in hearts which lapse of
years,
And that half-wisdom half-experience gives,
Make slow to feel, and by sure steps resign
To selfishness and cold oblivious cares.
Among the farms and solitary huts,
Hamlets and thinly-scattered villages,
Where'er the aged Beggar takes his rounds,
The mild necessity of use compels
To acts of love; and habit does the work
Of reason; yet prepares that after-joy loi
Which reason cherishes. And thus the soul,
By that sweet taste of pleasure impursued.
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Doth flnd herself insensibly disposed
To virtue and true goodness.
Some there are,
By their good works exalted, lofty minds
And meditative, authors of delight
And happiness, which to the end of time
Will live, and spread, and kindle: even such
minds
In childhood, from this solitary Being, no
Or from like wanderer, haply have received
(A thing more precious far than ali that
books
Or the solicitudes of love can do !)
That flrst mild touch of sympathy and
thought,
In which they found their kindred with a
world
Where want and sorrow were. The easy
man
Who sits at his own door, —and, like the
pear
That overhangs his head from the green
wall,
Feeds in the sunshine; the robust and young,
The prosperous and imthinking, they who
live
120
Sheltered, and flourish in a little grove
Of their own kindred; — ali behold in him
A silent monitor, which on their minds
Must needs impress a transitory thought
Of self-congratulation, to the heart
Of each reealling his peculiar boons,
His charters and exemptions; and, perchance,
Though he to no one give the fortitude
And circumspection needful to preserve
His present blessings, and to husband up
The respite of the season, he, at least, 131
And 't is no vulgar service, makes them felt.
Yet further.
Many, I believe, there
are
Who live a life of virtuous decency,
Men who can hear the Decalogue and feel
No self-reproaeh; who of the moral law
Established in the land where they abide
Are strict observers; and not negligent
In acts of love to those with whom they
dwell,
Their kindred, and the children of their
blood.
140
Praise be to such, and to their slumbers
peace !
— But of the poor man ask, the abject poor;
Go, and demand of him, if there be here
In this cold abstinence from evil deeds.
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And these inevitable charities,
Where with to satisfy the human soul ?
No — man is dear to man; the poorest poor
Long for some moments in a weary life
When they can know and feel that they
have been,
Themselves, the fathers and the dealers-out
Of some small blessings; have been kind to
such
151
As needed kindness, for this single cause,
That we have ali of us one himian heart.
— Suchpleasure is to one kind Being known,
My neighbour, when with punctual care,
each week
Duly as Friday comes, though pressed herself
By her own wants, she from her store of
meai
Takes one imsparing handful for the scrip
Of this old Mendicant, and, from her do<jp
Returning with exhUarated heart,
160
Sits by her fire, and builds her hope in
heaven.
Then let him pass, a blessing on his head !
And whUe in that vast solitude to which
The tide of things has borne him, he appears
To breathe and live but for himself alone,
Unblamed, uninjured, let him bear about
The good which the benignant law of
Heaven
Has hung around him: and, while life is his,
Still let him prompt the unlettered vülagers
To tender offices and pensive thoughts. 170
— Then let liim pass, a blessing on his
head !
And, long as he can wander, let him breathe
The freshness of the valleys; let his blood
Struggle with frosty air and winter snows;
And let the chartered wind that sweeps the
heath
Beat his grey locks against his withered
face.
Reverence the hope whose vital anxiousness
Gives the last human interest to his heart.
May never Hoüse, misnamed of Industry,
Make him a captive ! — for that pent-up
din,
180
Those life-consuming sounds that clog the
air,
Be his the natural silence of old age !
Let him be free of mountain solitudes;
And have around him, whether heard or not,
The pleasant melody of woodland birds.
Few are his pleasures: if his eyes have now
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Been doomed so long to settle upon earth
That not without some effort they behold
The countenance of the horizontal sun,
Kising or setting, let the light at least 190
Find a free entrance to their languid orbs.
And let him, where and when he will, sit
down
Beneath the trees, or on a grassy bank
Of highway side, and with the little birds
Share his chance-gathered meai; and,
flnally,
As in the eye of Nature he has lived,
So in the eye of Nature let him die !
ANIMAL TRANQUILLITY AND
DECAY
1798. 1798
The little hedgerow birds,
That peck along the roads, regard him uot.
He traveis on, and in his face, his step,
His gait, is one expression: every limb,
His look and bending figure, ali bespeak
A man who does not move with pain, but
moves
With thought. — He is insensibly subdued
To settled quiet: he is one by whom
Ali effort seems forgotten; one to whom
Long patience hath such mild composure
given,
That patience now doth seem a thing of
which
He hath no need. He is by nature led
To peace so perfect that the young behold
With envy, what the Old Man hamly feels.
PETER BELL
A TALE
What '8 in a Name f
Bnitus will start a Spirít as soon as Caesar !
1798. 1819
Written at Alfoxden. Founded upon an anecdote, which I read in a newspaper, of an ass
being* found hanging his head over a canal in a
wretched posture. Upon examination a dead
body was found in the water and proyed to be
the body of its master. The countenance, gait,
and figure of Peter, were taken from a wUd

rover with whom I walked from Builth, on the
river Wye, downwards nearly as far as the town
of Hay. He told me strange stories. It has
always been a pleasure to me through life to
catch at every opportunity that has occurred
in my rambles of becoming acquainted with
this class of people. The number of Peter'8
wives was taken from the trespasses in this way
of a lawless creature who lived in the county
of Durham, and used to be attended by many
women, sometimes not less than half a dozen,
as disorderly as himself. Benoni, or the child
of sorrow, I knew when I was a school-boy.
His mother had been deserted by a gentleman
in the neighbourhood, she herself being a gentlewoman by birth. The circumstances of her
story were told me by my dear old Dame,
Anne Tyson, who was her confidante. The
Lady died broken-hearted. — In the woods of
Alfoxden I used to take great delight in noticing the habits, tricks, and physiognomy of
asses ; and I have no doubt that I was thus put
upon writing the poem out of liking for the
creature that is so often dreadfully abused. —
The crescent-moon, which makes such a figure
in the prologue, assumed this character one
evening while I was watching its beauty in
front of Alfoxden House. I intended this
poem for the volume before spoken of, but it
was not published for more than twenty years
afterwards. — The worship of the Methodists
or Hanters is often heard during the stillness of
the summer evening in the country with affecting accompaniments of rural beauty. In both
the psalmody and the voice of the preacher
there is, not unfrequently, much solemnity
likely to impress the feelings of the rudest
characters under favourable circumstances.
TO
ROBERT SOUTHEY, ESQ., P.L.,
ETC. ETC.
Mr DEAB Friend,
The Tale of Peter Bell, which I now introduce to your notice, and to that of the Public, has, in its Manuscript state, nearly survived
its minority: — for it first saw the light in the
summer of 1798. During this long interval,
pains have been taken at different times to
make the production less unworthy of a favourable reception; or, rather, to fit it for filling
permanently a station, however humble, in the
Literature of our Country. This has, indeed,
been the aim of ali my endeavours in Poetry,
which, you know, have been sufficiently laborious to prove that I deem the Art not lightly
to be approached; and that the attainment of
excellence in it may laudably be made the principal object of intellectual pursuit by any man,

PETER BELL
■who, with reasonable consideration of cireumBtances, has faith iu his own impulses.
The Poem o£ Peter Bell, as the Prologue
will show, was composed under a belief that
the Imagination not only does not require for
ita exercise the interTention of supernatural
agency, but that, though such agency be excluded, the faculty may be called forth as imperiously and for kindred results of pleasure,
by incidents, within the compass of poetic probability, in the humblest departments of daily
life. Since that Prologue was written, you have
exhibited most splendid effects of judicious
daring, in the opposite and usual course. Let
this aoknowledgment make my peace with the
lovers of the supernatural; and I am persuaded
it will be admitted, that to you, as a Master in
that province of the Art, the following Tale,
•whether from contrast or congruity, is not an
unappropriate ofEering. Aceept it, then, as a
public testimony of aifectionate admiration
from one with whose name yours has been
often coupled (to use your own words) for evil
and for good; and believe me to be, with earnest wishes that life and health may be granted
you to complete the many importãnt works in
whieh you are engaged, and with high respect,
Most faithfully yours,
WlLLIAM WOKDSWOBTH.
Btdàl Moüht, April 7,1819.
PROLOGUE
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Away we go, my Boat and I —
Frail man ne'er sate in such another;
Whether among the winds we strive,
Or deep into the elouds we dive,
Each is contented with the other.
Away we go — and what care we
For treasons, tumults, and for wars ?
We are as calm in our delight
As is the crescent-moon so bright
Among the scattered stars.

30

Up goes my Boat among the stars
Through many a breathless field of light,
Through many a long blue field of ether,
Leaviug ten thousand stars beneath her:
Up goes my little Boat so bright!
The Crab, the Scorpion, and the Buli —
We pry among them ali; have shot
High o'er the red-haired race of Mars,
Covered from top to toe with sears;
Such company I like it not !
40
The towns in Saturn are decayed,
And melancholy Spectres throng them; —
The Pleiads, that appear to kiss
Each other in the vast abyss,
With joy I sail among them.
Swift Mercury resounds with mirth,
Great Jove is full of stately bowers;
But these, and ali that they eontain,
What are they to that tiny grain,
That little Earth of ours ?

Theke 's something in a flying horse,
There 's something in a huge balloon;
But through the elouds I '11 never float
Until I have a little Boat,
Shaped like the creseent-moon.

.
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And now I have a little Boat,
In shape a very creseent-moon:
Fast through the elouds my boat can sail;
But if perchanee your faith should fail,
Look up — and you shall see me soon ! lo

Then back to Earth, the dear green
Earth: —
Whole ages if I here should roam,
The world for my remarks and me
Would not a whit the better be;
I 've left my heart at home.

The woods, my Friends, are ronnd you
roaring,
Rocking and roaring like a sea;
The noise of danger 's in your ears,
And ye have ali a thousand fears
Both for my little Boat and me !

See 1 there she is, the matchless Earth !
There spreads the famed Pacific Ocean !
Old Andes thrusts yon craggy spear
Through the grey elouds; the Alps are
here,
Like waters in commotion !
60

Meanwhile untroubled I admire
The pointed horns of my eanoe;
And, did not pity touch my breast,
To see how ye are ali distrest,
Till my ribs ached, I 'd laugh at you !

Yon tawny slip is Libya's sands;
That silver thread the river Dnieper ! .
And look, where clothed in brightest green
Is a sweet Isle, of isles the Queen;
Ye fairies, from ali evil keep her !
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And see the town where I was bom !
Around those happy fields we span
In boyish gambols; — I was lost
Where I have been, but ou this coast
I feel I am a man.

70

Never did flfty things at once
Appear so lovely, never, never; —
How tunefully the forests ring !
To hear the earth's soft murmuring
Thus could I hang for ever !

" My little vagrant Form of light,
My gay and beautiful Canoe,
Well have you played your friendly part;
As kindly take what from my heart
Experience forces — then adieu !
"Temptation lurks among your words;
But, while these pleasures you 're pursuing
Without impediment or let,
No wonder if you quite forget
What on the earth is doing.
no

" Shame on you ! " eried my little Boat,
" Was ever such a homesick Loon,
Within a living Boat to sit,
And make no better use of it;
A Boat twin-sister of the crescent-moon ! 80
" Ne'er in the breast of full-grown Poet
Fluttered so faint a heart before; —
Was it the musie of the spheres
That overpowered your mortal ears ?
— Such din shall trouble them no more.

" There was a time when ali mankind
Did listen with a faith siiicere
To tuneful tongues in mystery versed;
Tàen Poets fearlessly rehearsed
The wonders of a wild career.
" Go — (but the world 's a sleepy world,
And 't is, I fear, an age too late)
Take with you some ambitious xouth !
For, restless Wanderer ! I, in truth,
Am ali unfit to be your mate.
ijo

" These nether preeinots do not lack
Charms of their own; — then come with
me;
I vfant a comrade, and for you
There 's nothing that I would not do;
Nought is there that you shall not see. 90

" Long have I loved what I behold,
The night that calms, the day that cheers;
The common growth of mother-earth
Suffices me — her tears, her mirth,
Her humblest mirth and tears.

" Haste ! and above Siberian snows
We '11 sport amid the boreal morning;
Will mingle with her lustres gliding
Among the stars, the stars now hiding,
And now the stars adoming.

" The dragon's wing, the magic ring,
I shall not covet for my dower,
If I along that lowly way
With sympathetic heart may stray,
And with a soul of pówer.

" I know the secrets of a land
Where himian foot did never stray;
Fair is that land as evening skies,
And cool, though in the depth it lies
Of burning África.

" These given, what more need I desire
To stir, to soothe, or elevate ?
What nobler marvels than the mind
May in life's daily prospect find,
May find or there create ?
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" Or we '11 into the realm of Faery,
Among the lovely shades of things;
The shadowy forms of mountains bare,
And streams, and bowers, and ladies fair,
The shades of palaces and kings !

" A potent wand doth Sorrow wield;
What spell so strong as guilty Fear !
Repentance is a tender Sprite;
If aught on earth have heavenly might,
'T is lodged within her silent tear.
150

" Or, if you thirst with hardy zeal
Less quiet regions to explore,
Prompt voyage shall to you reveal
How earth and heaven are taught to feel
The might of magic lore 1"
no

" But grant my wishes, — let us now
Descend from this ethereal height;
Then take thy way, adventurous Skilí,
More daring far than Hippogriff,
And be thy own delight!

PETER BELL
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" To the stone-table in my garden,
Loved haunt of many a summer hour,
The Squire is come: his daughter Bess
Beside hini in the cool recess
Sits blooming like a flower.
i6o

" A Potter, Sir, he was by trade,"
Said I, becoming quite collected;
" And wheresoever he appeared,
Full twenty times was Peter feared
For once that Peter was respected.

" With these are many more convened;
They know not I have been so far; —
I see them there, in number nine,
Beneath the spreading Weymouth-pine !
I see them — there they are !

" He, two-and-thirty years or more,
Had been a wild and woodland rover;
Had heard the Atlantic surges roar
On farthest Cornwall's rocky shore,
And trod the cliffs of Dover.

" There sits the Viçar and his Dame;
And there my good friend, Stephen Otter;
And, ere the light of evening fail,
To them I must relate the Tale
Of Peter Bell the Potter."
170

" And he had seen Caemarvon's towers.
And well he knew the spire of Sarum;
And he had been where Lincoln bell
Flings o'er the fen that ponderous knell —
A far-renowned alarum !

Oil flew the Boat — away she flees,
Spurning her freight with indignation !
And I, as well as I was able,
On two poor legs, toward my stone-table
Limped on with sore vexation.

" At Doncaster, at York, and Leeds,
And merry Carlisle had he been;
And ali along the Lowlands fair,
Ali through the bonnie shire of Ayr
And far as Aberdeen.

" O, here he is ! " cried little Bess —
She saw me at the garden-door;
" We 've waited anxiously and long,"
They cried, and ali around me throng,
Pull nine of them or more 1

" And he had been at Inverness;
And Peter, by the mountain-rills,
Had danced his round with Highland
lasses;
And he had lain beside his asses
On lofty Cheviot Hills:
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" Reproach me not — your fears be still —
Be thankful we again have met; —
Resume, my Friends ! within the shade
Your seats, and quickly shall be paid
The well-remembered debt."
I spake with faltering voice, like one
Not wholly rescued from the pale
Of a wild dream, or worse illusion;
But, straight, to cover my confusion,
Began the promised Tale.

190

PART FIRST
All by the moonlight river side
Groaned the poor Beast — alas ! in vain;
The staíl was raised to loftier height,
And the blows fell with heavier weight
As Peter struck — and struek again.
" Hold ! " cried the Squire, " against the
rules
Of common sense you 're surely sinning;
This leap is for us ali too bold;
Who Peter was, let that be told,
And start from the beginning."
lo
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"And he had trudged through Yorkshire
dales,
Among the rocks and winding scars ;
Where deep and low the hamlets lie
Beneath their little patch of sky
And little lot of stars:
40
" And ali along the indented coast,
Bespattered with the salt-sea foam;
Where'er a knot of houses lay
On headland, or in hollow bay; —
Sure never man like him did roam !
" As well might Peter, in the Fleet,
Have been fast bound, a begging debtor; —
He travelled here, he travelled there; —
But not the value of a hair
Was heart or head the better.
50
" He roved among the vales and streams,
In the green wood and hollow deli;
They were his dwellings night and day, —
But nature ne'er could flnd the way
Into the heart of Peter Bell.
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" In vain, through every changeful year,
Did Nature lead him as before;
A primrose by a river's brim
A yellow primrose was to him,
And it was nothiiig more.
6o

" A savage wildness round him himg
As of a dweller out of doors;
In his whole figure and his mien
A savage character was seen
Of mountains and of dreary moors.

" Small change it made on Peter 's heart
To see his gentle panniered train
With more than vernal pleasure feeding,
Where'er the tender grass was leading
Its earliest green along the lane.

"To ali the unshaped half-human thoughts
Which solitary Nature feeds
'Mid summer storms or winter's ice,
Had Peter joined whatever vice
The cruel city breeds.
no

" In vain, through water, earth, and air,
The soul of happy sound was spread,
When Peter on some April mom,
Beneath the broom or bndding thorn,
Made the warm earth his lazy bed.
70

" His face was keen as is the wind
That cuts along the hawthorn-fence; —
Of courage you saw little there,
But, in its stead, a medley air
Of cunning and of impudence.

" At noon, when, by the foresfs edge
He lay beneath the branches high,
The soft bine sky did never melt
Into his heart; he never felt
The witchery of the soft blue sky !

" He had a dark and sidelong walk.
And long and slouching was his gait;
Beneath his looks so bare and bold,
You might perceive, his spirit cold
Was playing with some inward bait.

" On a fair prospect some have looked
And felt, as I have heard them say,
As if the moving time had been
A thing as steadfast as the scene
On which they gazed themselves away. 80

"His forehead wrinkled was and furred;
A work, one half of which was done
By thinking of his ' whens ' and ' hows ; '
And half, by knitting of his brows
Beneath the glaring sun.

" Within the breast of Peter Bell
These silent raptnres fonnd no place;
He was a Carl as wild and rude
As ever hue-and-cry pursued.
As ever ran a felon's raee.

" There was a hardness in his cheek,
There was a hardness in his eye,
As if the man had fixed his face,
In many a solitary place,
Against the wind and open sky ! "

" Of ali that lead a lawless life,
Of ali that love their lawless lives,
In city or in village small,
He was the wildest far of ali; —
He had a dozen wedded wives.
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" Nay, start not! — wedded wives — and
twelve !
But how one wife oould e'er come near
him,
In simple truth I eannot tell;
For, be it said of Peter Bell,
To see him was to fear him.
" Though Nature could not touch his heart
By lovely forms, and silent weather.
And tender sounds, yet you might see
At once, that Peter Bell and she
Had often been together.
icx;
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One night, (and now my little Bcss !
We 've reached at last the promised Tale:)
One beautiful November night,
When the full moon was shiniiig bright
Upon the rapid river Swale,
Along the river's winding banks
Peter was travelling ali aloce; —
Whether to buy or sell, or led
By pleasure running in his head,
To me was never known.
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He trudged along through copse and brake,
He trudged along o'er hill and dale;
Nor for the moon cared he a tittle.
And for the stars he cared as little.
And for the murmuring river Swale.

PETER BELL
But, ehancing to espy a path
That promised to cut short the way,
As many a wiser man hath done,
He left a trusty guide for one
That might his steps betray.
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Aoross the deep and quiet spot
Is Peter driving through the grass —
And now has reached the skirting trees;
When, tuming roímd his head, he sees
A solitary Ass.

To a thiok wood he soon is brought
Where cheerily his course he weaves,
And whistling loud may yet be heard,
Though often buried, like a bird
Darkling, among the boughs and leaves.

" A Prize ! " cries Peter — but he first
Must spy about him far and near:
There 's not a single house in sight,
No woodman's hut, no cottage light —
Peter, you need not fear !
200

But quickly Peter's mood is changed,
And on he drives with oheeks that burn
In downright fury and in wrath; —
There 's little sign the treacherous path
WUl to the road return !
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There 's nothing to be seen but woods,
And roeks that spread a hoary gleam,
And this one Beast, that from the bed
Of the green meadow hangs his head
Over.the silent stream.

The path grows dim, and dimmer still;
Now up, now down, the Rover wends,
With ali the sail that he can carry,
TUl brought to a deserted quarry —
And there the pathway ends.

His head is with a halter bound;
The halter seizing, Peter leapt
Upon the Creature's back, and plied
With ready heels his shaggy side;
But stUl the Ass his station kept.

He paused — for shadows of strange shape,
Massy and black, before him lay;
But through the dark, and through the cold.
And through the yawning íissures old,
Did Peter boldly press his way
170

Then Peter gave a sudden jerk,
A jerk that from a dungeon-floor
Would have pulled up an iron ring;
But still the heavy-headed Thing
Stood just as he had stood before !

Right through the quarry; — and behold
A soene of soft and lovely hue !
Where blue and grey, and tender green,
Together make as sweet a scene
As ever human eye did view.

Quoth Peter, leaping from his seat,
" There is some plot against me laid; "
Once more the little meadow-groimd
And ali the hoary cliffs around
He cautiously surveyed.
220

Beneath the clear blue sky he saw
A little iíeld of meadow ground;
But fleld or meadow name it not;
Call it of earth a small green plot,
With roeks encompassed round.

Ali, ali is silent — roeks and woods,
Ali still and silent — far and near !
Only the Ass, with motion dull,
Upon the pivot of his skull
Turns round his long left ear.
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The Swale flowed under the grey roeks,
But he flowed quiet and unseen; —
You need a strong and stormy gale
To bring the noises of the Swale
To that green spot, so calm and green !

Thought Peter, What can mean ali this ?
Some ugly witcheraft must be here !
— Once more the Ass, with motion dull,
Upon the pivot of his skull
Turned round his long left ear.
230

And is there no one dwelling here,
No hermit with his beads and glass ?
And does no little cottage look
Upon this soft and fertile nook ?
Does no one live near this green grass ? 190

Suspicion ripened into dread;
Yet with deliberate action slow,
His staff high-raising, in the pride
Of skill, upon the sounding hide,
He dealt a sturdy blow.
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The poor Ass staggered with the shock;
And then, as if to take his ease,
In quiet vmcomplaining mood,
Upon the spot where he had stood,
Dropped gently down upon his knees: 240

Whether to cheer his coward breast,
Or that he could not break the chain,
In this serene and solemn hour,
Twined round him by demoniae power,
To the bliud work he turned again.

As gently on his side he fell;
And by the river's brink did lie;
And, while he lay like one that mourned,
The patient Beast on Peter turned
His shining hazel eye.

Among the rocks and winding crags;
Among the mountains far away;
Once more the Ass did lengthen out
More ruefully a deep-drawn shout,
289
The hard dry see-saw of his horrible bray !

'T was but one mild, reproachful look,
A look more tender than severe;
And straight in sorrow, not in dread,
He turned the eye-ball in his head
249
Towards the smooth river deep and clear.

What is there now in Peter's heart ?
Or whenee the might of this strange sound ?
The moon uneasy looked and dimmer,
The broad blue heavens appeared to glimmer.
And the rocks staggered ali around —

Upon the Beast the sapling rings;
His lank sides heaved, his limbs they
stirred;
He gave a groan, and then another,
Of that whieh went before the brother,
And then he gave a third.

From Peter's hand the sapling dropped 1
Threat has he none to execute;
" If any one should come and see
That I am here, they '11 think," quoth he,
" I 'm helping this poor dying brute." 300

Ali by the moonlight river side
He gave three miserable groans;
And not till now hath Peter seen
How gaunt the Creature is, — how lean
And sharp his staring bonés !
260

He scans the As^ from limb to limb,
And ventures now to uplift his eyes;
More steady looks the moon, and clear.
More liko themselves the rocks appear
And touch more quiet skies.

With legs stretched out and stifE he lay: —
No word of kind commiseration
Fell at the sight from Peter's tongue;
With hard contempt his heart was wrung,
With hatred and vexation.

His scorn returns — his hate revives;
He stoops the Ass's neck to seize
With malice — that again takes flight;
For in the pool a startling sight
Meets him, among the inverted trees. 310

The meagre beast lay still as death;
And Peter's lips with fury quiver;
Quoth he, " You little mulish dog,
I '11 fling your carease like a log
Head-foremost down the river ! "

Is it the moon's distorted face ?
The ghost>-like image of a cloud ?
Is it a gallows there portrayed ?
Is Peter of himself afraid ?
Is it a coftin, — or a shroud ?
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An impious oath confirmed the threat —
Whereat from the earth on whieh he lay
To ali the echoes, south and north,
And east and west, the Ass sent forth
A long and clamorous bray !

A grisly idol hewn in stone ?
Or imp from witch's lap let fali ?
Perhaps a ring of shining fairies ?
Such as pursue their feared vagaries
In sylvan bower, or haunted hall ?

This ontery, on the heart of Peter,
Seems like a note of joy to strike, —
Joy at the heart of Peter knocks;
But in the echo of the rocks
Was something Peter did not like.

Is it a flend that to a stake
Of flre his desperate self is tethering ?
Or stubborn spirit doomed to yell
In solitary ward or cell,
Ten thousand miles from ali his brethren ?
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Ne ver did pulse so quickly throb,
And never heart so loudly panted;
He looks, he caimot choose but look;
Like some one reading in a book —
A book that is enchanted.

Is lifted of a foaming surge —
Full suddenly the Ass doth rise !
330

Ah, well-aMÍay for Peter Bell!
He will be turned to iron soon,
Meet Statue for the court of Fear t
His hat is up — and every hair
Bristles, and whitens in the moon !
He looks, he ponders, looks again;
He sees a motion — hears a groan;
His eyes will burst — his heart will break —
He gives a loud and frightful shriek,
And back he falls, as if his life were
flown!
340
PART SECOND
We left our Hero in a trance,
Beneath the alders, near the river;
The Ass is by the river-side,
And, where the feeble breezes glide,
Upon the stream the moonbeams quiver.
A happy respite ! but at length
He feels the glimmering of the moon;
Wakes with glazed eye, and feebly sighing —
To sink, perhaps, where he is lying,
Into a second swoon !
10
He litts his head, he sees his staíf;
He touches — 't is to him a treasure !
Faint recoUection seems to tell
That he is yet where mortais dwell —
A thought received with languid pleasure !
His head upon his elbow propped,
Becoming less and less perplexed,
Sky-ward he looks — to roek and wood —
And then — upon the glassy flood
His wandering eye is flxed.
20
Thought he, that is the face of one
In his last sleep securely bound !
So toward the stream his head he bent,
And downward thrust his stafE, intent
The river's depth to sound.
Now — like a tempest-shattered bark,
That overwhelmed and prostrate lies,
And in a moment to the verge
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His staring bonés ali shake with joy,
And dose by Peter's side he stands:
While Peter o'er the river bends,
The little Ass his neck extends,
And fondly licks his hands.
Such life is in the Ass's eyes,
Such life is in his limbs and ears;
That Peter Bell, if he had been
The veriest coward ever seen,
Must now have thrown aside his fears.
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The Ass looks on — and to his work
Is Peter quietly resigned;
He touches here — he touches there —
And now among the dead man's hair
His sapling Peter has entwined.
He pulls — and looks — and pulls again;
And he whom the poor Ass had lost,
The man who had been four days dead,
Head-foremost from the river's bed
Uprises like a ghost!
50
And Peter draws him to dry land;
And through the brain of Peter pass
Some poignaiit twitehes, fast and faster;
"No doubt," quoth he, " he is the Master
Of this poor miserable Ass ! "
The meagre Shadow that looks on —
What would he now ? what is he doing ?
His sudden fit of joy is flown, —
He on his knees hath laid him down,
As if he were his grief renewing;
60
But no — that Peter on his back
Must mount, he shows well as he can:
Thought Peter then, come weal or woe,
I '11 do what he would have me do,
In pity to this poor drowned man.
With that resolve he boldly mounts
Upon the pleased and thankful Ass;
And then, without a momenfs stay,
That earnest Creature tumed away
Leaving the body on the grass.
Intent upon his faithful watch,
The Beast four days and nights had past;
A sweeter meadow ne'er was seen,
And there the Ass four days had been,
Nor ever once did break his fast:
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Yet flrm his step, and stout his heart;
The mead is crossed — the quarry's mouth
Is reached; but there the trusty guide
Into a thicket turns aside,
And deftly ambles towards the south. 8o

Of that intense and piercing cry
The listening Ass conjectures well;
WUd as it is, he there can read
Some intermingled notes that plead
With touches irresistible.

When hark a burst of doleful sound !
And Peter honestly might say,
The like carne never to his ears,
Though he has been, full thirty years,
A rover — night and day !

But Peter — when he saw the Ass
Not only stop but tum, and change
The cherished tenor of his pace
That lamentable cry to chase —
It wrought in him conviction strange;

'T ia not a plover of the moors,
'T is not a bittern of the fen;
Nor can it be a barking fox,
Nor night-bird chambered in the rocks,
Nor wild-cat in a woody glen 1
90

A faith that, for the dead man's sake
And this poor slave who loved him well,
Vengeance upon his head will fali.
Some visitation worse than ali
Which ever till this night befell.

The Ass is startled — and stops short
Right in the middle of the thicket;
And Peter, wont to whistle loud
Whether alone or in a crowd,
Is sUent as a sUent cricket.

MeanwhUe the Ass to reach his home,
Is striving stoutly as he may;
But, while he climbs the woody hill,
The cry grows weak — and weaker still;
And now at last it dies away.
140

What ails you now, my little Bess ?
Well may you tremble and look grave !
This ery — that rings along the wood,
This cry — that floats adown the flood,
Comes from the entrance of a cave:
100

So with his freight the Creature turns
Into a gloomy grove of beech,
Along the shade with footsteps true
Descending slowly, tUl the two
The open moonlight reach.

I see a blooming Wood-boy there,
And if I had the power to say
How sorrowful the wanderer is,
Your heart would be as sad as his
TUl you had kissed his tears away !

And there, along the narrow deli,
A fair smooth pathway you discern,
A length of green and open road —
As if it from a fountain flowed —
Winding away between the fem.

Grasping a hawthom branch in hand,
Ali bright with berries ripe and red,
Into the cavern's mouth he peeps;
Thence back into the moonlight creeps;
WLom seeks he — whom ? — the silent
deadt
no

The rocks that tower on either side
BuUd up a wild fantastic scene;
Temples like those among the Hindoos,
And mosques, and spires, and abbey windows,
And castles ali with ivy green 1

His father 1 — Him doth he require —
Him hath he sought with fruitless pains,
Among the rocks, behind the trees;
Now creeping on his hands and knees,
Now running o'er the open plains.

And, while the Ass pursues his way,
Along this solitary deli.
As pensively his steps advance,
The mosques and spires change countenance
And look at Peter Bell!
i6o

And hither is he come at last,
When he through such a day has gone,
By this dark cave to be distrest
Like a poor bird — her plundered nest
Hovering aroimd with dolorous moan ! uo

That unintelligible cry
Hath left him high in preparation, —
Convinced that he, or soon or late,
This very night will meet his fate —
And so he sits in expectation !
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The streuuous Animal hath clomb
With the green path; and now he wends
Where, shining like the smoothest sea,
In undisturbed immensity
A levei plain extends.
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Bending, as you or I might bend
At night o'er any pious book,
When sudden blackness overspread
The snow-white page on which he read,
And made the good man round him look. 10

But whenee this faintly-rustling sound
By which the journeying pair are chased ?
— A withered leaf is dose behind,
Light plaything for the sportive wind
Upou that solitary waste.

The chamber walls were dark ali round, —
And to his book he turned again;
— The light had left the lonely taper,
And formed itself upon the paper
Into large letters — bright and plain !

When Peter spied the moving thing,
It only doubled his distress;
" Where there is not a bush or tree,
The very leaves they follow me —
So huge hath been my wiokedness ! "

The godly book was in his hand —
And, on the page, more black than coal,
Appeared, set forth in strange array,
A word — which to his dying day
Perplexed the good man's gentle soul. 20
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The ghostly word, thus plainly seen,
Did never from his lips depart;
But he hath said, poor gentle wight!
It brought fuU many a sin to light
Out of the bottom of his heart.

To a dose lane they now are come,
Where, as before, the enduring Ass
Moves on without a moment's stop,
Nor once turns ronnd his head to crop
A bramble-leaf or blade of grass.
Between the hedges as they go,
The white dust sleeps upon the lane;
And Peter, ever and anon
Back-looking, sees, upon a stone,
Or in the dust, a crimson stain.
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A stain — as of a drop of blood
By moonlight made more faint and wan;
Ha ! why these sinkings of despair ?
He knows not how the blood comes there —
And Peter is a wicked man.
At length he spies a bleeding wound,
Where he had struck the Ass's head;
He sees the blood, knows what it is, —
A glimpse of sudden joy was his,
But then it quickly fled;
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Of him whom sudden death had seized
He thought, — of thee, O faithful Ass !
And once again those ghastly pains,
Shoot to and fro through heart and reins.
And through his brain like lightning pass.
PART THIRD
I 'VE heard of one, a gentle Soul,
Though given to sadness and to gloom,
And for the fact will vouch, — one night
It chanced that by a taper's light
This man was reading in his room;

Dread Spirits ! to confound the meek
Why wander from your course so far,
Disordering colour, form, and stature !
— Let good meu feel the soul of nature,
And see things as they are.
30
Yet, potent Spirits ! well I know,
How ye, that play with soul and sense.
Are not unused to trouble friends
Of goodness, for most gracious ends —
And this I speak in reverence !
But might I give advice to you,
Whom in my fear I love so well;
From men of pensive virtue go,
Dread Beings ! and your empire show
On hearts like that of Peter Bell.
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Your presence often have I felt
In darkness and the stormy night;
And, with like force, if need there be,
Ye can put forth your agency
When earth is calm, and heaven is bright.
Then, coming from the wayward world,
That powerful world in which ye dwell,
Come, Spirits of the Mind ! and try
To-night, beneath the moonlight sky,
What may be done with Peter Bell!
50
— O, would that some more skilful voioe
My further labour might prevent!
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PETER BELL

Kind Listeners, that arouud me sit,
I feel that I am ali unfit
For such high argument.
I Ve played, I 've danced, with my narration;
I loitered long ere I begaii:
Ye waited then on my good pleasure;
Pom- out indulgenoe still, in measure
As liberal as ye can!
6o
Our Travellers, ye remember well,
Are thridding a sequestered lane;
And Peter many tricks is trying,
And many anodynes applying,
To ease kis conscience of its pain.
By this his heart is lighter .far;
And, finding that he can acconnt
So snugly for that orimsou stain,
His evU spirit up again
Does Uke an empty bucket moimt.
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RoUed audibly ! it swept along,
A mufíled noise — a rumbling sound ! —
'T was by a troop of miners made,
Plying with gunpowder their trade.
Some twenty fathoms under ground.
Small cause of dire efPect! for, surely,
If ever mortal, King or Cotter,
Believed that earth was charged to quake
And yawn for his unworthy sake,
'T was Peter Bell the Potter.
no
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And Peter is a deep logician
Who hath no lack of wit mercurial;
" Blood drops — leaves rustle — yet," quoth
he,
" This poor man never, but for me,
Could have had Christian bnrial.
" And, say the best you can, 't is plain,
That here has been some wicked dealing;
No doubt the devil in me wrought;
I 'm not the man who could have thought
An Ass like this was worth the stealing!"
80
So from his pocket Peter takes
His shining horn tobacco-box;
And, in a light and careless way.
As men who with their purpose play,
Upon the lid he knocks.
Let them whose voice can stop the clouds,
Whose cmming eye can see the wind,
Tell to a cmrious world the canse
Why, making here a sndden pause,
The Ass turned round his head, and
grinned.
90
Appalling process ! I have marked
The like on heath, in lonely wood;
And, verily, have seldom met
A spectacle more hideous — yet
It suited Peter's present mood.

And, grinning in his turn, his teeth
He in jocose defiance showed —
When, to upset his spiteful mirth,
A murmur, pent within the earth,
In the dead earth beneath the road

But, as an oak in breathless air
Will stand though to the centre hewn;
Or as the weakest things, if frost
Have stifEened them, maintain their post;
So he, beneath the gazing moon ! —
The Beast bestriding thus, he reached
A spot where, in a sheltering eove,
A little chajiel stands alone,
With greenest ivy overgrown,
And tufted with an ivy grove;
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Dying insensibly away
From human thoughts and purposes,
It seemed — wall, window, roof and tower
To bow to some transforming power.
And blend with the surrounding trees.
As ruinous a place it was,
Thought Peter, in the shire of Fife
That served my turn, when following still
From land to land a reckless will
I married my sixth wife !
130
The imheeding Ass moves slowly on.
And now is passing by an inn
Brim-full of a caronsing crew,
That make, with curses not a few,
An uproar and a drimken din.
I cannot well express the thoughts
Which Peter in those noises found; —
A stifling power compressed his frame,
While-as a swimming darkness came
Over that diill and dreary sound.
140
For well did Peter know the sound;
The language of those drunken joys

PETER BELL

He sees an unsubstantial creature,
His very self in form and feature,
Not four yards from the broad highway:
190

To hiin, a jovial soul, I ween,
But a few hours ago, had been
A gladsome and a welcome noise.
Now, turned adrift into the past,
He finds no solace in his coiirse;
Like planet-stricken men of yore,
He trembles, smitten to the core
By strong compunction and remorse.

150

But, more than ali, his heart is stung
To think of one, almost a child;
A sweet and playful Highland girl.
As light and beauteous as a squirrel,
As beauteous and as wild !
Her dwelling was a lonely house,
A cottage in a heathy deli;
And she put on her gown of green.
And left her mother at sixteen,
And followed Peter Bell.
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And stretched beneath the furze he sees
The Highland girl — it is no other;
And hears her erying as she cried,
The very moment that she died,
" My mother ! oh my mother ! "
The sweat pours down from Peter's face,
So grievous is his hearfs contrition;
With agony his eye-balls ache
While he beholds by the furze-brake
This miserable vision !
200
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Calm is the well-deserving brute,
His peace hath no offence betrayed;
But now, while down that slope he wends,
A voice to Peter's ear ascends,
Resounding from the woody glade:

But many good and pious thoughts
Had she; and, in the kirk to pray,
Two long Sootch miles, through rain or
snow
To kirk she had been nsed to go,
Twiee every Sabbath-day.

The voice, though clamorous as a horn
Re-echoed by a naked rock,
Comes from that tabernacle — List!
Within, a fervent Methodist
Is preaching to no heedless flock !
210

And, when she followed Peter Bell,
It was to lead an honest life;
For he, with tongue not used to falter,
Had pledged his troth before the altar
To love her as his wedded wite.
170

" Repent! repent! " he cries aloud,
" While yet ye may find mercy; — strive
To love the Lord with ali your might;
Turn to him, seek him day and night,
And save your souls alive !

A mother's hope is hers; — but soon
She drooped and pined like one forlorn,
From Scripture she a name did borrow;
Benoni, or the child of sorrow,
She called her babe unborn.

" Repent! repent! though ye have goue,
Through paths of wickedness and woe,
After the Babylonian harlot;
And, though your sins be red as scarlet,
They shall be white as snow ! "
220

For she had learned how Peter lived.
And took it in most grievous part;
She to the very bone was worn.
And, ere that little child was born,
Died of a broken heart.

Even as he passed the door, these words
Did plainly come to Peter's ears;
And they such joyful tidings were,
The joy was more than he could bear ! —
He melted into tears.

180

And now the Spirits of the Mind
Are busy with poor Peter Bell;
Upon the rights of visual sense
Usurping, with a prevalenee
More terrible than magic spell.

Sweet tears of hope and tenderness !
And fast they fell, a plenteous shower !
His nerves, his sinews seemed to melt;
Through ali his iron frame was felt
A gentle, a relaxing, power !
230

<^lose by a brake of flowering furze
(^Above it shivering aspens play)

Each fibre of his frame was weak;
Weak ali the animal within;
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PETER BELL

But, in its helplessness, grew mild
And gentle as an infant child,
An ii2ant that has known no sin.

Close to the Ass's feet she fell;
At the same moment Peter Bell
Dismounts in most unhappy plight.

'T is said, meek Beast! that, through
Heaven's grace,
He not uunioved did notice now
The cross upon thy shoulder scored,
For lasting impress, by the Lord
To whom ali human-kind shall bow;
240

As he beheld the Woman lie
Breathless and motionless, the mind
Of Peter sadly was confused;
But, though to such demands unused,
And helpless almost as the blind,

Memorial of his touch — that day
When Jesus humbly deigned to ride,
Entering the proud Jerusalem,
By an immeasurable stream
Of shouting people deiüed !

180

He raised her up; and, while he held
Her body propped against his knee,
The Woman waked — and when she spied
The poor Ass standing by her side,
She moaned most bitterly.
290

Meanwhile the persevering Ass
Turned towards a gate that hung in view
Across a shady lane; his chest
Against the yielding gate he pressed
And quietly passed through.
250

" Oh ! God be praised — my heart 's at
ease —
For he is dead — I know it well!"
— At this she wept a bitter flood;
And, in the best way that he could,
His tale did Peter tell.

And up the stony lane he goes;
No ghost more softly ever trod;
Among the stones and pebbles, he
Sets down his hoofs inaudibly,
As if with felt his hoofs were shod.

He trembles — he is pale as death;
His voice is weak with perturbation;
He turns aside his head, he pauses;
Poor Peter, from a thousand causes,
Is crippled sore in his narration.

Along the lane the trusty Ass
Went twiee two hundred yards or more,
And no one could have guessed his aim, —
Till to a lonely house he carne.
And stopped beside the door.
260

At length she learned how he espied
The Ass in that small meadow-ground;
And that her Husband now lay dead,
Beside that luckless river's bed
In which he had been drowned.

Thought Peter, 't is the poor man's home !
He listens — not a sound is heard
Save from the trickling household rill;
But, stepping o'er the eottage-sill,
Forthwith a little Girl appeared.

A piercing look the Widow cast
Upon the Beast that near her stands;
She sees 'tis he, that 'tis the same;
She calls the poor Ass by his name,
And wrings, and wrings her hands.

She to the Meeting-house was bound
In hopes some tidings there to gather;
No glimpse it is, no doubtful gleam;
She saw — and uttered with a scream,
" My father ! here 's my father ! "
270

" O wretched loss — imtimely stroke !
If he had died upon his bed !
He knew not one forewarning pain;
He never will come home again —
Is dead, for ever dead ! "

The very word was plainly heard,
Heard plainly by the wretched Mother —
Her joy was like a deep afEright:
And forth she rushed into the light.
And saw it was another 1

Beside the woman Peter stands;
His heart is opening more and more;
A holy sense pervades his mind;
He feels what he for human kind
Had never felt before.

And, instantly, upon the earth,
Beneath the full moon shining bright.

At length, by Peter's arm sustained,
The Woman rises from the ground —

3cx>
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THE SIMPLON PASS
" Oh, mercy ! something must be done,
My little Rachel, you must run, —
Some willing neighbour must be foimd.

Hath sought, proclaiming to the ear
Of night his grief and sorrowful fear — 369
He comes, escaped from fields and íloods; —

" Make haste — my little Rachel — do,
The first you meet with — bid him come,
Ask him to lend his horse to-night,
And this good Man, whom Heaven requite,
Will help to bring the body home."
330

With weary pace is drawing nigh;
He sees the Ass — and notíang living
Had ever such a íit of joy
As hath this little orphan Boy,
For he has no misgiving !

Away goes Rachel weeping loud; —
An Infant, waked by her distress,
Makes in the house a piteous cry;
And Peter hears the Mother sigh,
" Seven are they, and ali fatherless ! "
And now is Peter taught to feel
That man's heart is a holy thing;
And Nature, through a world of death,
Breathes into him a second breath,
339
More searching than the breath of spring.
üpon a stone the Woman sits
In agony of silent grief —
From his own thoughts did Peter start;
He longs to press her to his heart,
From love that cannot find relief.
But roused, as if through every limb
Had past a sudden shock of dread,
The Mother o'er the threshold flies.
And up the cottage stairs she hies,
349
And on the pillow lays her burning head.
And Peter turns his steps aside
Into a shade of darksome trees,
Where he sits down, he knows not how,
With his hands pressed against his brow,
His elbows on his tremulous knees.
There, self-involved, does Peter sit
UntU no sign of life he makes,
As if his mind were sinking deep
Through years that have been long asleep
The trance is passed away — he wakes; 360
He lifts his head — and sees the Ass
Yet standing in the clear moonshine;
" When shall I be as good as thou ?
Oh! would, poor beast, that I had now
A heart but half as good as thine ! "
But He — who deviously hath sought
His Father through the lonesome woods.

Forth to the gentle Ass he springs,
And up about his neck he climbs;
In loving words he talks to him,
He kisses, kisses face and limb, —
He kisses him a thousand times !
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This Peter sees, whUe in the shade
He stood beside the cottage-door;
And Peter Bell, the ruflian wUd,
Sobs loud, he sobs even like a child,
" O God ! I can endure no more ! "
— Here ends my Tale: for in a trice
Arrived a neighbour with his horse;
Peter went forth with him straightway;
And, with due care, ere break of day,
Together they brought back the Corse. 390
And many years did this poor Ass,
Whom once it was my luck to see
Cropping the shrubs of Leming-Lane,
Help by his labour to maintain
The Widow and her family.
And Peter Bell, who, till that night,
Had been the wildest of his clan,
Forsook his crimes, renounced his folly,
And, after ten months' melancholy,
Became a good and honest man.
400
THE SIMPLON PASS
1799. 1845
Brook and road
Were fellow-travellers in this gloomy Pass,
And with them did we journey severa! hours
At a slow step. The immeasurable Iieight
Of woods decaying, never to be decayed,
The stationary blasts of waterfalls.
And in the narrow rent, at every tum,
Winds thwarting winds bewildered and forlorn,
The torrents shooting from the clear blue
sky,
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INFLUENCE OF NATURAL OBJECTS

The rocks that muttered dose upon our
ears,
Black drizzling crags that spake by the wayside
As if a voiee were in them, the sick sight
And giddy prospeet of the raving stream,
The unfettered clouds and region of the
heavens,
Tumult and peace, the darkness and the
light —
Were ali like workings of one mind, the
features
Of the same face, blossoms upon one tree,
Characters of the great Apocalypse,
The types and symbols of Eternity,
Of flrst, and last, and midst, and without
end.
INFLUENCE OF NATURAL
OBJECTS
IN CALLING FORTH AND STRENGTHENING
THE IMAGINATION IN BOYHOOD AND
EARLY YOUTH
1799. 1809
Written in Germany. This Extract is reprinted from The Friend.
WiSDOM and Spirit of the uni verse !
Thou Soul, that art the Eternity of thought!
And giv'st to forms and images a breath
And everlasting motion ! not in vam,
By day or star-light, thus from my first
dawn
■Of childhood didst thou intertwine for me
The passions that build upour human soul;
líot with the mean and vulgar works of
Man;
But with high objects, with enduring things,
With life and nature; purifying thus
10
The elements of feeling and of thought,
And sanctifying by such discipline
Both pain and fear, — until we recognise
A grandeur in the beatings of the heart.
Nor was this fellowship vouchsafed to
me
With stinted kindness. In November days,
When vapours rolling down the valleys
made
A lonely seene more lonesome; among
woods
At noon; and 'mid the calm of sumiper
nights,
19
When, by the margin of the trembling lake.

Beneath the gloomy hills, homeward I went
In solitude, such intercourse was mine:
Mine was it in the fields both day and
night.
And by the waters, aU the summer long.
And in the frosty season, when the sun
Was set, and, visible for many a mile,
The cottage-windows through the twilight
blazed,
I heeded not the summons: happy time
It was indeed for ali of us; for me
It was a time of rapture ! Clear and loud
The village-clock tolled six — I wheeled
about,
31
Proud and exulting like an untired horse
That cares not for his home. — Ali shod
with steel
We hissed along the polished ice, in games
Confederate, imitative of the chase
And woodland pleasures, — the resounding
hom,
The pack lond-chiming, and the hunted
hare. ■
So through the darkness and the cold we
flew.
And not a voice was idle: with the din
Smitten, the precipices rang aloud;
40
The leafless trees and every icy crag
Tinkled like iron; wliile far-distant hills
Into the tumult sent an alien sound
Of melancholy, not imnoticed while the
stars,
Eastward, were sparkling clear, and in the
west
The orange sky of evening died away.
Not seldom from the uproar I retired
Into a silent bay, or sportively
Glaneed sideway, leaving the tumultuous
throng.
To cut across the reflex of a star;
50
Image, that, flying still before me, gleamed
Upon the glassy plain: and oftentimes,
W^hen we had given our bodies to the wind.
And ali the shadowy banks on either side
Came sweeping through the darkness, spinning still
The r^id line of motion, then at onoe
Have I, reclining back upon my heels,
Stopped short; yet still the solitary cliffs
Wheeled by me — even as if the earth had
rolled
With visible motion her diumal round ! 60
Behind me did they stretch in solemn traiu,
Feebler and feebler,and I stood and watched
Till ali was tranquil as a summer sea.

NUTTING
THERE WAS A BOY
1799. 1800
Written in Germany. This is an extract from
the poem on my own poetical education. This
praotice of makiiig an instrument of their own
fingers is knowu to most boys, though some are
more skilful at it than others. William Raincook of Eayrigg, a fine spirited lad, took the
lead of ali my schoolfellows in this art.
There was a Boy; ye knew him well, ye
clifEs
And islands of Winander ! — many a time,
At evening, when the earliest stars began
To move along the edges of the hills,
Rising or setting, would he stand alone,
Beueath the trees, or by the glimmering
lake;
And there, with fingers interwoven, both
hands
Pressed closely palm to palm and to his
mouth
Uplifted, he, as through an instrmnent,
Blew mimic hootings to the silent owls, 10
That they might answer him. — And they
would shout
Across the watery vale, and shout again,
Responsive to his call, — with quivering
peals,
And long halloos, and sereams, and eehoes
loud
Redoubled and redoubled; concourse wild
Of joound din! And, when there came a
pause
Of silence such as baffled his best skill:
Then, sometimes, in that silence, whUe he
himg
Listening, a gentle shock of mild surprise
Has carried far into his heart the voice 20
Of mountain-torrents; or the visible scene
Would enter unawares into his mind
With ali its solemn imagery, its rocks,
Its woods, and that uncertain heaven received
Into the bosom of the steady lake.
This boy was taken from his mates, and
died
In childhood, ere he was full twelve years
old.
Pre-eminent in beauty is the vale
Where he was born and bred: the churchyard hangs
Upon a slope above the village-school; 30
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And, through that ehurch-yard when my
way has led
On summer-evenings, I believe, that there
A long half-hour together I have stood
Mute — looking at the grave in which he
lies !
NUTTING
1799. 1800
Written in Germany; intended as part of
a poem on my own lifé, but struck out as not
being wanted there. Like most of my schoolfellows I was an impassioned nutter. For this
pleasure, the vale of Esthwaite, abonnding in
coppice-wood, fumished a very wide range.
These verses arose out of the remembrance of
feelings I had often had when a boy, and
particularly in the extensive woods that still
stretch from the side of Esthwaite Lake towards Graythwaite, the seat of the ancient
family of Sandys.
It seems a day
(I speak of oue from many singled out)
One of those heavenly days that cannot
die;
When, in the eagemess of boyish hope,
I left our cottage-threshold, sallying forth
With a huge wallet o'er my shoulders slung,
A nutting-orook in hand; and turned my
steps
Tow'rd some far-distant wood, a Figure
quaint,
Tricked out in proud disguise of cast-ofiE
weeds
Which for that service had been husbanded,
By exhortation of my frugal Dame — n
Motley accoutrement, of power to smile
At thorns, and brakes, and brambles, — and,
in truth.
More raggèd than need was ! 0'er pathless
rocks,
Through beds of matted fern, and tangled
thickets,
Forcing my way, I came to one dear nook
Unvisited, where not a broken bough
Drooped with its withered leaves, imgracious sign
Of devastation; but the hazels rose
19
Tall and erect, with tempting clusters hung,
A virgin scene ! — A little while I stood,
Breathing with such suppression of the heart
As joy delights in; and, with wise restraint
Voluptuous, fearless of a rival, eyed
The banquet; — or beneath the trees I sate
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"STRANGE FITS OF PASSION HAVE I KNOWN"

Among the flowers, and with the flowers I
played;
A temper known to those, who, after long
And weary expeetation, have been blest
With sudden happiness beyond ali hope.
Perhaps it was a bower beneath whose leaves
The violets of five seasons re-appear
31
And fade, unseen by any hmnan eye;
Where fairy water-breaks do murmur on
For ever; and I saw the sparkling foam,
And — with my oheek on one of those green
stones
That, fleeced with moss, under the shady
trees,
Lay roímd me, scattered like a flock of
sheep —
I heard the murmur and the murmuring
sound,
In that sweet mood when pleasure loves to
pay
Tribute to ease; and, of its joy secure, 40
The heart luxuriates with indifferent things,
Wasting its kindliness on stocks and stones,
And on the vacant air. Then up I rose.
And dragged to earth both branch and
bough, with crash
And merciless ravage: and the shady nook
Of hazels, and the green and mossy bower,
Deformed and sullied, patiently gave up
Their quiet being: and, unless i now
Confound my present feelings with the past;
Ere from the mutilated bower I turned 50
Exulting, rieh beyond the wealth of kings,
I felt a sense of pain when I beheld
The sUent trees, and saw the intruding sky —
Then, dearest Maiden, move along these
shades
In gentleness of heart; with gentle hand
Toueh — for there is a spirit in the woods.
"STRANGE FITS OF PASSION
HAVE I KNOWN"
1799. 1800
Written in Germany.
Strange fits of passion have I known:
And I wiU dare to tell,
But in the Lover's ear alone,
What once to me befell.
When she I loved looked every day
Fresh as a rose in June,
I to her cottage bent my way,
Beneath an eveBing-moon.

Upon the moon I fixed my eye,
AU over the wide lea;
With quiekening pace my horse drew nigh
Those paths so dear to me.
And now we reached the orohard-plot;
And, as we climbed the hill,
The sinking moon to Lucy's cot
Came near, and nearer still.
In one of those sweet dreams I slept,
Kind Nature's gentlest boon !
And ali the while my eyes I kept
On the descending moon.
My horse moved on; hoof after hoof
He raised, and never stopped:
When down behind the cottage roof,
At once, the bright moon dropped.
What fond and way ward thoughts will slide
Into a Lover's head !
" O mercy ! " to myself I cried,
" If Luey should be dead ! "
"SHE DWELT AMONG THE UNTRODDEN WAYS"
1799. 1800
Written in Germany.
She dwelt among the untrodden ways
Beside the springs of Dove,
A Maid whom there were none to praise
And very few to love:
A violet by a mossy stone
Half hidden from the eye !
— Fair as a star, when only one
Is shining in the sky.
She lived unknown, and few eould know
When Lucy ceased to be;
But she is in her grave, and, oh,
The diffierence to me !
"I TRAVELLED AMONG UNKNOWN MEN"
1799. 1807
Written in Germany.
I TKAVELLED among unknown men,
In lands beyond the sea;
Nor, England ! did I know till then
What love I bore to thee.

A POET'S EPITAPH
T is past, that melancholy dream !
Nor will I quit thy shore
A second time; for still I seem
To love thee more and more.
Among thy mountains did I feel
The joy of my desire;
And she I cherished tvirned her wheel
Beside an English flre.
Tl^mornings showed, thy nights concealed
The bowers where Lucy played;
And thine too is the last green field
That Lucy's eyes surveyed.
"THREE YEARS SHE GREW IN
SUN AND SHOWER"
1799. 1800
Composed in the Hartz Forest.
Three years she grew in smi and shower,
Then Nature said, " A lovelier flower
On earth was never sown;
This Child I to myself will take;
She shall be mine, and I will make
A Lady of my own.
" Myself will to my darling be
Both law and impulse: and with me
The Girl, in rook and plain,
In earth and heaven, in glade and bower, 10
Shall feel an overseeing power
To kindle cr restrain.
" She shall be sportive as the fawn
That wUd with glee across the lawn,
Or up the momitain springs;
And hers shall be the breathing balm,
And hers the silence and the calm
Of mute insensate things.
" The floating clouds their state shall lend
To her; for her the willow bend;
20
Nor shall she fail to see
Even in the motions of the Storm
Grace that shall mould the Maiden's form
By silent sympathy.
" The stars of midnight shall be dear
To her; and she shall lean her ear
In many a secret place
Where rivulets dance their wayward romid,
And beauty bom of murmuring sound
Shall pass into her face.
30
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" And vital feelings of delight
Shall rear her form to stately height,
Her virgin bosom swell;
Such thoughts to Lucy I will give
WhUe she and I together live
Here in this happy deli."
Thus Nature spake — The work was done —
How soon my Lucy's race was run !
She died, and left to me
This heath, this calm, and quiet scene; 40
The memory of what has been,
And never more will be.
"A SLUMBER DID MY SPIRIT
SEAL"
1799. 1800
Written in Germany.
A SLUMBER did my spirit seal;
I had no human fears:
She seemed a thing that could not feel
The touch of earthly years.
No motion has she now, no force;
She neither hears nor sees;
Rolled round in earth's diurnal course,
With rocks, and stones, and trees.
A POET'S EPITAPH
1799. 1800
Akt thou a Statist in the van
Of jpublic conflicts trained and bred ?
— First learn to love one living man;
Then may'st thou think upon the dead.
A Lawyer art thou ? — draw not nigh !
Go, carry to some fitter place
The keenness of that practised eye,
The hardness of that sallow face.
Art thou a Man of purple cheer ?
A rosy Man, right plump to see ?
Approach; yet, Doctor, not too near,
This grave no cushion is for thee.
Or art thou one of gallant pride,
A Soldier and no man of chafE ?
Welcome ! — but lay thy sword aside,
And lean upon a peasant's stalí.

10
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TO THE SCHOLARS OF A VILLAGE SCHOOL

Physician art thou ? oue, ali eyes,
Philosopher ! a fingering slave,
One that would peep and botanise
Upon his mother's grave ?

ADDRESS TO THE SCHOLARS OF
THE VILLAGE SCHOOL OF
20

Wrapt closely in thy sensual fleece,
O turn aside, — and take, I pray,
That he below may rest in peaee,
Thy ever-dwindling soul, away !
A Moralist perchance appears;
Led, Heaven knows how ! to this poor sod:
And he has neither eyes nor ears;
Himself his world, and his own God;
One to whose smooth-rubbed soul can
cling
Nor fonn, nor feeling, great or small; 30
A reasoning, self-suflieing thing,
An intellectual All-in-all!
Shut close the door; press down the latch;
Sleep in thy intellectual crust;
Nor lose ten tickings of thy watch
Near this unprofitable dust.
But who is He, with modest looks,
And elad in homely russet brown ?
He murmurs near the running brooks
A musie sweeter than their own.

40

He is retired as noontide dew,
Or fountain in a noon-day grove;
And you must love him, ere to you
He will seem worthy of your love.
The outward shows of sky and earth,
Of hill and valley, he has viewed;
And impulses of deeper birth
Have come to him in solitude.
In common things that round us lie
Some random truths he can impart, — 50
The harvest of a quiet eye
That broods and sleeps on his ovrn heart.
But he is weak; both Man and Boy,
Hath been an idler in the land;
Contented if he might enjoy
The things which others understand.
— Come hither in thy hour of strength>
Come, weak as is a breaking wave !
Here stretch thy body at fuU length;
Or build thy house upon this grave.
60

1799- 1845
Composed at Goslar, in Germany.
I COME, ye little noisy Crew,
Not long your pastime to prevent;
I heard the blessing which to you
Our common Friend and Father sent.
I kissed his cheek before he died;
And when his breath was fled,
I raised, while kneeling by his side,
His hand: — it dropped like lead.
Your hands, dear Little-ones, do ali
That can be done, will never fali
10
Like his till they are dead.
By night or day blow foul or fair,
Ne'er will the best of ali your train
Play with the locks of his white hair,
Or stand between his knees again.
Here did he sit confined for hours;
But he could see the woods and plains,
Could hear the wind and mark the showers
Come streaming down the streaming panes.
Now stretched beneath his grass-green
mound
20
He rests a prisoner of the ground.
He loved the breatliing air,
He loved the sun, but if it rise
Or set, to him where now he lies,
Brings not a moment's care.
Alas ! what idle words; but take
The Dirge which for our Master's sake
And yours, love prompted me to make.
The rhymes so homely in attire
With leamed ears may ill agree,
30
But chanted by your Õrphan Quire
Will make a touching melody.
DIRGE
Mourn, Shepherd, near thy old grey stone;
Thou Angler, by the silent flood;
And mourn when thou art ali alone,
Thou Woodman, in the distant wood !
Thou one blind Sailor, rich iii joy
Though blind, thy tunes in sadness hum;
And mourn, thou poor half-witted Boy !
Born deaf, and living deaf and dumb.
40
Thou drooping sick Man, bless the Guide
Who checked or turned thy headstrong
youth,

THE TWO APRIL MORNINGS
As he before had sanctified
Thy infancy with heavenly truth.
Ye Striplings, light of heart and gay,
Bold settlers on some foreign shore,
Give, when y our thoughts are turned this way,
A sigh to lum whom we deplore.
For us who here in funeral strain
With one accord our voices raise,
Let sorrow overcharged with pain
Be lost in thankfulness and praise.

50

facts. Like the Wanderer in " The Excursion,"
this Schoolmaster was made up of several both
of his class and men of other occupations. I do
not ask pardon for what there is of untruth in
such verses, considered strictly as matters of
fact. It is enough if, being true and consistent
in spirit, they move and teach in a manner not
unworthy of a Poefs calling.
If Nature, for a favourite child,
In thee hath tempered so her clay,
That every hour thy heart runs wild,
Yet never once doth go astray,

And when our hearts shall feel a sting
From ill we meet or good we miss,
May touches of his memory bring
Fond healing, like a mother's kiss.

Read o'er these lines; and then review
This tablet, that thus humbly rears
In such diversity of hue
Its history of two hundred years.

BY THE SIDE OF THE GRAVE SOME YEARS
AFTER
Long time his pulse hath ceased to beat,
But benefits, his gift, we trace —
Expressed in every eye we meet
Round this dear Vale, his native place. 60

— When through this little wreck of fame,
Cipher and syllable ! thine eye
10
Has travelled down to Matthew's name.
Pause with no common sympathy.

To stately Hall and Cottage rude
Flowed from his life what still they hold,
Light pleasures, every day, renewed;
And blessings half a century old.
Oh true of heart, of spirit gay,
Thy faults, where not already gone
From memory, prolong their stay
For charity's sweet sake alone.
Such solace find we for our loss;
And what beyond this thought we crave 70
Comes in the promise from the Cross,
Shining upon thy happy grave.
MATTHEW
1799. 1800
In the School of
is a tablet, on which
are inscribed, in gilt letters, the Names of the
several persons who have been Schoolmasters
there since the foundation of the School, with
the time at which they entered upon and quitted
their office. Opposite to one of those names the
Author wrote the following lines.
Such a Tablet as is here spoken of continued
to be preserved in Hawkshead School, though
the inscriptions were not brought down to our
time. This and other poems connected with
Matthew would not gain by a literal detail of

And, it a sleeping tear should wake,
Then be it neither checked nor stayed:
For Matthew a request I make
Which for himself he had not made.
Poor Matthew, ali his frolics o'er,
Is silent as a standing pool;
Far from the chimney's merry roar,
And murmur of the vUlage school.
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The sighs which Matthew heaved were sighs
Of one tired out with fun and madness;
The tears which came to Matthew's eyes
Were tears of light, the dew of gladness.
Yet, sometimes, when the secret cup
Of still and serious thought went round,
It seemed as if he drank it up —
He felt with spirit so profound.
— Thou soul of God's best earthly mould !
Thou happy Soul! and can it be
30
That these two words of glittering gold
Are ali that must remain of thee ?
THE TWO APRIL MORNINGS
1799. 1800
We walked along, while bright and red
üprose the morning sun;
And Matthew stopped, he looked, and said,
" The will of God be done ! "
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THE FOUNTAIN

A village schoolmaster was he,
With hair of glittering grey;
As blithe a mau as you could see
On a spring holiday.

"No fountain from its rocky cave
E'er tripped with foot so free;
She seemed as happy as a wave
That dances on the sea.

And on that moming, through the grass,
And by the steaming rills,
lo
We travelled merrily, to pass
A day among the hills.

" There came from me a sigh of pain
Which I could ill confine;
I looked at her, and looked again;
And did not wish her mine !"

" Our work," said I, " was well begun,
Then, from thy breast what thought,
Beneath so beautiful a sun,
So sad a sigh has brought ?

Matthew is in his grave, yet now,
Methinks, I see him stand.
As at that moment, with a bough
Of wilding in his hand.

A second time did Matthew stop;
And fixing still his eye
Upon the eastern mountain-top,
To me he made reply:

20

" Yon cloud with that long purple cleft
Briags fresh into my mind
A day like this which I have left
Full thirty years behind.
" And just above yon slope of corn
Such colours, and no other,
Were ia the«ky, that April morn,
Of this the very brother.
" With rod and line I sued the sport
Which that sweet season gave,
30
And, to the church-yard come, stopped
short
Beside my daughter's grave.

60

THE FOUNTAIN
A CONVERSATION
1799. 1800
We talked with open heart, and tongue
Affectionate and true,
A pair of friends, though I was yoimg.
And Matthew seventy-two.
We lay beneath a spreading oak,
Beside a mossy seat;
And from the turf a fountain broke.
And gurgled at our feet.
" Now, Matthew 1" said I, " let us match
This water's pleasant time
1
With some old border-song, or catch
That suits a summer's noon;

" Nine summers had she scarcely seen,
The pride of ali the vale;
And then she sang; — she would have been
A very nightitigale.

" Or of the church-clock and the chimes
Sing here beneath the shade,
That half-mad thing of witty rhymes
Which you last April made ! "

" Six feet in earth my Emma lay;
And yet I loved her more,
For so it seemed, than till that day
I e'er had loved before.

In silence Matthew lay, and eyed
The spring beneath the tree;
And thus the dear old Man replied,
The grey-haired man of glee:

40
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" And, tuming from her grave, I met,
Beside the church-yard yew,
A blooming Girl, whose hair was wet
With points of moming dew.

"No check, no stay, this Streamlet fears;
How merrily it goes !
'T will murmur on a thousand years.
And flow as now it flows.

" A basket on her head she bare;
Her brow was smooth and white:
To see a child so very fair,
It was a pure delight!

" And here, on this delightful day,
I cannot choose but think
How oft, a vigorous man, I lay
Beside this fountain's brink.

THE DANISH BOY
" My eyes are dim with childish tears,
My heart is idly stirred,
For the same sound is in my ears
Which in those days I heard.

30

" Thus fares it stUl in our deeay:
And yet the wiser miiid
Mourus less for what age takes away
Than what it leaves behind.
" The blaekbird amid leafy trees,
The lark above the hill,
Let loose their carols when they please,
Are quiet when they will.
40
" With Nature never do they wage
A foolish strife; they see
A happy yonth, and their old age
Is beautifnl and free:
" But we are pressed by heavy laws;
And often, glad no more,
We wear a face of joy, because
We have been glad of yore.
" If there be one who need bemoan
His kindred laid in earth,
50
The honsehold hearts that were his own;
It is the man of mirth.
" My days, my Friend, are almost gone,
My life has been approved.
And many love me; but by none
Am I enough beloved."
" Now both himself and me he wrongs,
The man who thus complains;
I live and sing my idle songs
Upon these happy plains;
60
" And, Matthew, for thy children dead
I 'U be a son to thee ! "
At this he grasped my hand, and said,
" Alas ! that cannot be."
We rose up from the f ountain-side;
And down the smooth descent
Of the green sheep-track did we glide;
And through the wood we went;
And, ere we eame to Leonard's rock,
He sang those witty rhymes
About the crazy old ehureh-cloek,
And the bewildered chimes.

70
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TO A SEXTON
1799. 1800
Written in Germany.
Let thy wheel-barrow alone —
Wherefore, Sexton, piling still
In thy bone-house bone on bone?
'T is already like a hill
In a field of battle made,
Where three thousand skulls are laid;
These died in peaee each with the other, —
Father, sister, friend, and brother.
Mark the spot to which I point!
From this platform, eight feet square, 10
Take not even a finger-joint:
Andrew's whole fire-side is there.
Here, alone, before thine eyes,
Simon's sickly daughter lies,
From weakness now, and pain defended,
Whom he twenty winters tended.
Look but at the gardener's pride —
How he glories, when he sees
Roses, lilies, side by side,
Violets iti families !
By the heart of Mau, his tears,
By his hopes and by his fears,
Thou, too heedless, art the Warden
Of a far superior garden.

20

Thus then, each to other dear,
Let them ali in quiet lie,
Andrew there, and Susan here,
Neighbours ia mortality.
And, should I live through sun and rain
Seven widowed years without my Jane, 30
O Sexton, do not then remove her,
Let one grave hold the Loved and Lover !
THE DANISH BOY
A FRAGMENT
1799. 1800
Written in Germany. It was entirely a faney;
but intended as a prelude to a ballad poem
never written.
I
Bktween two sister moorland rills
There is a spot that seems to lie
Sacred to flowerets of the hills,
And sacred to the sky.
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LUCY GRAY

And iu this smooth and open deli
Thero is a tempest-stricken tree;
A corner-stone by lightning cut,
The last stone of a lonely hut;
And in this deli you see
A thing no storm can e'er destroy, lo
The shadow of a Danish Boy.
II
In clouds above, the lark is heard,
But drops not here to earth for rest;
Within this lonesome nook the bird
Did never build her nest.
No beast, no bird hath here his home;
Bees, wafted on the breezy air,
Pass high above those fragrant bells
To other flowers: — to other delis
Their burthens do they bear;
30
The Danish Boy walks here alone:
The lovely deli is ali his own.
III
A Spirit of noon-day is he;
Yet seems a form of flesh and blood;
Nor piping shepherd shall he be,
Nor herd-boy of the wood.
A regai vest of fur he wears,
In colour like a raven's wing;
It fears not rain, nor wind, nor dew;
But in the storm 't is fresh and blue 30
As budding pines in spring;
His helmet has a vemal grace,
Fresh as the bloom upon his face.
IV
A harp is from his shoulder slung;
Resting the harp upon his knee,
To words of a forgotten tongue
He suits its melody.
Of fioeks upon the neighbouring hill
He is the darling and the joy;
And often, when no cause appears, 40
The mountain-ponies prick their ears,
— They hear the Danish Boy,
While in the deli he sings alone
Beside the tree and corner-stone.
V
There sits he; in his face you spy
No trace of a ferocious air,
Nor ever was a cloudless sky
So steady or so fair.
The lovely Danish Boy is blest
And happy in his flowery cove:
50

From bloody deeds his thoughts are far ;
And yet he warbles songs of war,
That seem like songs of love,
For calm and gentle is his mien;
Like a dead Boy he is serene.
LUCY GRAY
OR, SOLITUDE
1799. 1800
Written at Ooslar in Germany. It was
founded on a circumstance told me by my Sister, of a little girl who, not far from Halifax
in Yorkahire, was bewildered in a snow-storm.
Her footsteps were traced by her parents to the
middle of the lock of a canal, and no otlier
vestige of her, backward or forward, could be
traced. The body however was found in tíie
canal. The way in which the incident was
treated and the spiritualising of the character
might furnish hints for contrasting the imaginative influences which I have endeavoured to
throw over common life with Crabbe's matter
of fact style of treating gubjects of the same
kind. This is not spoken to his disparagement,
far from it, but to direct the attention of
thoughtful readers, into whose hands these
notes may fali, to a comparison that may both
enlarge the circie of their sensibilities, aud
tend to produce in them a catholic judgment.
Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray:
And, when I crossed the wild,
I chanced to see at break of day
The solitary child.
No mate, no comrade Lucy knew;
She dwelt on a wide moor,
— The sweetest thing that ever grew
Beside a human door !
You yet may spy the fawn at play,
The hare upon the green;
But the sweet face of Lucy Gray
Will never more be seen.

10

" To-night will be a stormy night —
You to the town must go;
And take a lantem, Child, to light
Your mother through the snow."
" That, Father ! will I gladly do;
'T is scarcely aftemoon —
The minster-clock has just struck two.
And yonder is the moon ! "
20

RUTH
At this the Father raised his hook,
And snapped a faggot-band;
He plied his work; — and Lucy took
The lantern in her hand.

RUTH
1799. 1800
Written in Qermany. Suggested by an aocoimt I had oí a wanderer in Somersetshire.

Not blither is the mountain roe:
With many a wanton stroke
Her feet disperse the powdery snow,
That rises up like smoke.
The storm carne on before its time;
She wandered up and down;
And many a hill did Lucy climb:
But never reaehed the town.

30

At day-break on a hill they stood
That overlooked the moor;
And thence they saw the bridge of wood,
A furlong from their door.
40
They wept — and, turning homeward, cried,
" In heaven we ali shall meet;"
— When in the snow the mother spied
The print of Luoy's feet.
Then downwards from the steep hill's
edge
They tracked the footmarks small;
And through the broken hawthorn hedge,
And by the long stone-wall;
50

They followed from the snowy bank
Those footmarks, one by one, .
Into the middle of the plank;
And fvirther there were none !
— Yet some maintaln that to this day
She is a living child;
That you may see sweet Lucy Gray
Upon the lonesome wild.
0'er rough and smooth she trips along,
And never looks behind;
And sings a solitary song
That whistles in the wind

When Ruth was left half desolate,
Her Father took another Mate;
And Kuth, not seven years old,
A slighted child, at her own will
Went wandering o ver dale and hill,
In thoughtless freedom, bold.
And she had made a pipe of straw,
And music from that pipe could draw
Like sounds of winds and floods;
Had built a bower upon the green,
As if she from her birth had been
An infant of the woods.

The wretched parents ali that night
Went shouting far and wide;
But there was neither sound nor sight
To serve them for a guide.

And then an open field they crossed:
The marks were stUl the same;
They tracked them on, nor ever lost;
And to the bridge they came.
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Beneath her father's roof, alone
She seemed to live; her thoughts her own;
Herself her own delight;
Pleased with herself, nor sad, nor gay;
And, passing thus the live-long day,
She grew to woman's height.
There came a Youth from Geórgia'»
shore —
A military casque he vore,
20
With splendid feathers drest;
He brought them from the Cherokees;
The feathers nodded in the breeze,
And made a gallant crest.
From Indian blood you deem him sprung:
But no ! he spake the Englisli tongue.
And bore a soldier's name;
And, when America was free
From battle and from jeopardy,
He 'eross the ocean came.
30
With hues of genius on his cheek
In íinest tones the Youth could speak:
— While he was yet a boy,
The moon, the glory of the sun.
And streams that murmur as they run,
Had been his dearest joy.

60

He was a lovely youth ! I guess
The panther in the wUderness
Was not so fair as he;
And, when he chose to sport and play,
No dolphin ever was so gay
Upon the tropic sea.

40
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RUTH

Among the Indians he had fought.
And with him many tales he brought
Of pleasure and of fear;
Sueh tales as told to any maid
By such a Youth, in the green shade,
Were perilous to hear.

" Sweet Ruth ! and could you go with me
My helpmate in the woods to be,
Our shed at night to rear;
Or run, my own adopted bride,
A sylvan huntress at my side.
And drive the flying deer !

He told of girls — a happy rout!
Who quit their fold with dance and shout,
Their pleasant Indian town,
51
To gather strawberries ali day long;
Returning with a chorai song
When daylight is gone down.

" Belovèd Ruth ! " — No more he said,
The wakeful Ruth at midnight shed
A solitary tear:
She thought again — and did agree
100
With him to sail across the sea,
And drive the flying deer.

He spake of plants that hourly change
Their blossoms, through a boundless range
Of intermingling hues;
With budding, fading, faded flowers
They stand the wonder of the bowers
From morn to evening dews.
60

" And now, as fitting is and right,
We in the church our faith will plight,
A husband and a wife."
Even so they did; and I may say
That to sweet Ruth that happy day
Was more than human life.

He told of the magnolia, spread
High as a oloud, high over head !
The cypress and her spire;
— Of flowers that with one scarlet gleam
Cover a hundred leagues, and seem
To set the hills on fire.

Through dream and vision did she sink,
Delighted ali the while to think
no
That on those lonesome floods.
And green savannahs, she should share
His board with lawful joy, and bear
His name in the wild woods.

The Youth of green savannahs spake,
And many an endless, endless lake,
With ali its fairy crowds
Of islands, that together lie
As quietly as spots of sky
Among the evening clonds.

But, as you have before been told,
This Stripling, sportive, gay, and bold,
And, with his dancing crest,
So beautiful, through savage lands
Had roamed about, with vagrant bands
Of Indians in the West.
120
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" How pleasant," then he said, " it were
A fisher or a hunter there,
In snnshine or in shade
To wander with an easy mind;
And build a household fire, and flnd
A home in every glade !

The wind, the tempest roaring high,
The tumult of a tropic sky,
Might well be dangerous food
For him, a Youth to whom was given
So much of earth — so much of heaven,
And such impetuous blood.

" What days and what bright years ! Ah me !
Our ILfe were life indeed, with thee
80
So passed in quiet bliss.
And ali the while," said he, " to know
That we were in a world of woe,
On sueh an earth as this !"

Whatever in those climes he found
Irregular in sight or sound
Did to his mind impart
A kindred impulse, seemed allied
To his own powers, and justified
The workings of his heart.

And then he sometimes interwove
Fond thoughts about a father's love;
" For there," said he, " are spun
Around the heart such tender ties,
That our own children to our eyes
Are dearer than the sun.

Nor less, to feed voluptuous thought,
The beauteous forms of nature wrought,
Fair trees and gorgeous flowers;
The breezes their own languor lent;
The stars had feelings, which they sent
Into those favoured bowers.
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RUTH
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Yet, in his worst pursuits, I ween
That sometimes there did intervene
140
Pure hopes of high intent:
For passions linked to form so fair
And stately, needs must have their share
Of noble sentiment.

Meanwhile, as thus with him it fared,
They for the voyage were prepared,
And went to the sea-shore,
But, when they thither came the Youth 190
Deserted his poor Bride, and Ruth
Could never find him more.

But ill he lived, much evil saw,
With men to whom no better law
Nor better life was known;
Deliberately, and undeceived,
Those wild meu's vices he received,
And gave them back his own.

God help thee, Ruth ! — Such pains she had,
That she in half a year was mad.
And in a prison housed;
And there, with many a doleful song
Made of wild words, her cup of wrong
She fearfully earoused.

150

His genius and his moral frame
Were thus impaired, and he became
The slave of low desires:
A Man who without self-control
Would seek what the degraded soul
ünworthily admires.

Yet sometimes milder hours she knew,
Nor wanted sun, nor rain, nor dew,
200
Nor pastimes of the May;
— They ali were with her in her cell;
And a clear brook with cheerful knell
Did o'er the pebbles play.

And yet he with no feigned delight
Had wooed the Maiden, day and night
Had loved her, night and morn:
What could he less than love a Maid j6o
Whose heart with so much natnre played?
So kind and so forlorn !

When Ruth three seasons thus had lain,
There came a respite to her pain;
She from her prison fled;
But of the Vagrant none took thought;
And where it liked her best she sought
Her shelter and her bread.
210

Sometimes, most earnestly, he said,
■" O Ruth ! I have been worse than dead;
False thoughts, thoughts bold and vain,
Encompassed me on every side
When I, in confldence and pride,
Had crossed the Atlantic main.

Among the fields she breathed again;
The master-current of her brain
Ran permanent and free;
And, coming to the Banks of Tone,
There did she rest; and dwell alone
Under the greenwood tree.

" Before me shone a glorious world —
Fresh as a banner bright, unfurled
170
To music suddenly:
I looked upon those hills and plains,
And seemed as if let loose from chains,
To live at liberty.

The engines of her pain, the tools
That shaped her sorrow, rocks and pools.
And airs that gently stir
The vemal leaves — she loved them still;
Nor ever taxed them with the ill
221
Which had been done to her.

" No more of this; for now, by thee
Dear Ruth ! more happily set free
With nobler zeal I bum;
My soul from darkness is released,
Like the whole sky when to the east
The morning doth return."

A Barn her winter bed supplies;
But, till the warmth of summer skies
And summer days is gone,
(And ali do ia this tale agree)
She sleeps beneath the greenwood tree,
And other home hath none.

Full soon that better mind was gone;
No hope, no wish remained, not one, —
They stirred him now no more;
New objects did new pleasure g^ve,
And once again he wished to live
As lawless as before.

180

An úmocent life, yet far astray !
And Ruth will, long before her day,
230
Be broken down and old:
Sore aches she needs must have ! but less
Of mind, than body's wretchedness,
From damp, and rain, and cold.
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WRITTEN IN GERMANY

If she is prest by want of food,
She from her dwelling in the wood
Repairs to a road-side;
And there she begs at one steep place
Where up and down with easy pace
The horsemen-travellers ride.

240

That oaten pipe of hers is inute,
Or thrown away; but with a flute
Her loneliness she eheers:
This flute, made of a hemlock stalk,
At evening in his homeward walk
The Quantoek woodman hears.
I, too, have passed her on the hills
Setting her little water-mUls
By spouts and f ountains wild —
Such small machinery as she turned
250
Ere she had wept, ere she had moumed,
A young and happy ChUd !
Farewell! and when thy days are told,
Ill-fated Ruth, in hallowed mould
Thy corpse shall buried be,
For thee a funeral bell shall ring,
And ali the congregation sing
A Christian psalm for thee.
WRITTEN IN GERMANY
ON ONE OF THE COLDEST DAYS OF THE
CENTURY
1799. 1800
A bitter winter it was when these verses
were composed by the side of my Sister, in our
lodgings at a draper's honse in the romantic
imperial town of Goslar, on the edge of the
Hartz Forest. In this town the (Jerman emperors of the Franoonian Une were accustomed
to keep their court, and it retains Testiges of
ancient splendour. So severe was the cold of
this winter, that when we passed out of the
parlour warmed by the stove, our cheeks were
stnick by the air as by cold iron. I slept in a
roem over a passage which was not ceiled.
The people of the house used to say, rather
nnfeelingly, that they expected I should be
frozen to death some night; but, with the protection of a pelisse lined with fur, and a dog'sskin bonnet, snch as was wom by the peasants,
I walked daily on the ramparts, or in a sort of
public ground or garden, in which was a pond.
Here, I had no companion but a kingfisber, a
beautiful creature, that used to glance by me.
I consequently became much attached to it.

Dnring these walks I composed the poem that
follows.
The Reader must be apprised, that the StoTes
in North-Germany generally have the impression of a galloping horse npon them, this
being part of the Brunswick Arms.
A PLAGüK on your languages, German and
Norse !
Let me have the song of the kettle;
And the tongs and the poker, instead of
that horse
That gallops away -with such fury and
force
On this dreary dull plate of black metal.
See that Fly, — a disconsolate creature !
perhaps
A chUd of the field or the grove;
And, sorrow for him ! the dull treacherous
heat
Has seduced the poor fool from his winter
retreat,
And he creeps to the edge of my stove. 10
Alas ! how he fmnbles about the domains
Which this comfortless oven environ !
He cannot find out in what track he must
crawl,
Now back to the tiles, then in search of the
wall.
And now on the brink of the iron.
Stock-still there he stands like a traveller
bemazed:
The best of his skill he has tried;
His feelers, methinks, I can see him put
forth
To the east and the west, to the south and
the north;
But he finds neither guide-post nor guide. 20
His spindles sink imder him, foot, leg, and
thigh !
His eyesight and hearing are lost;
Between life and death his blood freezes
and thaws;
And his two pretty pinions of blue dusky
gauze
Are glued to his sides by the frost.
No brother, no mate has he near him —
while I
Can draw warmth from the cheek of my
Love;

"ON NATURE'S INVITATION DO I COME"
As blest and as glad, in this desolate gloom,
As if green suminer grass were the floor of
my room,
And woodbines were hanging above.
30
Yet, God is my witness, thou small helpless
Thing 1
Thy life I would gladly sustain
Till summer come up from the south, and
with crowds
Of thy brethren a mareh thou should'st
sound through the olouds,
And back to the forests agam 1
«BLEAK SEASON WAS IT,
TURBULENT AND WILD"
1800 (?). 1851
Bleak season was it, turbulent and wild,
When hitherward we iourneyed, side by
side,
Through bursts of sunshine and through
flying showers,
Paced the long vales,—how long they were,
and yet
How fast that length of way was left behind ! —
Wensley's rioh dale, and Sedberge's naked
heights.
The frosty wind, as if to make amends
For its keen breath, was aidiiig to our
steps,
And drove us onward as two ships at sea;
Or like two birds, companions in mid-air,
Parted and reunited by the blast.
Stem was the face of Nature; we rejoiced
In that stern countenance; for our souls
thenee drew
A feeling of their strength.
The naked trees,
The icy brooks, as on we passed, appeared
To question us, " Whence come ye, to what
end ? "
"ON NATURE'S INVITATION DO
I COME"
1800 (?). 1851
On Iíature's invitation do I come,
By Reason sanctioned. Can the choice mislead.
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That made the calmest, fairest spot on
earth,
With ali its unappropriated good,
My own; and not mine only, for with me
Entrenched — say rather peacefuUy embowered —
Under yon orchard, in yen humble cot,
A younger orphan of a name extinct,
The only daughter of my parents, dwells:
Aye, think on that, my heart, and cease to
stir;
10
Pause upon that, and let the breathing
frame
No longer breathe, but ali be satisfied.
Oh, if such silence be not thanks to God
For what hath been bestowed, then where,
where theu
Shall gratitude find rest ? Mine eyes did
ne'er
Fix on a lovely object, nor my mind
Take pleasure in the midst of happy
thought,
But either she, whom now I have, who now
Divides with me that loved abode, was
there,
Or not far o£B. \Vhere'er my footsteps
turned,
20
Her voice was like a hidden bird that sang;
The thought of her was like a flash of light,
Or an unseen companionship; a breath
Or fragrance independent of the wind.
In ali my goings, in the new and old
Of ali my meditations, and in this
Favourite of ali, in this the most of ali. . . .
Embrace me then, ye hills, and dose me in.
Now in the clear and open day I feel
29
Your guardianship: I tãke it to my heart;
'T is like the solemn shelter of the night.
But I would call thee beautiful; for mUd
And soft, and gay, and beautiful thou art,
Dear valley, having in thy face a smUe,
Though peaceful, full of gladness. Thou
art pleased,
Pleased with thy crags, and woody steeps,
thy lake,
Its one green island, and its winding shores,
The multitude of little rocky hills,
Thy church, and cottages of mountain stone
Clustered like stars some few, but single
most,
40
And lurking dimly in their shy retreats,
Or glancing at each other cheerful looks
Like separated stars with clouds between.
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The followinç Poem was commenced in the beginning of the year 1799, and completed in the
summer of 1805.
The design and occasion of the work are described by the Author in his Preface to the " Excursion," first published in 1814, where he thus speaks: —
Several years ago, when the Author retired to his native mountains with the hope of being
enabled to construct a literary work that might live, it was a reasonable thing that he should
take a review of his own mind, and examine how far Nature and Education had qualified him
for such an employment.
" As subsidiary to this preparation, he undertook to record, in verse, the origin and progress of
his own powers, as far as he was acquainted with them.
" That work, addressed to a dear friend, most distinguished for his knowledge and genius, and
to whom the Author^s intellect is deeply indebted, has been long íinished; and the result of the
investigatiou which gave rise to it, was a determination to compose a philosophical Poem, containing views of Man, Nature, and Society, and to be entitled the ' Hecluse;' as having for its
principal subject the sensations and opinions of a poet living in retirement.
" The preparatory poem is biographical, and conducts the history of the Author's mind to the
point when he was emboldened to hope that his faculties were sufficiently matured for entering
upon the arduous labour which he had proposed to himself; and the two works have the same
kind of relation to each other, if he may so express himself, as the Ante-chapel has to the body
of a Gothic church. Continuing this allusion, he may be permitted to add, that his minor pieces,
which have been long before the public, when they shall be properly arranged, will be found
by the attentive reader to have such connection with the main work as may give them claim
to be likened to the little cells, oratories, and sepulchral recesses, ordinarily included in those
edifices."
Such was the Author's language in the year 1814.
It will thence be seen, that the present Poem was intended to be introductory to the Recluse,"
and that the " Recluse," if completed, would have consisted of Three Parts. Of these, the Second
Part alone : viz. the " Excursion," was fínished, and given to the world by the Author.
The First Book of the First Part of the " Recluse " still remains in manuscript; but the Third
Part was only planned. The materiais of which it would have been formed have, however, been
incorporated, for the most part, in the Author^s other Publications, written subsequently to the
Excursion.*'
The Friend, to whom the present Poem is addressed, was the late Samuel Taylor ColeRiDGE, who was resident in Malta, for the restoration of his health, when the greater part of it
was composed.
Mr. Coleridge read a considerable portion of the Poem while he was abroad; and his feelings,
on hearing it recited by the Author (after his return to his own country), are recorded in his
Verses, addressed to Mr. Wordsworth, which will be found in the Sibylline Leaves, p. 197, ed.
1817, or Poetical Worhs, by S. T, Coleridge^ vol. i. p. 206.
RydaIí Moünt, July 13<A, 1850.
BOOK FIRST
Whate'er its mission, the soft brêeze can
come
INTRODUCTION — CHILDHOOD AND
To none more grateful than to me; escaped
SCHOOL-TIME
From the vast city, where I long had pined
A discontented sojourner: now free,
Oh there is blessing in this gentle breeze,
Free as a bird to settle where I will.
A visitant that while it fans my cheek
Doth seem half-conscious of the joy it brings What dwelling shall receive me ? in what
vale
10
From the green fields, and from yon azure
Shall be myharbour ? underneath what gxove
sky.
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Shall I take up my home ? and what clear
stream
Shall with its murmur lull me into rest ?
The earth is ali before me. With a heart
Joyous, nor scared at its own liberty,
I look about; and should the chosen guide
Be nothing better than a wandering cloud,
I cannot miss my way. I breathe again !
Trances of thought and mountings of the
mind
Come fast upon me: it is shaken off,
20
That burthen of my own unnatural self,
The heavy weight of many a weary day
Not mine, and such as were not made for me.
Long months of peace (if such bold word
accord
With any promises of human life),
Long months of ease and undisturbed delight
Are mine in prospect; whither shall I turn,
By road or pathway, or through trackless
fleld,
Up hill or down, or shall some floating thing
Upon the river point me out my course ? 30
Dear Liberty ! Yet what would it avail
But for a gift that conseorates the joy ?
For I, me thought, while the sweet breath
of heaven
Was blowing on my body, felt within
A correspondent breeze, that gently moved
With quiokening virtue, but is now become
A tempest, a redundant energy,
Vexing its own creation. Thanks to both.
And their eongenial powers, that, while they
join
In breaking up a long-continued frost, 40
Bring with them vemal promises, the hope
Of active days urged on by flying hours, —
Days of sweet leisure, taxed with patient
thought
Abstruse, nor wanting pimctual service high,
Matins and vespers of harmonious verse !
Thus far, O Friend ! did I, not used to
make
A present joy the matter of a song,
Pour forth that day my soul in measured
strains
That would not be forgotten, and are here
Reeorded; to the open flelds I told
50
A prophecy: poetic numbers came
Spontaneously to clothe in priestly robe
A renovated spirit singled out,
Such hope was mine, for holy services.
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My own voice cheered me, and, far more,
the mind's
Internai eeho of the imperfect sound;
To both I listened, drawing from them both
A cheerful confidence in things to come.
Content and not unwilling now to give
A respite to this passion, I paced on
60
With brisk and eager steps; and came, at
length.
To a green shady place, where down I sate
Beneath a tree, slackening my thoughts by
choice
And settling into gentler hàppiness.
'T was autmnn, and a clear and placid day,
With warmth, as much as needed, from a
sun
Two hours declined towards the west; a
day
With silver clouds, and sunshine on the
grass.
And in the sheltered and the shelteiãng"grove
A perfect stillness. Many were the thoughts
Encouraged and dismissed, till choice was
made
71
Of a known Vale, whither my feet should
turn,
Nor rest till they had reached the very door
Of the one cottage which methought I saw.
No picture of mere memory ever looked
So fair; and while upon the fancied scene
I gazed with growing love, a higher power
Than Fancy gave assurance of some work
Of glory there forthwith to be begun,
Perhaps too there performed. Thus long 1
mused,
80
Nor e'er lost sight of what I mused upon,
Save when, amid the stately grove of oaks,
Now here, now there, an acorn, from its cup
Dislodged, through sere leaves rustled, or
at once
To the bare earth dropped with a startling
sound.
From that soft couch I rose not, till the sun
Had ahnost touched the horizon; casting
then
A backward glance upon the eurling cloud
Of city smoke, by distance ruralised;
Keen as a Truant or a Fugitive,
90
But as a Pilgrim resolute, I took,
Even with the chance equipment of that
hour,
The road that pointed toward the chosen
Vale.
It was a splendid evening, and my soul
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Once more made trial of her strength, nor
lacked
^olian visitations; but the harp
Was soon defrauded, and the banded host
Of harmony dispersed in straggling sounds,
And lastly utter silenoe ! "Beitso;
99
Why thiiik of anything but present good ? "
So, like a home-bound labourer, I pursued
My way beueath the mellowing sun, that
shed
Mild influence; nor left in me one wish
Again to bend the Sabbath of that time
To a servile yoke. What need of many
words?
A pleasant loitering journey, through three
days
Continued, brought me to my hermitage.
I spare to tell of what ensued, the life
In common things^—the endless store of
things,
Kare, or at least so seeming, every day no
Found ali about me in one neighbourhood —
The self-congratulation, and, from mom
To night, mibroken cheerfulness serene.
But speedily an earnest longing rose
To brace myself to some determined aim,
Reading or thinking; either to lay up
New stores, or rescue from decay the old
By timely interference: and therewith
Came hopes still higher, that with outward
life
T might endue some airy phantasies
120
That had been floating loose about for years,
And to such beings temperately deal forth
The many feelings that oppressed my heart.
That hope hath been disoouraged; welcome
light
Dawns from the east, but dawns to disappear
And mock me with a sky that ripens not
Into a steady morning: if my mind,
Kemembering the bold promise of the past,
Would gladly grapple with some noble
theme,
Vain is her wish; where'er she turns she
fmds
130
Impediments from da,y to day renewed.
And now it would content me to yield up
Those lofty hopes awhile, for present gifts
Of humbler industry. But, oh, dear Friend !
The Poet, gentis creature as he is,
Hath, like the Lover, his unruly times;
His fits when he is neither siek nor well,
Though no distress be near him but his own
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Unmanageable thoughts: his mind, best
pleased
139
While she as duteous as the mother dove
Sits brooding, lives not always to that end,
But like the innocent bird, hath goadings on
That drive her as in trouble through the
groves;
With me is now such passion, to be blamed
No otherwise than as it lasts too long.
When, as becomes a man who would prepare
For such an arduous work, I through myself
Make rigorous inquisition, the report
Is often oheering; for I neither seem
To lack that first great gift, the vital soul,
Nor general Truths, which are themselves
a sort
151
Of Elements and Agents, Under-powers,
Subordinate helpers of the living mind:
Nor am I naked of externai things,
Forms, images, nor numerous other aids
Of less regard, though won perhaps with toü
And needful to build up a Poefs praise.
Time, plaoe, and manners do I seek, and
these
Are found in plenteous store, but nowhere
such
159
As may be singled out with steady choice;
No little band of yet remembered names
Whom I, in perfect confldence, might hope
To summon back from lonesome banishment.
And make them dwellers in the hearts of
men
Now living, or to live in future years.
Sometimes the ambitious Power of choice,
mistaking
Proud spring-tide swellings for a regular
sea,
Will settle on some British theme, some old
Romantic tale by Milton left unsung;
More often turning to some gentle place
Within the groves of Chivalry, I pipe 171
To shepherd swains, or seated harp in hand,
Amid reposing knights by a river side
Or fountain, listen to the grave reports
Of dire enchantments faced and overcome
By the strong mind, and tales of warlike
feats,
Where spear encountered spear, and sword
with sword
Fought, as if conscious of the blazonry
That the shield bore, so glorious was the
strife;
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Wlience inspiration for a song that winds
Through ever-changing scenes of votive
quest
181
Wrongs to redress, harmonious tribute paid
To patient courage and unblemished truth,
To flrm devotion, zeal unquenchable,
And Christian meekness hallowing faithful
loves.
Sometimes, more stemly moved, I would
relate
How vanquished Mithridates northward
passed,
And, hidden in the cloud of years, became
Odin, the Father of a race by whom
Perished the Roman Empire : how the
friends
190
And followers of Sertorius, out of Spain
Flying, found shelter in the Fortunate Isles,
And left their usages, their arts and laws,
To disappear by a slow gradual death,
To dwindle and to perish one by one,
Starved in those narrow bounds: but not the
soul
Of Liberty, which flfteen hundred years
Survived, and, when the European carne
With skill and power that might not be
withstood,
Did, like a pestilence, maintain its hold 200
And wasted down by glorious death that
race
Of natural heroes: or I would record
How, in tyrannic times, some high-souled
man,
Unnamed among the chronicles of kings,
SuEEered in silence for Truth's sake: or tell,
How that one Frenchman, through continued force
Of meditation on the inhuman deeds
Of those who conquered first the Indian
Isles,
Went single in his ministry aeross
The Ocean; not to comfort the oppressed,
But, like a thirsty wind, to roam about 211
Withering the Oppressor: how Gustavus
sought
Help at his need in Dalecarlia's mines:
How Wallace fought for Scotland; left the
name
Of Wallace to be found, like a wild flower.
Ali over his dear Country; left the deeds
Of Wallace, like a family of Ghosts,
To people the steep rocks and river banks,
Her natural sanctuaries, with a local soul
Of independence and stern liberty.
220
Sometimes it suits me better to invent
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A tale from my own heart, more near
akin
To my own passions and habitual thoughts;
Some variegated story, in the main
Lofty, but the unsubstantial structure melts
Before the very svm that brightens it,
Mist into air dissolving ! Then a wish,
My last and favourite aspiration, mounts
With yearning toward some phUosophic
song
Of Truth that cherishes our daily life; 230
With meditations passionate from deep
Recesses in man's heart, immortal verse
Thoughtfully fitted to the Orphean lyre;
But from this awful burthen I full soon
Take refuge and beguile myself with trust
That mellower years wül bring a riper
mind
And clearer insight. Thus my days are past
In contradiction; with no skill to part
Vague longing, haply bred by want of
power,
From paramount impulse not to be withstood,
240
A timorous capacity, from prudence,
From circumspection, infinite delay.
Humility and modest awe, themselves
Betray me, serving often for a cloak
To a more subtle selfishness; that now
Locks every function up in blank reserve,
Now dupes me, trusting to an anxious eye
That with intrusive restlessness beats off
Simplicity and self-presented truth.
Ah ! better far than this, to stray about
Voluptuously through fields and rural
walks,
251
And ask no record of the hours, resigned
To vacant musing, imreproved neglect
Of ali things, and deliberate holiday.
Far better never to have heard the name
Of zeal and just ambition, than to live
Baflled and plagued by a mind that every
hour
Turns recreant to her task; takes heart
again,
Then feels immediately some hollow
thought
Hang like an interdict upon her hopes. 260
This is my lot; for either still I find
Some imperfection in the chosen theme,
Or see of absolute accomplishment
Much wanting, so much wanting, in myself,
That I recoil and droop, and seek repose
In listlessness from vain perplexity,
Unprofitably travelling toward the grave.
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Like a false steward who hath luuch received
And renders nothing baok.
Was it for this
That one, the fairest of ali rivers, loved 270
To blend his murmurs with my nurse's song,
And, from his alder shades and rocky falls,
And from his fords and shallows, sent a
voice
That flowed along my dreams ? For this,
didst thou,
O Derwent! winding among grassy holms
Where I was looking on, a babe in arms,
Make ceaseless musie that composed my
thoughts
To more than infant softness, giving me
Amid the fretful dwellings of mankind
A foretaste, a dim earnest, of the calm 280
That Nature breathes among the hills and
groves.
When he had left the mountains and received
On his smooth breast the shadow of those
towers
That yet survive, a shattered monument
Of feudal sway, the bright blue river passed
Along the margin of our terrace walk;
A tempting playmate whom we dearly
loved.
Oh, many a time have I, a five years' child,
In a small mill-race severed from his
stream,
Made one long bathing of a summer's
day;
290
Basked in the sun, and plunged and basked
again
Altemate, ali a summer's day, or scoured
The sandy fields, leaping through flowery
groves
Of yellow ragwort; or, when roek and hill,
The woods, and distant Skiddaw's lofty
height,
Were bronzed with deepest radiance, stood
alone
Beneath the sky, as if I had been bom
On Indian plains, and from my mother's hut
Had run abroad in wantonness, to sport
A naked savage, in the thnnder shower. 300
Fair seed-time had my soul, and I grew
"P
Fostered alike by beauty and by fear:
Much favoured in my birth-place, and no
less
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In that belovèd Vale to whieh erelong
We were transplanted; — there were we
let loose
For sports of wider range. Ere I had told
Ten birth-days, when among the monntain
slopes
Frost, and the breath of frosty wind, had
snapped
The last auttmmal crocns, 't was my joy
With store of springes o'er mv shoulder
hung
3,0
To range the open heights where woodcocks run
Along the smooth green turf. Through
half the night,
Scudding away from snare to snare, I plied
That anxious visitation; — moon and stars
Were shining o'er my head. I was alone,
And seemed to be a trouble to the peace
That dwelt among them. Sometimes it
befell
In these night wanderings, that a strong
desire
0'erpowered my better reason, and the bird
Which was the captive of another's toU 330
Beeame my prey; and when the deed was
done
I heard among the solitary hills
Low breathiugs coming after me, and
sounds
Of undistinguishable motion, steps
Almost as silent as the turf they trod.
Nor less, when spring had warmed the
cultured Vale,
Moved we as plunderers where the motherbird
Had in high places built her lodge; though
mean
Our object and inglorious, yet the end
Was not ignoble. Oh ! when I have
hung
330
Above the raven's nest, by knots of grass
And half-inch fissures in the slippery roek
But ill sustained, and almost (so it seemed)
Suspended by the blast that blew amain,
Shouldering the naked crag, oh, at that
time
While on the perilous ridge I himg alone,
With what strange utterance did the loud
dry wind
Blow through my ear ! the sky seemed not
a sky
Of earth — and with what motion moved
the clouds !
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As if with voluntary power instinct,
Upreared its head. I struck and struck
again,
380
And growing still in stature the grim shape
Towered up between me and the stars, and
still.
For so it seemed, with purpose of its own
And measured motion like a living thing,
Strode after me. With trembling oars I
turned,
And through the silent water stole my way
Baek to the covert of the willow tree;
There in her mooring-plaee I left my
bark,—
And through the meadows homeward went,
in grave
And serious mood; but after I had seen 390
That speotacle, for many days, my brain
Worked with a dim and undetermined
sense
Of unkno^vn modes of being; o'er my
thoughts
There hung a darkness, call it solitude
Or blank desertion. No familiar shapes
One summer evening (led by her) I Remained, no pleasant images of trees,
Of sea or sky, no colours of green flelds;
foimd
But huge and mighty forms, that do not
A little boat tied to a willow tree
live
Within a rocky cove, its usual home.
Straight I unloosed her ohain, and stepping . Like living men, moved slowly through the
mind
in
360
Pushed from the shore. It was an act of By day, and were a trouble to my dreams.
stealth
Wisdom and Spirit of the universe ! 401
And troubled pleasure, nor without the
Thou Soul that art the etemity of thought
voice
Of moimtain-echoes did my boat move on; That givest to forms and images a breath
And everlasting motion, not in vain
Leaving behind her stUl, on either side,
By day or star-light thus from my flrst
Small circles glittering idly in the moon,
dawn
Until they melted ali into one track
Of sparkling light. But now, like one who Of childhood didst thou intertwine for me
The passions that build up our human soul;
rows,
Not with the mean and vulgar works of
Proud of his skUl, to reach a chosen point
man,
With an unswerving line, I fixed my view
Upon the summit of a craggy ridge,
370 But with high objects, with enduring
things —
The horizon's utmost boundary; far above
Was nothing but the stars and the grey With life and natiire — purifying thus 410
The elements of feeling and of thought,
sky.
And sanctlfying, by sueh discipline,
She was an elfin pinnace; lustily
Both pain and fear, until we recognise
I dipped my oars into the silent lake,
And, as I rose upon the stroke, my boat
A grandeur in the beatings of the heart.
Went heaving through the water like a Nor was this fellowship vouchsafed to me
With stinted kindness. In November days,
swan;
When, from behind that craggy steep till When vapours rolling down the valley
made
then
The horizon's bound, a huge peak, black A lonely scene more lonesome, among
and huge,
woods,
Dust as we are, the immortal spirit
grows
340
Like harmony in music; there is a dark
Inscrutable workmanship that reconciles
Discordajot elements, makes them cling together
In one society. How strange, that ali
The terrors, pains, and early miseries,
Regrets, vexations, lassitudes interfused
Within my mind, should e'er have borne a
part,
And that a needful part, in making up
The calm existence that is mine when I
Am worthy of myself ! Praise to the end !
Thanks to the means which Nature deigned
to employ;
351
Whether her fearless visitings, or those
That came with soft alarm, like hurtless
light
Opening the peaceful clouds; or she would
use
Severer interventions, ministry
More palpable, as best niight suit her aim.
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At noon aiid 'mid the calm of summer
nights,
When, by the margin of the trembling
lake,
420
Beneath the gloomy hills homeward I
went
In solitude, such intereourse was mine;
Mine was it iii the fields both day and
night,
And by the waters, ali the summer long.
And in the frosty season, when the sun
Was set, and visible for many a mile
The cottage windows blazed through twilight gloom,
I heeded not their smnmons: happy time
It was indeed for ali of xis — for me
It was a time of rapture! Clear and
loud
430
The village cloek tolled six, — I wheeled
about,
Prond and exulting like an untired horse
That oares not for his home. Ali shod
with steel,
We hissed along the polished ice in games
Confederate, imitative of the ehase
And woodland pleasures, — the resomiding
horn,
The pack loud ehiming, and the hunted
hare.
So through the darkness and the cold we
flew,
And not a voice was idle; with the din
Smitten, the precipiees rang aloud;
440
The leafless trees and every icy crag
Tinkled like iron; while far distant hills
Into the tumult sent an alien sound
Of melancholy not unnoticed, while the stars
Eastward were sparkling clear, and in the
west
The orange sky of evening died away.
Not seldom from the uproar I retired
Into a silent bay, or sportively
Glanced sideway, leaving the tumultuous
throng,
To cut across the reflex of a star
450
That fled, and, flying still before me,
gleamed
Upon the glassy plain; and oftentimes,
When we had given our bodies to the wind.
And ali the shadowy banks on either side
Came sweeping through the darkness, spinning still
The rapid line of motion, then at once
Have I, reclining back upon my heels,
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Stopped short; yet stUl the solitary clilfs
Wheeled by me — even as if the earth had
rolled
With visible motion her diurnal round ! 460
Behind me did they streteh in solemn train,
Feebler and feebler, and I stood and
watched
Till ali was tranquil as a dreamless sleep.
Ye Presenoes of Nature in the sky
And on the earth ! Ye Visions of the hills !
And Souls of lonely plaees ! can I think
A vulgar hope was yours when ye employed
Such ministry, when ye, through many a
year
Hamiting me thus among my boyish sports,
On caves and trees, upon the woods and
hills,
47.
Impressed, upon ali forms, the charaeters
Of danger or desire; and thus did make
The surface of the universal earth,
With triumph and delight, with hope and
fear,
Work like a sea ?
Not uselessly employed,
Might I pursue this theme through every
change
Of exercise and play, to which the year
_ Did summon us in his delightful round.
We were a noisy crew; the sun in heaven
Beheld not vales more beautiful than ours;
Nor saw a band in happiness and joy 481
Richer, or worthier of the groimd they trod.
I could record with no reluctant voice
The woods of autumn, and their hazel
bowers
With milk-white clusters hung; the rod and
line,
True symbol of hope's foolishness, whose
strong
And unreproved enchantment led us on
By rocks and pools shut out from every
star,
Ali the green summer, to forlorn cascades
Among the windings hid of mountain
brooks.
490
— Unfading recollections ! at this hour
The heart is almost mine with which I felt,
From some hill-top on sunny aftcmoons,
The paper kite high among fleecy clouds
Pull at her rein like an impetuous courser;
Or, from the meadows sent on gusty days,
Beheld her breast the wind, then suddenly
Dashed headlong, and rejected by the storm.
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Ye lowly cottages wherein we dwelt,
A ministration of your own was yours; 500
Can I forget you, being as you were
So beautiful among the pleasant fields
In whieh ye stood ? or can I here forget
The plain and seemly conntenance with
which
Ye dealt out your plain comforts ? Yet
had ye
Delights and exultations of your own.
Eager and never weary we pursued
Our home-amusements by the warm peatfire
At evening, when with pencil, and smooth
slate
In square divisions parcelled out and ali
With crosses and with cyphers scribbled
o'er,
511
We sehemed and puzzled, head opposed to
head
In strife too humble to be named in verse:
Or round the naked table, snow-white deal,
Cherry or inaple, sate in close array.
And to the combat, Loo cr Whist, led on
A thick-ribbed army; not, as in the world,
Neglected and ungratefully thrown by
Even for the very serviee they had wrought,
But husbanded through many a long campaign.
520
üneouth assemblage was it, where no few
Had changed their functions: some, plebeian cards
Which Fate, beyond the promise of their
birth,
Had dignified, and called to represent
The persons of departed potentates.
Oh, with what echoes on the board they fell!
Ironie diamonds, — clubs, hearts, diamonds,
spades,
A congregation piteously akin !
Cheap matter offered they to boyish wit,
Those sooty knaves, precipitated down 530
With scoffs and taunts, like Vulcan out of
heaven:
The paramount ace, a moon in her eclipse,
Queens gleaming through their splendour's
last decay,
And monarehs surly at the wrongs sustained
By royal visages. Meanwhile abroad
Ineessant rain was falling, or the frost
Raged bitterly, with keen and silent tooth;
And, interrupting oft that eager game,
From under Esthwaite's splitting fields of

The pent-up air, struggling to free itself,
Gave out to meadow grounds and hills a
loud
541
Protracted yelling, like the noise of wolves
Howling in troops along the Bothnic Main.
Nor, sedulous as I have been to trace
How Nature by extrinsic passion flrst
Peopled the mind with forms sublime or
fair,
And made me love them, may I here omit
How other pleasures have been mine, and
joys
Of subtler origin; how I have felt,
Not seldom even in that tempestuous time,
Those hallowed and purê motions of the
sense
551
Which seem, in their simplicity, to own
An intellectual charm; that calm delight
Which, if I err not, surely must belong
To those first-born affinities that fit
Our new existence to existing things,
And, in our dawn of being, constitute
The bond of union between life and joy.
Yes, I remember when the changeful
earth.
And twice five summers on my mind had
stamped
560
The faces of the moving year, even then
I held unconscious intercourse with beauty
Old as creation, drinking in a pure
Organic pleasure from the silver wreaths
Of curling mist, or from the levei plain
Of waters coloured by impending clouds.
The sands of Westmoreland, the creeks
and bays
Of Cimibria's rocky limits, they can tell
How, when the Sea threw ofE his evening
shade,
And to the shepherd's but on distant
hills
570
Sent welcome notice of the rising moon,
How I have stood, to fancies such as these
A stranger, linking with the spectacle
No conscious memory of a kindred sight.
And bringing with me no peculiar sense
Of quietness or peace; yet have I stood,
Even while mine eye hath moved o'er many
a league
Of shining water, gathering as it seemed,
Through every hair-breadth in that field of
light,
New pleasure like a bee among the flowers.
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Thus oft amid those fits of vulgar joy 581
Which, through ali seasons, on a child's
pursuits
Are prompt attendants, 'mid that giddy
bliss
Which, like a tempest, works along the
blood
And is forgotten; even then I felt
Gleams lite the flashing of a shield; — the
earth
And common face of Nature spake to me
Rememberable things; sometimes, 't is true,
chance collisions and quaint accidents
(Like those ill-sorted unions, work supposed
Of evü-minded fairies), yet not vain
591
Nor proíitless, if haply they irapressed
Collateral objects and appearances,
Albeit lifeless then, and doomed to sleep
Until maturer seasons called them forth
To impregnate and to elevate the mind.
— And if the vulgar joy by its own weight
Wearied itself out of the memory,
The scenes which were a witness of that joy
Remained in their substantial lineaments
Depicted on the brain, and to the eye 601
Were visible, a daily sight; and thus
By the impressive discipline of fear,
By pleasure and repeated happiness,
So frequently repeated, and by force
Of obscure feelings representativa
Of things forgotten, these same scenes so
bright,
So beautiful, so majestic in themselves,
Though yet the day was distant, did become
Habitually dear, and ali their forms
610
And changeful colours by invisible links
Were fastened to the affections.
I began
My story early — not misled, I trust,
By an infirmity of love for days
Disowned by memory — ere the breath of
spring
Planting my snowdrops among winter
snows:
Nor wUl it seem to thee, O Friend ! so
prompt
In sympathy, that I have lengthened out
With fond and feeble tongue a tedious tale.
Meanwhile, my hope has been, that I might
fetch
620
Invigorating thoughts from former years;
Might flx the waveritig balance of my mind,
And haply meet reproaches too, whose
power
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May spur me on, in manhood now mature
To honourable toil. Yet should these hopes
Prove vain, and thus should neither I be
taught
To understand myself, nor thou to know
With better knowledge how the heart was
framed
Of him thou lovest; need I dread from thee
Harsh judgments, if the song be loth to quit
Those recollected hours that have the charm
Of visionary things, those lovely forms 632
And sweet sensations that throw back our
life.
And almost make remotest infancy
A visible scene,on which the sun is shining ?
One end at least hath been attained; my
mind
Hath been revived, and if this genial mood
Desert me not, forthwith shall be brought
down
Through later years the story of my life.
The road lies plain before me; — 't is a
theme
640
Single and of determined bounds; and
hence
I choose it rather at this time, than work
Of ampler or more varied argument,
Where T might be discomfited and lost:
And certain hopes are with me, that to thee
This labour wUl be welcome, honoured
Friend !
BOOK SECOND
SCHOOL-TIME (continued)
Thus far, O Friend! have we, though
leaving much
ünvisited, endeavoured to retrace
The simple ways in which my childhood
walked;
Those chiefly that flrst led me to the love
Of rivers, woods, and fields. The passion yet
Was in its birth, sustained as might befall
By nourishment that cams unsought; for
still
From week to week, from month to month,
we lived
A round of tumult. Duly were our games
Prolonged in summer till the daylightfaüed;
No chair remained bef ore the doors; the
bench
n
And threshold steps were empty; fast asleep
The labourer, and the old man who had sate

BOOK II

THE PRELUDE

A later lingerer; yet the revelry
Continued and the loud uproax: at last,
When ali the ground was dark, and twinkling stars
Edged the black clouds, home and to bed
we went,
Feverish with weary joints and beating
minds.
Ah! is there one who ever has been young,
Nor needs a warning voice to tame the
pride
10
Of intellect and virtue's self-esteem ?
One is there, though the wisest and the best
Of ali mankind, who covets not at times
Union that cannot be; —who would not give
If so he might, to duty and to truth
The eagerness of infantine desire ?
A tranquillising spirit presses now
On my corporeal frame, so wide appears
The vaeancy between me and those days
Which yet have such self-presence in my
mind,
30
That, musing on them, often do I seem
Two conseiousnesses, conscious of myself
And of some other Being. A rude mass
Of native rock, left midway in the square
Of our small market village, was the goal
Or centre of these sports; and when, returned
After long absence, thither I repaired,
Gone was the old grey stone, and in its place
A smart Assembly-room usurped the groimd
That had been ours. There let the iiddle
scream,
40
And be ye happy ! Yet, my Friends ! I
know
That more than one of you will think with
me
Of those soft starry nights, and that old
Dama
From whom the stone was named, who
there had sate.
And watched her table with its huckster's
wares
Assiduous, through the length of sixty years.
We ran a boisterous course; the year
span round
With giddy motion. But the time approached
That brought with it a regular desire
For calmer pleasures, when the winning
forms
50
Of Nature were eollaterally attached
To every scheme of holiday delight
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And every boyish sport, less grateful else
And languidly pursued.
When summer came,
Our pastime was, on bright half-holidays.
To sweep along the plain of Windermere
With rival oars; and the selected bourne
Was now an Island musical with birds
Thatsang and ceased not; now a Sister Isle
Beneath the oaks' vimbrageous covert, sown
With lilies of the valley like a lield;
61
And now a third small Island, where survived
In solitude the ruins of a shrine
Once to Our Lady dedieate, and served
Daily with chaunted rites. In such a race
So ended, disappointment could be none,
Uneasiness, or pain, or jealousy:
We rested in the shade, ali pleased alike,
Conquered and conqueror. Thus the pride
of strength,
And the vain-glory of superior skill,
70
Were tempered; thus was graduaÜy produced
A quiet independence óf the heart:
And to my Friend who knows me I may
add,
Fearless of blame,that henceforfuturedays
Ensued a difíidence and modesty.
And I was taught to f eel, perhaps too much,
The self-sufficing power of Solitude.
Our daily meals were frugal, Sabine fare !
More tlian we wished we knew the blessing
then
Of vigorous hunger — hence corporeal
strength
80
Unsapped by delicate viands; for, exclude
A little weekly stipend, and we lived
Through three divisions of the quartered
year
In penniless poverty. But now to school
From the half-yearly holidays returned,
We came with weightier purses, that sufficed
To fumish treats more costly than the
Dame
Of the old grey stone, from her scant board,
supplied.
Hence rustic dinners on the cool green
groimd,
Or in the woods, or by a river side
90
Or shady fountains, while among the leaves
Soft airs were stirring, and the mid-day sun
Unfelt shone brightly roímd us in our joy.
Nor is my aim neglected if I tell
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How sometimes, in the length of those halfyears,
We from our funds drew largely; — proud
to curb,
And eager to spur on, the galloping steed;
And with the courteous inn-keeper, whose
stud
Snpplied our want, we haply might employ
Sly suhterfuge, if the adventure's bound loo
Were distant: some famed temple where
of yore
The Druids worshipped, or the antique
walls
Of that large abbey, where within the Vale
Of Nightshade, to St. Mary's honour built,
Stands yet a mouldering pile with fractured
arch,
Belfry, and images, and living trees;
A holy scene ! — Along the smooth green
turf
Our horses grazed. To more than inland
peace,
Left by the west wind sweeping overhead
From a tumultuous ocean, trees and towers
no
In that sequestered valley may be seen,
Both silent and both motionless alike;
Such the deep shelter that is there, and
such
The safeguard for repose and quietness.
Our steeds remounted and the summons
given,
With whip and spur we through the chauntry flew
In uncouth race, and left the cross-legged
knight,
And the stone-abbot, and that single wren
Which one day sang so sweetly in the nave
Of the old ehureh, that — though from recent showers
120
The earth was comfortless, and, touohed
by faint
Internai breezes, sobbings of the plaee
And respirations, from the roofless walls
The shuddering ivy dripped large drops —
yet still
So sweetly 'mid the gloom the invisible
bird
Sang to herself, that there I could have
made
My dwelling-place, and lived for ever there
To hear such music. Through the walls
we flew
And down the valley, and, a circuit made
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In wantonness of heart, through rough and
smooth
130
We scampered homewards. Oh, ye rocks
and streams,
And that still spirit shed from evening air !
Even in this joyous time I sometimes felt
Your presence, when with slackened step
we breathed
Along the sides of the steep hills, or when
Lighted by gleams of moonlight from the
sea
We beat with thundering hoofs the levei
sand.
Midway on long Winander's eastern
shore,
Within the orescent of a pleasant bay,
A tavern stood; no homely - featured
house,
140
Primeval like its neighbouring cottages,
But 't was a splendid placa, the door beset
With chaises, grooms, and liveries, and
within
Decanters, glasses, and the blood-red wine.
In ancient times, and ere the Hall was
built
On the large island, had this dwelling been
More worthy of a poefs love, a hut,
Proud of its own bright lire and sycamore
shade.
But — though the rhymes were gone that
once inscribed
The threshold, and large golden characters,
150
Spread o'er the spangled sign-board, had
dislodged
The old Lion and usurped his place, iu
slight
And mockery of the rustic painter's hand —
Yet, to this hour, the spot to me is dear
With ali its foolish pomp. The garden lay
Upon a slope surmounted by a plain
Of a small bowling-green; beneath us
stood
A grove, with gleams of water through the
trees
And over the tree-tops; nor did we want
Refreshment, strawberries and mellow
cream.
160
There, while through half an afternoon we
played
Ou the smooth platform, whether skill prevailed
Or happy blimder triumphed, bursts of
glee
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Made all the mountains ring. But, ere
night-fall,
When in our pinnace we returned at leisure
Over the shadowy lake, and to the beaeh
Of some small island steered our course
with one,
The Minstrel of the Troop, and left him
there,
And rowed off gently, while he blew his
flute
Alone upon the rock — oh, then, the calm
And dead still water lay upon my mind 171
Even with a weight of pleasure, and the
sky,
Never before so beautiful, sank down
Into my heart, and held me like a dream !
Thus were my sympathies enlarged, and
thus
Daily the common range of visible things
Grew dear to me: akeady I began
To love the sun; a boy I loved the sun,
Not as I since have loved him, as a pledge
And surety of our earthly life, a light 180
Which we behold and feel we are alive;
Nor for his bounty to so many worlds —
But for this cause, that I had seen him lay
His beauty on the morning hills, had seen
The western mountain touch his setting
orb,
In many a thoughtless hour, when, from
excess
Of happiness, my blood appeared to flow
For its own pleasure, and I breathed with
And, from like feelings, humble though intense,
To patriotie and domestio love
190
Analogous, the moon to me was dear;
For I eould dream away my purposes,
Standing to gaze upon her while she hung
Midway between the hüls as if she knew
No other region, but belonged to thee,
Yea, appertained by a peculiar right
To thee and thy grey huts, thou one dear
Vale !
Those incidental charms which first attached
My heart to rural objects, day by day
Grew weaker, and I hasten on to tell 200
How Nature, intervenient till this time
And secondary, now at length was sought
For her own sake. But who shall parcel
out
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His intellect by geometric rules,
Split like a province into roímd and square ?
Who knows the individual hour in which
His habits were first sown, even as a seed ?
Who that shall point as with a wand and
_ say
" This portion of the river of my mind
Came from yon fountain ?" Thou, my
Friend ! art one
210
More deeply read in thy own thoughts; to
thee
Science appears but what in truth she is,
Not as our glory and our absolute boast,
But as a succedaneum, and a prop
To our infirmity. No officious slave
Art thou of that false secondary power
By which we multiply distinctions, then
Deem that our puny boundaries are things
That we perceive, and not that we have
made.
To thee, unblinded by these formal arts, 220
The unity of all hath been revealed.
And thou wilt doubt, with me less aptly
skilled
Than many are to range the faculties
In scale and order, class the cabinet
Of their sensations, and in voluble phrase
Run through the history and birth of each
As of a single independent thing.
Hard task, vain hope, to analyse the mind,
If each most obvious and particular
thought,
Not in a mystical and idle sense,
230
But in the words of Reason deeply weighed,
Hath no beginning.
Blest the infant Babe,
(For with my best conjectura I would trace
Our Being's earthly progress,) blest the
Babe,
Nursed in his Mother's arms, who sinks to'
sleep
Rocked on his Mother's breast; who with
his soul
Drinks in the feelings of his Mother's eye !
For him, in one dear Presence, there exists
A virtue which irradiates and exalts
Objects through widest intercourse of
sens6)
24a
No outcast he, bewildered and depressed:
Along his infant veins are interfused
The gravitation and the filial bond
Of nature that connect him with the world.
Is there a flower, to which he points with
hand
Too weak to gather it, already love
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Drawn from love's purest earthly fount for
tiim
Hath beautified that flower; already shades
Of pity oast from inward tenderiiess
Do fali around him upon aught that
bears
250
Unsightly marks of violence or harm.
Emphatically such a Being lives,
Frail creature as he is, helpless as frail,
An imnate of this active imiverse:
For, feeling has to him imparted power
That through the growing faculties of sense
Doth like an agent of the one great Mind
C reate, creator and receiver both,
Working but in alliance with the works
Whioh it beholds. — Such, verily, is the first
Poetic spirit of our human life,
261
By uniform control of after years,
In most, abated or suppressed; in some,
Through every change of growth and of
decay,
Pre-eminent till death.
From early days,
Beginning not long after that first time
In which, a Babe, by mtereourse of touch
I held mute dialogues with my Mother's
heart,
I have endeavoured to display the means
Whereby this infant sensibility,
270
Great birthright of our being, was in me
Augmented and sustained. Yet is a path
More difficult before me; and I fear
That in its broken windings we shall need
The chameis' sinews, and the eagle's wing:
For now a trouble came into my mind
From unknown causes. I was left alone
Seeking the visible world, nor knowing why.
The props of my afíections were removed,
And yet the building stood, as if sustained
By its own spirit! Ali that I beheld 281
Was dear, and hence to flner influxes
The mind lay open to a more exact
And dose communion. Many are our joys
In youth, but oh ! what happiness to live
When every hour brings palpable access
Of knowledge, when ali knowledge is delight.
And sorrow is not there ! The seasons came,
And every season wheresoe'er I moved
Unfolded transitory qualities,
290
Which, but for this most watchful power of
love,
Had been neglected; left a register
Of permanent relations, else unknown.
Hence life, and change, and beauty, solitude
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More active ever than " best society " —
Society made sweet as solitude
By süent inobtrusive sympathies.
And gentle agitations of the mind
From manifold distinctions, differcnce
Perceived in things, where, to the unwatchful eye,
300
No difference is, and hence, from the same
source,
Sublimer joy; for I would walk alone,
Under the quiet stars, and at that time
Have felt whate'er there is of power in
sound
To breathe an elevated mood, by form
Or image improfaned; and I would stand,
If the night blackened with a coming storm,
Beneath some rock, listening to notes that
are
The ghostly language of the ancient earth,
Or make their dim abode in distant winds.
Thence did I drink the visionary power; 311
And deem not profitless those fleeting moods
Of shadowy exultation: not for this,
That they are kindred to our purer mind
And intellectual life; but that the soul,
Remembering how she felt, but what she
felt
Remembering not, retains an obscure sense
Of possible sublimity, whereto
With growing faculties she doth aspire, 319
With faculties still growing, feeling still
That whatsoever point they gain, they yet
Have something to pursue.
And not alone,
'Mid gloom and tumult, but no less 'mid fair
And tranquil acenes, that universal power
And fitness in the latent qualities
And essences of things, by which the mind
Is moved with feelings of delight, to me
Came strengthened with a superadded soul,
A virtue not its own. My morning walks
Were early;—oft before the hours of
school
330
I travelled round our little lake, five miles
Of pleasant wandering. Happy time ! more
dear
For this, that one was by my side, a Friend,
Then passionately loved; with heart how
full
Would he peruse these lines! For many
years
Have sitice flowed in between us, and, our
minds
Both silent to each other, at this time
We live as if those hours had never been.
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Nor seldom did I lift our cottage latch 339
Far earlier, ere one smoke-wreath had risen
From buman dwelling, or the vemal thrush
Was audible; and sate among the woods
Alone upon some jutting eminenee,
At the first gleam of dawn-light, when the
Vale,
Yet slumbering, lay in utter solitude.
How shall I seek the orígin ? where flnd
Faith in the marvellous things which then I
felt?
Oft in these moments such a holy caim
Would overspread my soul, that bodily eyes
Were utterly forgotten, and what I saw 350
Appeared like something in myself,adream,
A prospect in the mind.
'T were long to tell
What spring and autumn, what the winter
snows,
And what the summer shade, what day and
night,
Evening and morning, sleep and waking,
thought
From sonroes inexhaustible, poured forth
To feed the spirit of religious love
In which I walked with Natnre. But let
this
Be not forgotten, that I still retained
My first Creative sensibility;
360
That by the regular action of the world
My soul was unsubdued. A plastic power
Abode with me; a forming hand, at times
Rebellious, acting in a devious mood;
A local spirit of bis own, at war
With general tendency, but, for the most,
Subservient strictly to externai things
With whieh it communed. An auxiliar light
Came from my mind, which on the setting
sun
Bestowed new splendour; the melodious
birds,
370
The fluttering breezes, fountains that rmi on
Murmuring so sweetly in themselves,
obeyed
A like domiaion, and the midnight storm
Grew darker in the presence of my eye:
Hence my obeisance, my devotion hence,
And hence my transport.
Nor should this, perchance,
Pass unrecorded, that I still had loved
The exercise and produce of a toil,
Than analytic industry to me
More pleasing, and whose character I deem
Is more poetic as resembling more
381
Creative agency. The song would speak
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Of that interminable'building reared
By observation of affinities
In objects where no brotherhood exists
To passive minds. My seventeenth year
was come
And, whether from this habit rooted now
So deeply in my mind, or from excess
In the great social principie of life
Coercing ali things into sympathy,
390
To unorganic natures were transferred
My own enjoyments; or the power of truth
Coming in revelation, did converse
With things that really are; I, at this time,
Saw blessings spread around me like a sea.
Thus while the days flew by, and years
passed on,
From Nature and her overflowing soul,
I had received so much, that ali my
thoughts
Were steeped in feeling; I was only then
Contented, when with bliss inefEable
400
I felt the sentiment of Being spread
0'er ali that moves and ali that seemeth
still;
0'er ali that, lost beyond the reach of
thought
And human knowledge, to the human eye
Invisible, yet liveth to the heart;
0'er ali that leaps and runs, and shouts and
sings,
Or beats the gladsome air; o'er ali that
glides
Beneath the wave, yea, in the wave itself,
And mighty depth of waters. Wonder not
If high the transport, great the joy I felt,
Commiming in this sort through earth and
heaven
411
With every form of creatnre, as it looked
Towards the Uncreated with a countenanee
Of adoration, with an eye of love.
One song they sang, and it was audible,
Most audible, then, when the fleshly ear,
O 'ercome by humblest prelude of that strain,
Forgot her functions, and slept mídisturbed.
If this be error, and another faith
Find easier access to the pious mind, 420
Yet were I grossly destitute of ali
Those human sentiments that make this
earth
So dear, if I should fail with grateful voice
To speak of you, ye mountains, and ye lakes
And sounding cataracts, ye mists and winds
That dwell among the hUls where I was
born.
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If in my youth I have been pure in heart,
If, minglíng with the world, I am content
With my own modest pleasures, and have
lived
With God and Nature commuuing, removed
430
From little enmities and low desires —
The gift is yours; if in these times of fear,
This melancholy waste of hopes o'erthrown,
If, 'mid indifference and apatby,
And wicked exultation when good men
On every side fali ofE, we know not how,
To selfishness, disguised in gentle names
Of peace and quiet and domestic love
Yet míngled not miwillingly with sneers
On visionary minds; if, in this time
440
Of dereliction and dismay, I yet
Despair not of our nature, but retain
A more than Roman confidence, a faith
That faUs not, in ali sorrow my support,
The blessing of my life — the gift is yours,
Ye winds and somidiag cataraots ! 't is yom^s,
Ye moimtains! thine, O Nature ! Thou hast
fed
My lofty speculations; and in thee,
For this uneasy heart of ours, I find
A never-faUing principie of joy
450
And purest passion.
Thou, my Friend ! wert reared
In the great city, 'mid far other scenes;
But we, by different roads, at length have
gained
The selfsame boume. And for this cause
to thee
I speak, unapprehensive of contempt,
The insinuated scofB of coward tongnes,
And ali that silent language which so oft
In eonversation between man and man
Blots from the human countenance ali trace
Of beauty and of love. For thou hast
sought
460
The truth in solitude, and, since the days
That gave thee liberty, full long desired,
To serve in Nature's temple, thou hast
been
The most assiduous of her ministers;
In many things my brother, chiefly here
In this our deep devotion.
Fare thee well!
Health and the quiet of a healthful mind
Attend thee! seeking oft the haunts of
men,
And yet more often living with thyself,
And for thyself, so haply shall thy days 470
Be many, and a blessing to mankind.
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BOOK THIRD
RESIDENCE AT CAMBRIDGE
It was a dreary morning when the wheels
Bolled over a wide plain o'erhimg with
clouds.
And nothing cheered our way tUl first we
saw
The long-roofed chapei of King's College
lift
Turrets and pinnacles in answering files,
Extended high above a dusky grove.
Advancing, we espied upon the road
A student clothed in gown and tasselled
cap,
Striding along as if o'ertasked by Time,
Or covetous of exercise and air;
10
He passed — nor was I master of my eyes
Till he was left an arrow's flight behind.
As near and nearer to the spot we drew,
It seemed to suck us in with an eddy's
force.
Onward we drove beneath the Castle; caught,
While Crossing Magdalene Bridge, a glimpse
of Cam;
And at the Hoop alighted, famous Inn.
My spirit was up, my thoughts were full
of hope;
Some f riends I had, acquaintances who there
Seemed f riends, poor simple schoolboys, now
hung roímd
20
With honour and importance: in a world
Of welcome faces up and down I roved;
Questions, directions, warnings and advice,
Flowed in upon me, from ali sides; fresh
day
Of pride and pleasure ! to myself I seemed
A man of business and expense, and went
From shop to shop about my own affairs.
To Tutor or to Tailor, as befell,
From Street to street with loose and careless
mind.
I was the Dreamer, they the Dream; I
roamed
30
Delighted through the motley spectacle;
Gowns grave, or gaudy, doctors, students,
streets,
Courts, cloisters, flocks of churches, gateways, towers:
Migration strange for a stripling of the
hüls,
A northem villager.
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As if the change
Had waited on some Fairy's wand, at once
Behold me rich in monies, and attired
In splendid garb, with hose of silk, and
hair
Powdered like rimy trees, wlien frost is
keen.
My lordly dressing-gown, I pass it by, 40
With other signs of manhood that supplied
The lack of beard. — The weeks went
romidly on,
With invitations, suppers, wine and fruit,
Smooth honsekeeping within, and ali without
Liberal, and suiting gentleman's array.
The Evangelist St. John my patron was:
Three Gothic eourts are his, and in the flrst
Was my abiding-plaee, a nook obscure;
Right underneath, the College kitchens
made
A hmnming sound, less tuneable than
bees,
50
But hardly less industrious; with shrill
notes
Of sharp command and scolding intermixed.
Near me hmig Trinity's loquacions clock,
Who never let the quarters, night or day,
Slip by bim unproclaimed, and told the
honrs
Twice over with a male and female voioe.
Her pealing organ was my neighbour too;
And from my piUow, loolung forth by light
Of moon or favouring stars, I conld behold
The anteehapel where the statue stood 60
Of Newton with his prism and silent face,
The marble index of a mind for ever
Voyaging through strange seas of Thought,
alone.
Of College labours, of the Lecturer's
room
Ali studded romid, as thiek as chairs could
stand,
With loyal students, faithful to their books,
Half-and-half idlers, hardy recnsants.
And honest dnnces — of important days,
Examinations, when the man was weighed
As in a balance ! of excessiva hopes,
70
Tremblings withal and commendable fears,
Small jealousies, and triumphs good or
bad —
Let others that know more speak as they
know.
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Such glory was but little sought by me.
And little won. Yet from the first crude
days
Of settling time in this imtried abode,
I was disturbed at times by prudent thoughts,
Wishing to hope without a hope, some fears
About my future worldly maintenance.
And, more than ali, a strangeness in the
mind,
80
A feeling that I was not for that hour,
Nor for that place. But wherefore be cast
down ?
For (not to speak of Reason and her pure
Refleetive acts to fix the moral law
Deep in the conscience, nor of Christian
Hope,
Bowing her head before her sister Faith
As one far mightier), hither I had come,
Bear witness Truth, endowed with holy
powers
And faculties, whether to work or feel.
Oft when the dazzling show no loi^er new
Had ceased to dazzle, ofttimes did Iquit 91
My comrades, leave the crowd, buildings
and groves.
And as I paced alone the levei flelds
Far from those lovely sights and sounds
sublime
With which I had been conversant, the
mind
Drooped not; but there into herself retumúig,
With prompt reboimd seemed fresh as heretofore.
At least I more distinctly recognised
Her native instincts: let me dare to speak
A higher language, say that now I felt 100
What independent solaces were mine,
To mitigate the injurious sway of placa
Or circumstance, how far soever changed
In youth, or to be changed in after years.
As if awakened, summoned, roused, constrained,
I looked for universal things; parused
The common countenance of earth and sky:
Earth, no where imembellished by some trace
Of that flrst Paradise whence man was
driven;
And sky, whosa beauty and bounty are expressed
no
By the proud name she bears — the name
of Heaven.
I called on both to teach me what they
might;
Or, turning the mind in upon herself.
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Pored, watched, expected, listened, spread
my thoughts
And spread them with a wider creeping;
felt
Incumbencies more awful, visitings
Of the Upholder of the trauquil soul,
That tolerates the indignities of Time,
And, from the centre of Eternity
Ali finite motions overruling, lives
120
In glory immutable. But peace ! enough
Here to record that I was mounting now
To such community with highest trnth —
A traek pursuing, not untrod before,
From striot analogies by thought snpplied
Or consoiousnesses not to be snbdued.
To every natural form, rock, fruits, or
flower,
Even the loose stones that oover the highway,
I gave a moral life: I saw them feel,
Or liuked them to some feeling: the great
mass
130
Lay imbedded in a quickening soul, and all
That I beheld respired with inward meaning.
Add that whate'er of Terror or of Love
Or Beauty, Nature's daily face put on
From transitory passion, nnto thls
I was as sensitive as waters are
To the sky's influence in a kindred mood
Of passion; was obedient as a lute
That waits upon the touches of the wind.
Unknown, nnthought of, yet I was most
rich —
140
I had a world about me — 't was my own;
I made it, for it only lived to me.
And to the God who sees into the heart.
Such sympathies, though rarely, were betrayed
By outward gestures and by visible looks:
Some called it madness — so indeed it was,
If child-like fruitfulness in passing joy,
If steady moods of thoughtfulness matured
To inspiration, sort with such a name;
If propheey be madness; if things
viewed
150
By poets in old time, and higher up
By the first men, earth's first inhabitants,
May in these tutored days no more be seen
With undisordered sight. But leaving
this,
It was no madness, for the bodily eye
Amid my strongest workings evermore
Was searching ont the lines of difference
As they lie hid in all externai forms.
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Near or remote, minute or vast; an eye
Which, from a tree, a stone, a withered
leaf,
i6a
To the broad ocean and the azure heavens
Spangled with kindred multitudes of stars,
Could find no surface where its power
might sleep;
Which spake perpetuai logic to my soul.
And by an unrelenting agency
Did bind my feelings even as in a chain.
And here, O Friend! have I retraced
my life
Up to an eminence, and told a tale
Of matters which not falsely ma^ be called
The glory of my youth. Of genius,
power,
170
Creation and divinity itself
I have been speaking, for my theme has
been
What has passed within me. Not of outward things
Done visibly for other minds, words, signs,
Symbols or actions, but of my own heart
Have I been speaking, and my youthful
mind.
0 Heavens ! how awful is the might of
souls,
And what they do within themselves while
yet
The yoke of earth is new to them, the
world
Nothing but a wild field where they were
sown.
180
This is, in truth, heroic argument,
This genuine prowess, which I wished to
touch
With hand however weak, but in the main
It lies far hidden from the reaeh of words.
Points have we all of us within our souls
Where all stand single; this I feel, and
make
Breathings for incommunicable powers;
But is not each a memory to himself.
And, therefore, now that we must quit this
theme,
1 am not heartless, for there's not a
mau
190
That lives who hath not known his godlike hours,
And feels not what an empire we inherit
As natural beings in the strength of Nature.
No more: for now into a populous plain
We must descend. A Traveller I am.
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Whose tale is only of himgelf; even so,
So be it, if the pure of heart be prompt
To follow, and if thou, my honoured
Friend!
Who in these thoughts art ever at my side,
Support, as heretofore, my faiating steps.
It hath beeu told, that when the first delight
20I
That flashed upon me from this novel show
Had failed, the mind returned into herself;
Yet true it is, that I had made a change
In climate, and my nature's outward coat
Changed also slowly and insensibly.
FuU oft the quiet and exalted thoughts
Of loneliness gave way to empty noise
And superficial pastimes; now and then
Foreed labour, and more frequently forced
hopes;
210
And, worst of ali, a treasonable growth
Of indecisive judgments, that impaired
And shook the mind's simplicity. — And
yet
This was a gladsome time. Could I behold —
Who, less insensible than sodden clay
In a sea^river's bed at ebb of tide,
Could have beheld— with undelighted
heart,
So many happy youths, so wide and fair
A congregation in its budding-time
Of health, and hope, and beauty, ali at
once
220
So many divers samples from the growth
Of life's sweet season — could have seen
immoved
That miscellaneous garland of wild flowers
Deckiiig the matron temples of a place
So famous through the world ? To me, at
least,
It was a goodly prospect: for, in sooth,
Though I had learnt betimes to stand impropped.
And independent musings pleased me so
That spelis seemed on me when I was alone,
Yet could I only cleave to solitude
230
In lonely places; if a throng was near
That way I leaned by nature; for my heart
Was social, and loved idleness and joy.
Not seeking those who might participate
My deeper pleasures (nay, I had not once,
Though not unused to mutter lonesome
songs,
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Even with myself divided such delight,
Or looked that way for aught that might
be clothed
In human language), easUy I passed
From the remembrances of better things, 240
And slipped into the ordinary works
Of careless youth, unburthened, unalarmed.
Cavems there were within my mind which
sun
Could never penetrate, yet did there not
W^ant store of leafy arbours where the light
Might enter in at will. Companionships,
Friendships, acquaintances, were welcome
ali.
We sauntered, played, or rioted; we talked
Unprofltable talk at morning hours;
Drífted about along the streets and
walks,
250
Read lazily in trivial books, went forth
To gallop through the country in blind zeal
Of senseless horsemanship, or on the breast
Of Cam saUed boisterously, and let the
stars
Come forth, perhaps without one quiet
thought.
Such was the tenor of the second act
In this new life. Imagination slept,
And yet not utterly. 1 could not print
Ground where the grass had yielded to the
steps
Of generations of illustrious men,
260
Unmoved. I could not always lightly pass
Through the same gateways, sleep where
they had slept,
Wake where they waked, range that inelosure old,
That garden of great intellects, undisturbed.
Place also by the side of this dark sense
Of noble feeling, that those spiritual men,
Even the great Newton's own ethereal self,
Seemed humbled in these precincts, thence
to be
The more endeared. Their several memories here
(Even like their persons in their portraits
clothed
270
With the accustomed garb of daily life)
Put on a lowly and a touching grace
Of more distinct humanity, that left
Ali genuine admiration unimpaired.
Beside the pleasant Mill of Tromping^on
I laughed with Chaucer in the hawthorn
shade;
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Heard him, while birds were warbling, tell
his tales
Of amorous passion. And that gentle Bard,
Chosen by the Muses for their Page of
State —
Sweet Spenser, moving through his clouded
heaven
280
With the moon's beauty and the moon's soft
pace,
I called him Brother, Englishman, and
Friend!
Yea, our blind Poet, who in his later day,
Stood almost single; uttering odious truth—
Darkness before, and danger's voice behind,
Soul awful — if the earth has ever lodged
An awful soul — I seemed to see him here
Familiarly, and in his seholar's dress
Bounding before me, yet a stripling youth —
A boy, no better, with his rosy cheeks 290
Angelical, keen eye, courageous look,
And conscious step of purity and pride.
Among the band of my compeers was one
Whom chance had stationed in the very
room
Honoured by Milton's name. O temperate
Bard!
Be it confest that, for the first time, seated
Within thy innocent lodge and oratory,
One of a festive cirole, I poured out
Libations, to thy memory drank, till pride
And gratitude grew dizzy in a brain
300
Never excited by the fumes of wine
Before that hour, or since. Then, forth I
ran
From the assembly; through a length of
streets,
Kan, ostrich-like, to reaeh our chapei door
In not a desperate or opprobrious time,
Albeit long after the importunate bell
Had stopped, with wearisome Cassandra
voice
No longer haunting the dark winter night.
Call back, O Friend ! a moment to thy mind,
The place itself and fashion of the rites. 310
With careless ostentation shouldering up
My surplice, through the inferior throng I
clove
Of the plain Burghers, who in audience
stood
On the last skirts of their permitted ground,
Under the pealing organ. Empty thoughts !
I am ashamed of them: and that great Bard,
And thou, O Friend ! who in thy ample
mind
Hast placed me high above my best deserts.
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Ye will forgive the weakness of that hour,
In some of its unworthy vanities,
320
Brother to many more.
In this mixed sort
The months passed on, remissly, not given
up
To wUful alienation from the right,
Or walks of open scandal, but in vague
And loose indifference, easy likings, aims
Of a low pitch — duty and zeal dismissed,
Yet Nature, or a happy course of things
Not doing in their stead the needful work.
The memory languidly revolved, the heart
Reposed in noontide rest, the inner pulse
Of contemplation almost failed to beat. 331
Such life might not inaptly be compared
To a floating island, an amphibious spot
Unsound, of spongy texture, yet withal
Not wanting a fair face of water weeds
And pleasant flowers. The thirst of living
praise,
Fit reverence for the glorious Dead, the
sight
Of those long vistas, sacred catacombs,
Where mighty minds lie visibly entombed,
Have often stirred the heart of youth, and
bred
34a
A fervent love of rigorous discipline. —
Alas ! such high emotion touched not me.
Look was there none within these walls to
shame
My easy spirits, and discountenance
Their light composure, far less to iustil
A calm resolve of mind, firmly addressed
To puissant efforts. Nor was this the blame
Of others but my own; I should, in truth.
As far as doth concern my single self, 349
Misdeem most widely, lodging it else where:
For I, bred up 'mid Nature's luxuries,
Was a spoiled child, and, rambling like the
wind,
As I had done in daily intercourse
With those crystalline rivers, solemn
heights,
And moimtains, ranging like a fówl of the
air,
I was ill-tutored for captivity;
To quit my pleasure, and, from month to
month,
Take up a station calmly on the perch
Of sedentary peace. Those lovely forms
Had also left less space within my mind,
Which, wrought upon instinctively, had
foimd
361
A freshness in those objects of her love.
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A winning power, beyond ali other power.
Not that I slighted books, — that were to
lack
Ali sense, — but other passions in me ruled,
Passions more fervent, making me less
prompt
To in-door study than was wise or well,
Or suited to those years. Yet I, though
used
In magisterial liberty to rove,
Culling such flowers of learning as might
tempt
370
A random choice, could shadow forth a
place
(If now I yield not to a flattering dream)
Whose studious aspeet should have bent me
down
To instantaneous service; should at once
Have made me pay to scieuce and to arts
And written lore, aeknowledged my liege
lord,
A homage frankly offered up, like that
Which I had paid to Nature. Toil and
pains
In this recess, by thoughtful Fancy built,
Should spread from heart to heart; and
stately groves,
380
Majestic edifices, should not want
A eorresponding dignity within.
The congregating temper that pervades
Our unripe years, not wasted, should be
taught
To minister to works of high attempt —
Works which the enthusiast would perform
with love.
Youth shovdd be awed, religiously possessed
With a eonvietion of the power that waits
On knowledge, when sincerely sought and
prized
389
For its own sake, on glory and on praise
If but by labour won, and fit to endure
The passing day; should learn to put aside
Her trappings here, should strip them ofiB
abashed
Before antiquity and stedfast truth
And strong book-mindedness; and over ali
A healthy sound simplicity should reign,
A seemly plainness, name it what you will,
Kepublican or pious.
If these thoughts
Are a gratuitous emblazonry
That mooks the recreant age we live in,
then
400
Be Folly and False-seeming free to affect
Whatever formal gait of discipline
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Shall raise them highest in their own esteem —
Let them parade among the Sehools at will,
But spare the House of God. Was ever
known
The witless shepherd who persists to drive
A flock that thirsts not to a pool disliked ?
A weight must surely hang on days begun
And ended with sueh mookery. Be wise,
Ye Presidents and Deans, and, till the spirit
Of ancient times revive, and youth be
trained
411
At home in pious service, to your bells
Give seasonable rest, for 't is a sound
Hollow as ever vexed the tranquil air;
And your officious doings bring disgraee
Ou the plain steeples of our English Church,
Whose worship, 'mid remotest village trees,
Sufíers for this. Even Science, too, at hand
In daily sight of this irreverenee,
Is smitten thence with an unnatural taint,
Loses her just authority, falls beneath 421
Collateral suspicion, else unknown.
This truth escaped me not, and I confess,
That having 'mid my native hüls given loose
To a schoolboy's vision, I had raised a pile
Upon the basis of the coming time,
That fell in ruins round me. Oh, what joy
To see a sanctuary for our country's youth
Informed with sueh a spirit as might be
Its own protection; a primeval grove, 430
Where, though the shades with cheerfulness
were filled,
Nor indigent of songs warbled from crowds
In under-eoverts, yet the coimtenance
Of the whole place should bear a stamp of
awe;
A habitation sober and demure
For ruminating creatures; a domain
For quiet things to wander in; a haunt
In which the heron should delight to feed
By the shy rivers, and the pelican
Upon the cypress spire in lonely thought 440
Might sit and sun himself. — Alas ! Alas !
In vain for such solemnity I looked;
Mine eyes were crossed by butterflies, ears
vexed
By chattering popinjays; the inner heart
Seemed trivial, and the impresses without
Of a too gaudy region.
Different sight
Those venerable Doctors saw of old,
When ali who dwelt within these famons
walls
Led in abstemiousiiess a studious life;
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When, in forlorn and naked chambers
cooped
450
And crowded, o'er the ponderous books
they hung
Like caterpillars eating out their way
In silence, or with keen devouring noise
Not to be tracked or fathered. Princes then
At matins froze, and couched at curfewtime,
Trained np throngh piety and zeal to prize
Spare diet, patient labour, and plaiu weeds.
O seat of Arts ! renowned throughout the
world!
Far diiferent service in those homely days
The Mnses' modest nurslings underwent 460
From their first childhood: in that glorious
time
When Learning, like a stranger come from
far,
Sounding throngh Christian lands her
trumpet, roused
Peasant and king; when boys and youths,
the growth
Of raggèd villages and crazy huts,
Forsook their homes, and, errant in the quest
Of Patron, famous school or friendly nook,
Where, pensioned, they in shelter might sit
down,
From town to town and through wide scattered realms
Joumeyed with ponderous folios in their
hands;
47a
And often, starting from some covert place,
Salnted the chance comer on the road,
Crying, " An obolus, a penny give
To a poor scholar ! " — when illustrious
men,
Lovers of truth, by pennry oonstrained,
Bucer, Erasmus, or Melancthon, read
Before the doors or windows of their cells
By moonshine through mere lack of taper
light.
But peace to vain regrets ! We see but
darkly
Even when we look behind us, and best
things
480
Are not so pure by nature that they needs
Must keep to ali, as fondly ali believe,
Their highest promise. If the mariner,
When at reluetant distance he hath passed
Some tempting island, could but know the
ills
That must have fallen upon him had he
brought
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His bark to land upon the wished-for shore,
Good cause would oft be his to thank the
surf
Whose white belt scared him thence, or
wind that blew
Inexorably adverse: for myseU
490
I grieve not; happy is the gownèd youth,
Who only misses what I missed, who falls
No lower than I fell.
I did not love,
Judging not ill perhaps, the timid course
Of ourscholasticstudies; could have wished
To see the river flow with ampler range
And freer pace; but more, far more, I
grieved
To see displayed among an eager few,
Who in the field of contest persevered,
Passions unworthy of youth's generousheart
And mounting spirit, pitiably repaid, 501
When so disturbed, whatever palms are
won.
From these I tumed to travei with the shoal
Of more unthinking natures, easy minds
And pülowy; yet not wanting love that
makes
The day pass lightly on, when foresight
sleeps.
And wisdom and the pledges interchanged
With our own inner being are forgot.
Yet was this deep vacation not given up
To utter waste. Hitherto I had stood 510
In my own mind remote from social life,
ÍAt least from what we commonly so name,)
jike a lone shepherd on a promontory,
Who lacking occupation looks far forth
Into the boundless sea, and rather makes
Than finds what he beholds. And sure it is,
That this first transit from the smooth delights
And wild outlandish walks of simple youth
To something that resembles an approach
Towards human business, to a privileged
world
520
Within a world, a midway residence
With ali its intervenient imagery,
Did better suit my visionary mind,
Far better, than to have been bolted forth,
Thrust out abruptly into Fortune's way
Among the conflicts of substantial life;
By a more just gradation did lead on
To higher things; more naturally matured.
For permanent possession, better fruits,
Whether of truth or virtue, to ensue. 530
In serious mood, but oftener, I confess.

BOOK III

THE PRELUDE

With playful zest of fancy, did we note
(How could we less ?) the manners and the
ways
Of those who lived distinguished by the
badge
Of good or ill report; or those with whom
By frame of Academic discipline
We were perforce connected, men whose
sway
And known authority of office served
To set our minds on edge, and did no more.
Nor wanted we rich pastime of this kind, 540
Found everywhere, but chiefly in the ring
Of the grave Elders, men unsooured, grotesque
In character, tricked out like aged trees
Whieh through the lapse of their infirmity
Give ready place to any random seed
That chooses to be reared upon their trunks.
Here on my view, confronting vividly
Those shepherd swains whom I had lately
left
Appeared a diffierent aspect of old age; 549
How different ! yet both distinctly marked,
Objects embossed to cateh the general eye,
Or portraitures for special use designed,
As some might seem, so aptly do they serve
To illustrate Nature's book of rudiments —
That book upheld as with maternal care
When she would enter on her tender soheme
Of teaehing eomprehension with delight,
And mingling playful with patheticthonghts.
The surfaces of artificial life
And manners finely wronght, the delieate
race
560
Of colonrs, lurking, gleaming up and down
Through that state arras woven with silk
and gold;
This wily interchange of snaky hues,
Willingly or unwillingly revealed,
I neither knew nor cared for; and as suoh
Were wanting here, I took what might be
found
Of less elaborate fabric. At this day
I smile, in many a mountain solitude
Conjuring up seenes as obsolete in freaks
Of character, in points of wit as broad, 570
As aught by wooden images performed
For entertaimnent of the gaping crowd
At wake or fair. And oftentimes do flit
Remembrances before me of old men —
Old humourists, who have been long in their
graves,
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And having abnost in my mLud put oií
Their human names, have into phantoms
passed
Of texture midway between life and books.
I play the loiterer: 't is enough to note
That here in dwarf proportions were expressed
580
The limbs of the great world; its eager
strifes
Collaterally ponrtrayed, as in mock fight,
A toumament of blows, some hardly dealt
Though short of mortal combat; and whate'er
Might in this pageant be supposed to hit
An artless rustie's notice, this way less,
More that way, was not wasted upon me —
And yet the spectacle may well demand
A more substantial name, no mitnic show,
Itself a living part of a live whole,
590
A creek in the vast sea; for, ali degrees
And shapes of spurious fame and short-lived
praise
Here sate in state, and fed with daily alms
Retainers won away from solid good;
And here was Labonr, his own bond-slave;
Hope,
That never set the pains against the prize;
Idleness halting with his weary clog,
And poor misguided Shame, and witless
Fear,
And simple Pleasure foraging for Death;
Honour misplaced, and Dignity astray; 600
Feuds, factions, flatteries, ernnity, and guile,
Murmnring submission, and bald government,
(The idol weak as the idolater),
And Deceney and Custom starving Truth,
And blind Authority beating with his stafE
The child that might have led him; Emptiness
Followed as of good omen, and meek Worth
Left to herself unheard of and unknown.
Of these and other kindred notices
I cannot say what portion is in truth
610
The naked recollection of that time,
And what may rather have been called to
life
By after-meditation. But delight
That, in an easy temper lulled asleep,
Is stUl with Innocence its own reward,
This was not wanting. Carelessly I roamed
As through a wide museum from whose
stores
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A casual rarity is singled out
And has its brief perusal, then gives way
To others, ali supplanted in their turn; 620
Till 'mid this erowded neighbourhood of
things
That are by nature most unneighbourly,
The head turns round and cannot right
itself;
And though an aohing and a barren sense
Of gay oonfusion still be uppermost,
With few wise longings and but little love,
Yet to the memory something cleaves at
last,
Whence profit may be drawn in times to
come.
Thus in submissive idleness, my Friend !
The labonring time of autumn, winter,
spring,
630
Eight months ! rolled pleasingly away; the
ninth
Carne and retumed me to my native hUls.
BOOK FOURTH
SUMMER VACATION
Bright was the summer's noon when quiokening steps
Followed each other till a dreary moor
Was crossed, a bare ridge clomb, upon whose
top
Standing alone, as from a rampart's edge,
I overlooked the bed of Windermere,
Like a vast river, stretching in the sun.
With exultation, at my feet I saw
Lake, islands, promontories, gleaming bays,
A universe of Kature's fairest forms
Proudly revealed with instantaneous burst,
Magnificent, and beantiful, and gay.
u
I bounded down the hill shouting amain
For the old Ferryman; to the shout the
rocks
Replied, and when the Charon of the flood
Had staid his oars, and touehed the jutting
pier,
I did not step into the well-known boat
Without a cordial greeting. Thence with
speed
Up the familiar hill I took my way
Towards that sweet Valley where I had been
reared;
'T was but a short hour's walk, ere veering
round
20
I saw the snow-white church upon her hill
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Sit like a thronèd Lady, sending out
A gracious look ali over her domain.
Yon azure smoke betrays the lurking town;
With eager footsteps I advanoe and reach
The cottage threshold where my journey
closed.
Glad weleome had I, with some tears, perhaps,
From my old Dame, so kind and motherly,
While she perused me with a parenfs pride.
The thoughts of gratitude shall fali like
dew
30
Upon thy grave, good creature ! WhUe my
heart
Can beat never will I forget thy name.
Heaven's blessing be upon thee where thou
liest
After thy innocent and busy stir
In narrow cares, thy little daUy growth
Of calm enjoyments, after eighty years,
And more than eighty, of vintroubled life;
Childless, yet by the strangers to thy blood
Honoured with little less than filial love. 39
What joy was mine to see thee onee again,
Thee and thy dwelling, and a crowd of
things
About its narrow precincts ali beloved.
And many of them seeming yet my own !
Why should I speak of what a thousand
hearts
Have felt, and every man alive can guess ?
The rooms, the court, the garden were not
left
Long unsaluted, nor the sunny seat
Kound the stone table under the dark pine,
Friendly to studious or to festive hours;
Nor that unruly child of mountain birth, 50
The famous brook, who, soon as he was
boxed
Within our garden, found himself at once,
As if by trick insidious and unkind,
Stripped of his voice and left to dimple
down
(Without an effort and without a will)
A channel paved by man's officious care.
I looked at him and smiled, and smiled
again.
And in the press of twenty thousand
thoughts,
" Ha," quoth I, " pretty prisoner, are you
there ?"
Well might sarcastic Fancy then have
whispered,
60
" An emblem here behold of thy own life;
In its late course of even days with ali
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Their smooth enthralment;" but the heart
was full,
Too full for that reproach. My aged Dame
Walked proudly at my side: she guided me;
I willing, nay — nay, wishing to be led.
— The face of every neighbour whom I met
Was like a volume to me; some were hailed
Upon the road, some busy at their work,
Uneeremonious greetings interchanged 70
With half the length of a long field between.
Araong my schoolfellows I scattered round
Like recognitions, but with some constraint
Attended, doubtless, with a little pride,
But with more shame, for my habiliments,
The transformation wrought by gay attire.
líot less delighted did I take my place
At our domestic table: and, dear Friend 1
In this endeavour simply to relate
A Poefs history, may I leave untold
80
The thankfulness with which I laid me down
In my accustomed bed, more weleome now
Perhaps than if it had been more desired
Or been more often thought of with regret;
That lowly bed whence I had heard the wind
Koar, and the rain beat hard; where I so
oft
Had lain awake on summer nights to watch
The moon in splendour eouohed among the
leaves
Of a tall ash, that near our cottage stood;
Had watched her with fixed eyes while to
and fro
90
In the dark summit of the waving tree
She rocked with every impulse of the breeze.
Among the favourites whom it pleased me
well
To see again, was one by ancient right
Our inmate, a rough terrier of the hills;
By birth and call of nature pre-ordained
To hunt the badger and unearth the fox
Among the impervious erags, but having
been
From youth our own adopted, he had passed
Into a gentler service. And when first 100
The boyish spirit flagged, and day by day
Along my veins I kindled with the stir,
The fermentation, and the vemal heat
Of poesy, affecting private shades
Like a siok Lover, then this dog was used
To watch me, an attendant and a friend,
Obsequious to my steps early and late,
Though often of such dilatory walk
Tired, and uneasy at the halts I made. 109
A himdred times when, roving high and low,
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I have been harassed with the toil of verse,
Much pains and little progress, and at once
Some lovely Image in the song rose up
Full-formed, like Venus rising from the
sea;
Then have I darted forwards to let loose
My hand upon his back with stormy joy,
Caressing him again and yet again.
And when at evening on the public way
I sauntered, like a river murmuring
And talking to itself when ali things else 120
Are still, the creature trotted on before;
Such was his oustom; but whene'er he met
A passenger approaehing, he would tum
To give me timely notice, and straightway,
Grateful for that admonishment, I hushed
My voioe, composed my gait, and, with the
air
And mien of one whose thoughts are free,
advanced
To give and take a greeting that might save
My name from piteous rumours, such as wait
On men suspeoted to be crazed in brain. 130
Those walks well worthy to be prized and
loved —
Regretted ! — that word, too, was on my
tongue,
But they were richly laden with ali good.
And cannot be remembered but with thanks
And gratitude, and perfect joy of heart —
Those walks in ali their freshness now came
back
Like a retuming Spring. When first I
made
Once more the circuit of our little lake,
If ever happiness hath lodged with man,
That day consummate happiness was mine,
Wide-spreading, steady, ealm, contempla/tive.
MI
The sun was set, or setting, when I left
Our cottage door, and evening soon brought
on
A sober hour, not winning or serene,
For cold and raw the air was, and untuned:
But as a face we love is sweetest then
When sorrow damps it, or, whatever look
It chance to wear, is sweetest if the heart
Have fulness in herself; even so with me
It fared that evening. Gently did my soul
Put off her veil, and, self-transmuted, stood
Naked, as in the presence of her God. 152
While on I walked, a comfort seemed to
touch
A heart that had not been disconsolate:
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Strength carne where weakness was not
known to be,
At least not felt; and restoration carne
Like an intruder knocking at the doer
Of unacknowledged weariness. I took
The balance, and with firm hand weighed
myself.
— Of that externai scene which ronnd me
lay,
160
Little, in this abstraction, did I see;
Kemembered less; but I had inward hopes
And swellings of the spirit, was rapt and
soothed,
Conversed with promises, had glimmering
views
How life pervades the undecaying mind;
How the inimortal soul with God-Uke
power
Informs, creates, and thaws the deepest
sleep
That time can lay upon her; how on earth,
Man, if he do but live within the light 169
Of high endeavours, daily spreads abroad
His being armed with strength that eannot
fail.
Nor was there want of milder thoughts, of
love,
Of innocence, and holiday repose;
And more than pastoral quiet, 'mid the stir
Of boldest projects, and a peaceful end
At last, or glorious, by endurance won.
Thus musing, in a wood I sate me down
Alone, continuing there to muse: the slopes
And heights meanwhUe were slowly overspread
179
With darkness, and before a rippling breeze
The long lake lengthened out its hoary line,
And in the sheltered coppice where I sate,
Around me from among the hazel leaves,
Kow here, now there, moved by the straggling wind.
Carne ever and anon a breath-like sound,
Quick as the pantings of the faithful dog,
The ofE and on companion of my walk;
And such, at times, believing them to be,
I turned my head to look if he were there;
Then into solemn thought I passed once
more.
190
A freshness also foimd I at this time
In human Lite, the daily life of those
Whose occup9.tions really I loved;
The peaceful scene oft fiUed me with surprise
Changed like a garden in the heat of spring
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After an eight-days' absence. For (to omit
The things which were the same and yet
appeared
Far otherwise) amid this rural solitude,
A narrow Vale where each was known to
ali,
'T was not indüterent to a youthful mind
To mark some sheltering bower or sunny
nook
201
Where an old man had used to sit alone,
Now vacant; pale-faced babes whom I had
left
In arms, now rosy prattlers at the feet •
Of a pleased grandame tottering up and
down;
And growing gprls whose beauty, filched
away
With ali its pleasant promises, was gone
To deck some slighted playmate's homely
cheek.
Yes, I had something of a subtler sense,
And often looking round was moved to
smiles
210
Such as a delicate work of humour breeds;
I read, without design, the opinions,
thoughts,
Of those plain-Iiving people now obscrved
With clearer knowledge; with another eye
I saw the quiet woodman in the woods,
The shepherd roam the hUls. With new
delight,
This chiefly, did I note my grcy-haired
Dame;
Saw her go forth to church or other work
Of state equipped in monumental trim;
Short velvet cloak, (her bonnet of the like),
A maritle such as Spanish Cavaliers
221
Wore in old times. Her smooth domestic
life,
AfFectionate without disquietude,
Her talk, her business, pleased me; and
no less
Her clear though shallow stream of piety
That ran on Sabbath days a fresher course;
With thoughts unfelt till now I saw her
read
Her Bible on hot Sunday afternoons,
And loved the book, when she had dropped
asleep
And made of it a pillow for her head. 230
Nor less do I remember to have felt,
Distinctly manifested at this time,
A human-heartedness about my love
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For objects hitherto the absolute wealth
Of my own private being and no more;
Which I had loved, even as a blessed spirit
Or Angel, if he were to dwell on earth,
Might leve in individual happiness.
But now there opened on me other thoughts
Of change, eongratulation or regret,
240
A pensive feeling ! It spread far and wide;
The trees, the mountains shared it, and the
brooks,
The stars of Heaven, now seen in their old
haunts —
White Sirius glittering o'er the southern
crags,
Orion with his belt, and those fair Seven,
Acquaintances of every little child,
And Júpiter, my own belovèd star !
Whatever shadings of mortality,
Whatever imports from the world of death
Had come among these objects heretofore,
250
Were, in the main, of mood less tender:
strong,
Deep, gloomy were they, and severe; the
seatterings
Of awe or tremulous dread, that had given
way
In later youth to yearnings of a love
Enthusiastic, to delight and hope.
As one who hangs down-bending from
the side
Of a slow-moving boat, upon the breast
Of a still water, solacing himself
With such discoveries as his eye can make
Beneath him in the bottom of the deep, 260
Sees many beauteous sights — weeds, flshes,
flowers,
Grots, pebbles, roots of trees, and fancies
more,
Yet often is perplexed, and cannot part
The shadow from the substance, rooks and
sky,
Moimtains and clouds, reflected in the depth
Of the clear flood, from things which there
abide
In their true dwelling; now is crossed by
gleam
Of his own image, by a sunbeam now.
And wavering motions sent he knows not
whence,
Impediments that make his task more
sweet \
270
Such pleasant office have we long pursued
Incumíbeut o'er the surface of past time
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With like success, nor often have appeared
Shapes fairer or less doubtfully discerned
Than these to which the Tale, indulgent
Friend !
Would now direct thy notice. Yet in spite
Of pleasure won, and knowledge not withheld,
There was an inner falling o£E — I loved,
Loved deeply ali that had been loved before.
More deeply even than ever: but a swarm
Of heady schemes jostling each other,
gawds,
281
And feast and dance, and public revelry.
And sports and games (too grateful in
themselves,
Yet in themselves less grateful, I believe,
Than as they were a badge glossy and fresh
Of manliness and freedom) ali conspired
To lure my mind from firm habitual quest
Of feeding pleasures, to depress the zeal
And damp those yearnings which had once
been mine —
A wild, unworldly-minded youth, given
up
290
To his own eager thoughts. It wonld demand
Some skill, and longer time than may be
spared
To paint these vanities, and how they
wrought
In haunts where they, till now, had been
unknown.
It seemed the very garments that I wore
Preyed on my strength, and stopped the
quiet stream
Of self-forgetfulness.
Yes, that heartless chase
Of trivial pleasures was a poor exchange
For books and nature at that early age.
'T is true, some casual knowledge might be
gained
300
Of character or life; but at that time,
Of manners put to school I took small note,
And ali my deeper passions lay elsewhere.
Far better had it been to exalt the mind
By solitary study, to uphold
Intense desire through meditative peace;
And yet, for chastisement of these regrets,
The memory of one particular hour
Doth here rise up against me. 'Mid a
throng
Of maids and youths, old men, and matrons
staid,
310
A medley of ali tempers, I had passed
The night in dancing, gaiety, and mirth,
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With din of instruments and shuffling feet,
And glanoing forms, and tapers glittering,
And unaimed prattle flying up and down;
Spirits upon the stretch, and here and there
Slight shocks of young love-liking interspersed,
Whose transient pleasure mounted to the
head,
And tingled through the veins. Ere we
retired,
The cock had crowed, and now the eastern
sky
320
Was kindling, not unseen, from humble
eopse
And open fleld, through which the pathway
wonnd,
And homeward led my steps. Magnificent
The morning rose, in memorable pomp,
Glorious as e'er I had beheld — in front,
The sea lay langhing at a distance; near,
The solid mountains shone, bright as the
clouds,
Grain-tinctured, drenched in empyrean
light;
And in the meadows and the lower grounds
Was ali the sweetness of a common
dawn —
330
Dews, vapours, and the melody of birds,
And labourers going forth to till the fields.
Ah 1 need I say, dear Friend ! that to the
brim
My heart was full; I made no vows, but
vows
Were then made for me; bond nnknown to
me
Was given, that I shonld be, else siuning
greatly,
A dedieated Spirit. On I walked
In thankful blessedness, which yet survives.
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Shrnnk, and the mind experienced in herself
Conformity as just as that of old
350
To the end and written spirit of God'3
works,
Whether held forth in Nature or in Man,
Through pregnant vision, separate or conjoined.

When from our better selves we have
too long
Been parted by the hurrying world, and
droop,
Siek of its business, of its pleasures tired,
How graeious, how benign, is Solitude;
How potent a mere image of her sway;
Most potent when impressed upon the mind
With an appropriate human centre — hermit,
360
Deep in the bosom of the wilderness;
Votary (in vast cathedral, where no foot
Is treading, where no other face is seen)
Kneeling at prayers; or watchman on the
top
Of lighthouse, beaten by Atlantic waves;
Or as the soul of that great Power is met
Sometimes embodied on a public road,
When, for the night deserted, it assumes
A character of quiet more profound
Than pathless wastes.
Once, when those summer months
Were flown, and autumn brought its annual
show
371
Of oars with oars contending, sails with
sails,
Upon Winander's spacious breast, it
chanced
That — after I had left a flower-decked
room
(Whose in-door pastime, lighted up, survived
Strange rendezvous ! My mind was at
To a late hour), and spirits overwrought
that túne
A parti-eoloured show of grave and gay, 340 Were making night do penance for a day
Solid and light, short-sighted and profound; Spent in a round of strenuous idleness —
My homeward course led up a long ascent,
Of inconsiderate habits and sedate,
Where the road's watery svirface, to the
Consorting in one mansion mireproved.
top
380
The worth I knew of powers that I posOf that sliarp rising, glittered to the moou
sessed,
Though slighted and too oft misused. Be- And bore the semblance of another stream
Stealing with silent lapse to join the brook
sides,
That summer, swarming as it did with That murmured in the vale. Ali else was
still;
thoughts
No living thing appeared in earth or air.
Transient and idle, laoked not intervals
When Folly from the frown of fleeting And, save the flowing water's peaeeful
voice.
Time
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Sound there was none — but, Io! an uncouth shape,
Shown by a sudden tuming of the road,
So near that, slipping back into the shade
Of a thick hawthorn, I could mark him
well,
390
Myself unseen. He was of stature tall,
A span above man's common measure, tall,
Stiíf, lank, and upright; a more meagre
man
Was never seen before by night or day.
Long were liis arms, pallid his hands; his
mouth
Looked ghastly in the moonlight: from
behind,
A mile-stone propped him; I could also ken
That he was clothed in military garb,
Thongh faded, yet entire. Companionless,
No dog attending, by no staff sustained, 400
He stood, and in liis very dress appeared
A desolation, a simplioity,
To which the trappings of a gaudy world
Make a strange back-ground. From his
lips, ere long,
Issued low muttered sovmds, as if of pain
Or some uneasy thought; yet stUl his form
Kept the same awful steadiness — at his
feet
His shadow lay, and moved not. From
self-blame
Not wholly free, I watched him thus; at
len^h
Subduing my heart's speeious cowardice, 410
I left the shady nook where I had stood
And hailed him. Slowly from his restinga
place
He rose, and with a lean and wasted arm
In measured gesture lifted to his head
Keturned my salutation; then resumed
His station as before; and when I asked
His history, the veteran, in reply,
Was neither slow nor eager; but, unmoved,
And with a quiet uncomplaining voice,
A stately air of mUd indiflerence,
420
He told in few plain words a soldier's
tale —
That in the Tropic Islands he had served,
Whence he had landed scarcely three weeks
past;
That on his landing he had been dismissed.
And now was travelling towards his native
home.
This heard, I said, in pity," Come with me."
He stooped, and straightway from the
ground took up

An oaken staff by me yet unobserved —
A staif which must have dropped from his
slack hand
And lay till now neglected in the grass. 430
Though weak his step and cautious, he appeared
To travei without pain, and I beheld,
With an astonishment but ill suppressed,
His ghostly figure moving at my side;
Nor could I, while we journeyed thus, forbear
To turn from present hardships to the past.
And speak of war, battle, and pestilence,
Sprinkling this talk with questions, better
spared,
On what he might himself have seen or
felt.
He ali the while was in demeanour calm, 440
Concise in answer; solemn and sublime
He might have seemed, but that in ali he
said
There was a strange half-absence, as of
one
Knowing too well the importance of his
theme,
But feeling it no longer. Our discourse
Soon ended, and together on we passed
In silence through a wood gloomy and still.
Up-turning, then, along an open fleld,
We reached a cottage. At the door I
knocked.
And earnestly to charitable care
450
Commended him as a poor friendless man,
Belated and by sickness overcome.
Assured that now the traveller would repose
In comfort, I entreated that henceforth
He would not linger in the public ways,
But ask for timely furtherance and help
Such as his state required. At this reproof,
With the same ghastly mildness in his look,
He said, " My trust is in the God of Heaven,
459
And in the eye of him who passes me !"
The cottage door was speedily unbarred,
And now the soldier touched his hat once
more
With his lean hand, and in a faltering voice,
Whose tone bespake reviving interests
Till thenunfelt, he thanked me; I returned
The farewell blessing of the patient man,
And so we parted. Back I cast a look.
And lingered near the door a little spaee,
Then sought with quiet heart my distant
home.
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BOOK FIFTH
BOOKS
Whejt Contemplation, like the night-calm
felt
Through earth and sky, spreads widely, and
sends deep
Into the soul its tranquillising power,
Even then I sometimes grieve for thee, O
Man,
Earth's paramount Creatuie ! not so much
for woes
That thou endurest; heavy though that
weight be,
Cloud-like it mounts, or touched with light
divine
Doth melt away; but for those palms
achieved
Through length of time, by patient exercise
Of study and hard thought; there, there,
it is
IO
That sadness flnds its fnel. Hitherto,
In progress through this Verse, my mind
hath looked
Upon the speaking face of earth and heaven
As her prime teaoher, intereourse with man
Established by the sovereign Intelleot,
Who through that bodily image hath diffused,
As might appear to the eye of fleeting time,
A deathless spirit. Thou also, man ! hast
wrought,
For commeree of thy nature with herself,
Things that aspire to unconquerable life;
And yet we feel — we cannot choose but
feel—
21
That they must perish. Tremblings of the
heart
It gives, to think that our immortal being
No more shall need suoh garments; and yet
man.
As long as he shall be the child of earth,
Might almost " weep to have " what he may
lose,
Nor be himself extinguished, but survive,
Abjeet, depressed, forlorn, disconsolate.
A thought is with me sometimes, and I
say,—
Should the whole frame of earth by inward
throes
30
Be wrenched, or fire come down from far
to scorch
Her pleasant habitations, and dry up
Old Ocean, in his bed left singed and bare,
Yet would the living Presence still subsist
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Victorious, and composure would ensue.
And kindlings like the morning — presage
sure
Of day retuming and of life revived.
But ali the meditations of mankind,
Yea, ali the adamantino holds of truth
By reason built, or passion, which itself 40
Is highest reason in a soul sublime;
The consecrated works of Bard and Sage,
Sensuous or intellectual, wrought by men,
Twin labourers and heirs of the same hopes;
Where would they be ? Oh ! why hath not
the Mind
Some element to stamp her image on
In nature somewhat nearer to her own ?
Why, gifted with such powers to send
abroad
Her spirit, must it lodge in shrines so frail ?
One day, when from my lips a like complaint
50
Had fallen in presence of a studious friend,
He with a smile made answer, that in truth
'T was going far to seek disquietude;
But on the front of his reproof confessed
That he himself had oftentimes given way
To kindred hauntings. Whereupon I told,
That once in the stillness of a summer's
noon,
While I was seated in a rocky cave
By the sea-side, perusing, so it chaneed,
The famous history of the errant knight 60
Kecorded by Cervantes, these same
thoughts
Beset me, and to height unusual rose,
While listlessly I sate, and, having closed
The book, had turned my eyes toward the
wide sea.
On poetry and geometric truth.
And their high privilege of lasting life,
From ali internai injury exempt,
I mused; upon these chiefly: and at length,
My senses yielding to the sultry air,
69
Sleep seized me, and I passed into a dream.
I saw before me stretched a boundless plain
Of sandy wilderness, ali blaek and void.
And as I looked around, distress and fear
Came creeping over me, when at my side,
Close at my side, an uncouth shape appeared
Upon a dromedary, mounted high.
He seemed an Arab of the Bedouin tribes:
A lance he bore, and undemeath one arm
A stone, and in the opposite hand a shell
Of a surpassing brightness. At the sight 80
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Much I rejoiced, not doubting but a guide
Was present, one who with unerring skill
Would through the desert lead me; and
while yet
83
I looked and looked, self-questioned what
this freight
Whieh the new-oomer carried through the
waste
Could mean, the Arab told me that the
stone
(To give it in the language of the dream)
Was " Euclid's Elements," and " This,"
said he,
" Is something of more worth;" and at the
word
Stretched forth the shell, so beautiful in
shape,
90
In colour so resplendent, with command
That I should hold it to my ear. I did so,
Andheard thatinstant in anmiknowntongue,
Whieh yet I míderstood, articulate soimds,
A loud prophetie blast of harraony;
An Ode, in passion uttered, whieh foretold
Destruction to the children of the earth
By deluge, now at hand. No sooner oeased
The song, than the Arab with calm look declared
That ali would come to pass of whieh the
voiee
100
Had given forewarning, and that he himself
Was going then to bury those two books:
The one that held aequaintauoe with the
stars,
And wedded soul to soul in purest bond
Of reason, undisturbed by space or time;
The other that was a god, yea many gods,
Had Toices more than ali the winds, with
power
To exhilarate the spirit, and to soothe,
Through every elime, the heart of human
kind.
While this was uttering, strange as it may
sesni)
110
I wondered nbt, although I plainly saw
The one to be a stone, the other a shell;
Nor doubted once but that they both were
books,
Having a perfeet faith in ali that passed.
Far stíonger, now, grew the desire I felt
To cleave unto this man; but when I prayed
To share his enterprise, he hurried on
Reckless of me: I followed, not unseen,
For oftentimes he cast a backward look,
Grasping his twofold treasure. — Lance in
rest,
120
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He rode, I keeping pace with him; and now
He, to my fancy, had become the knight
Whose tale Cervantes tells; yet not the
knight,
But was an Arab of the desert too;
Of these was neither, and was both at once.
His countenance, meanwhile, grew more
disturbed;
And, looking baekwards when he looked,
mine eyes
Saw, over half the wilderness difEused,
A bed of glittering light: I asked the cause:
" It is," said he, " the waters of the deep 130
Gathering upon us; " quickening then the
pace
Of the unwieldy creature he bestrode,
He left me: I called after him aloud;
He heeded not; but, with his twofold charge
Still in his grasp, before me, full in view,
Went hurrying o'er the illimitable waste,
With the fleet waters of a drowning world
In chase of him; whereat I waked in terror.
And saw the sea before me, and the book,
In whieh I had been reading, at my side.
Fidl often, taking from the world of
sleep
14.
This Arab phantom, whieh I thus beheld,
This semi-Quixote, I to him have given
A substance, fancied him a living man,
A gentle dweller in the desert, crazed
By love and feeling, and internai thought
Protracted among endless solitudes;
Have shaped him wandering upon this quest!
Nor have I pitied him; but rather felt
Reverenee was due to a being thus employed;
150
And thought that, in the blind and awful
lair
Of such a madness, reason did lie couched.
Enow there are on earth to take in charge
Their wives, their children, and their virgin
loves,
Or whatsoever else the heart holds dear;
Enow to stir for these; yea, wUl I say,
Contemplating in soberness the approach
Of an event so dire, by signs in earth
Or heaven made manifest, that I could share
That maniac's fond anxiety, and go
160
Upon like errand. Oftentimes at least
Me hath such strong entrancement overcome,
When I have held a volume in my hand,
Poor earthly casket of immortal verse,
Shakespeare, or Milton, labourers divine !
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Great and benign, indeed, must be the
jwwer
Of living nature, which could thus so long
Detain me from the best of other guides
And dearest helpers, left unthanked, unpraised,
Even in the time of lisping infancy;
170
And later down, in prattling childhood even,
While I was traveUing baek among those
days,
How could I ever play an ingrate's part ?
Once more should I have made those bowers
resoimd,
By intermingling strains of thankfulness
With their own thoughtless melodies; at
least
It might have well beseemed me to repeat
Some simply fashioned tale, to tell again,
In slender accents of sweet verse, some tale
That did bewitch me then, and soothes me
now.
180
O Friend ! O Poet! brother of my soul,
Think not that I could pass along untouched
By these remembrances. Yet wherefore
speak ?
Why call upon a few weak words to say
What is already written in the hearts
Of ali that breathe ? — what in the path of
ali
Drops daily from the tongue of every child,
Wherever man is found ? The trickling tear
Upon the cheek of listening Infancy
Proclaims it, and the insuperable look 190
That drinks as if it never could be full.
That portion of my story I shall leave
There registered: whatever else of power
Or pleasure sown, or fostered thus, may be
Peculiar to myself, let that remain
Where still it works, though hidden from
ali search
Among the depths of time. Yet is it just
That here, in memory of all books which lay
Their sure foimdations in the heart of man,
Whether by native prose, or numerous verse,
That in the name of all inspirèd souls — 201
From Homer the great Thunderer, from
the voice
That roars along the bed of Jewish song.
And that more varied and elaborate,
Those trumpet-tones of harmony that shake
Our shores in England, — from those loftiest
notes
Down to the low and wren-like warblings,
made
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For cottagers and spinners at the wheel.
And sun-bumt travellers resting their tired
limbs,
Stretched under wayside hedge-rows, ballad
tunes,
210
Food for the hungry ears of little ones,
And of old men who have survived their
joys—
'T is just that in behalf of these, the works,
And of the men that framed them, whether
known
Or sleeping nameless in their scattered
graves,
That I should here assert their rights, attest
Their honours, and should, once for all, pronounce
Their benediction; speak of them as Powers
For ever to be hallowed; only less,
For what we are and what we may become,
Than Nature's self, which is the breath of
God,
221
Or His pure Word by miracle revealed.
Rarely and with reluctance would I stoop
To transitory themes; yet I rejoice.
And, by these thoughts admonished, wül
pour out
Thanks with uplifted heart, that I was
rearcd
Safe from an evU which these days have
laid
Upon the children of the land, a pest
That might have dried me up, body and soul.
This verse is dedicate to Nature's self, 230
And things that teach as Nature teaches:
then,
Oh! where had been the Man, the Poet
where,
Where had we been, we two, belovèdFriend!
If in the season of unperilous choice,
In lieu of wandering, as we did, through
vales
Rich with indigenous produce, open ground
Of Fancy, happy pastures ranged at will,
We had been followed, liourly watched, and
noosed,
Each in his several melancholy walk
Stringed like a poor man's heifer at its
feed,
240
Led through the lanes in forlorn servitude;
Or rather like a stallèd ox debarred
From touch of growing grass, that may
not taste
A flower till it have yielded up its sweets
A prelibation to the mower's scythe.
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Behold the parent hen amid her brood,
Xhough fledged and feathered, and well
pleased to part
And straggle from her presence, still a
brood,
And she herself from the maternal bond 249
Still undischarged; yet doth she little more
Than move with them in tenderness and
love,
A centre to the eircle which they make;
And now and then, alike from need of theirs
And call of her own natural appetites,
She scratches, ransacks up the earth for
food,
Which they partake at pleasure. Early
died
My honoured Mother, she who was the
heart
And hinge of ali our learnings and our
loves:
She left us destitute, and, as we might,
Trooping together. Little suits it me 260
To break upon the sabbath of her rest
With any thought that looks at others'
blame;
Nor would I praise her but in perfect love.
Hence am I checked: but let me boldly say,
In gratitude, and for the sake of truth,
Unheard by her, that she, not falsely taught,
Fetching her goodness rather from times
past,
Than shaping novelties for times to come,
Had no presumption, no such jealousy, 269
Nor did by habit of her thoughts mistrust
Our nature, but had virtual faith that He
Who fills the mother'3 breast with innocent
milk,
Doth also for our nobler part provide,
Under His great correction and control.
As innocent instincts, and as innocent food;
Or draws, for minds that are left free to
trust
In the simplicities of opening life,
Sweet honey out of spurned or dreaded
weeds.
This was her creed, and therefore she was
pure
From anxious fear of error or mishap, 280
And evil, overweeningly so called;
Was not puiled up by false unnatural hopes,
Nor selfish with unnecessary cares,
Nor with impatienee from the season asked
More than its timely produce; rather loved
The hours for what they are, than from
regard
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Glanced on their promises in restless pride.
Such was she — not from faculties more
strong
Than others have, but from the times, perhaps.
And spot in which she lived, and through a
grace
290
Of modest meekness, simple-mindedness,
A heart that found benignity and hope,
Being itself benign.
My drift I fear
Is scarcely obvious; but, that commonsense
May try this modem system by its fruits,
Leave let me take to place before her sight
A specimen pourtrayed with faithful hand.
Full early trained to worship seemliness,
This model of a child is never known
To mix in quarrels; that were far beneath
Its dignity; with gifts he bubbles o'er 301
As generous as a fountain; selfishness
May not come near him, nor the little throng
Of flitting pleasures tempt him from his
path;
The wandering beggars propagate his name,
Dimib creatures find him tender as a nun.
And natural or supematural fear,
Unless it leap upon him in a dream,
Touches him not. To enhanoe the wonder,
see
How areh his notices, how nice his sense
Of the ridieulous; not blind is he
311
To the broad follies of the licensed world,
Yet innocent himself withal, though shrewd,
And can read lectures upon innocence;
A miraele of scientific lore,
Ships he can guide across the pathless sea.
And tell you ali their cunning; he can read
The inside of the earth, and spell the stars;
He knows the policies of foreign lands;
Can string you names of districts, cities,
towns,
320
The whole world over, tight as beads of
dew
Upon a gossamer thread; he sifts, he
weighs;
Ali things are put to question; he must live
Knowing that he grows wiser every day
Or else not live at ali, and seeing too
Each little drop of wisdom as it falls
Into the dimpling cistern of his heart:
For this unnatural growth the trainer blame,
Pity the tree. — Poor human vanity,
329
Wertthou extinguished, little would be left
Which he could truly love; but how escape ?
For, ever as a thought of purer birth
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Some intermeddler still is on the watch
To drive him back, and pomid him, like a
stray,
Within the pinfold of his own conceit.
Meanwhile old grandame earth is grieved
to find
The playthings, which her love designed for
him,
Unthought of: in their woodland beds the
flowers
Weep, and the river sides are ali forlorn. 340
Oh ! give us once again the wishing-cap
Of Fortunatus, and the invisible eoat
Of Jack the Giant-killer, Robin Hood,
And Sabra in the forest with St. George !
The child, whose love is here, at least, doth
reap
One precious gain, that he forgets himself.
These mighty workmen of our later age,
Who, with a broad highway, have overbridged
The froward chãos of futurity,
Tamed to their bidding; they who have the
skill
350
To manage books, and things, and make
them aet
On infant minds as surely as the sun
Deals with a flower; the keepers of our
time,
The guides and wardens of our faculties,
Sages who in their prescience would eontrol
Ali acoidents, and to the very road
Which they have fashioned would confine
us down,
Like engines; when will their presumption
leam,
That in the unreasoning progress of the
world
A wiser spirit is at work for us,
360
A better eye than theirs, most prodigal
Of blessings, and most studious of our good,
Even in what seem our most imfruitful
hours ?
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Pressed closely palm to palm, and to his
mouth
Uplifted, he, as through an instrument,
Blew mimic hootings to the silent owls,
That they might answer him; and they
would shout
Across the watery vale, and shout again,
Responsive to his call, with quivering peals.
And long halloos and screams, and echoes
loud,
Redoubled and redoubled, coneourse wUd
Of jocund din; and, when a lengthened
pause
Of silence eame and baffled his best skill,
Then sometimes, in that silence while he
hung
381
Listening, a gentle shock of mild surprise
Has carried far into his heart the voice
Of mountain torrents; or the visible scene
Would enter unawares into his mind,
With ali its solemn imagery, its rocks,
Its woods, and that nncertain heaven, received
Into the bosom of the steady lake.

This Boy was taken from his mates, and
died
In childhood, era he was full twelve years
old.
390
Fair is the spot, most beautiful the vale
Where he was born; the grassy churchyard hangs
Upon a slope above the vUlage school,
And through that churchyard when my way
has led
On summer evenings, I believe that there
A long half hour together I have stood
Mute, looking at the grave in which he lies !
Even now appears before the mind's clear
eye
That self-same village church; I see her sit
(The thronèd Lady whom ere while we haUed)
On her green hill, forgetful of this Boy 401
Who slumbers at her feet, — forgetful, too,
Of ali her silent neighbourhood of graves,
And listening only to the gladsome sounds
There was a Boy: ye knew him well, ye That, from the rural school ascending, play
Beneath her and about her. May she long
cliffs
Behold a race of young ones like to those
And islands of Winander ! — many a time
With whom I herded ! — (easily, indeed,
At evening, when the earliest stars began
We might have fed upon a fatter soil
To move along the edges of the hills,
Of arts andletters—but be that forgiven)—
Rising or setting, would he stand alone
Beneath the trees or by the glimmering lake, A race of real children; not too wise, 411
And there, with fingers interwoven, both Too learned, or too good; but wanton, fresh,
hands
370 1 And bandied up and down by love and hate;
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Not unresentful where self-justifled;
Fierce, moody, patieut, venturous, modest,
shy;
Mad at their sports like withered leaves in
winds;
Though doing wrong and sufPering, and full
oft
Bending beneath our lif e's my sterious weight
Of paiii, and doubt, and fear,yet yielding not
In happiness to the happiest upon earth. 420
Simplicity in habit, truth in speech,
Bo these the daily strengtheners of their
minds;
May books and Nature be their early joy !
And knowledge, rightly honoured with that
name —
Knowledge not purchased by the loss of
power !
Well do I call to mind the very week
When I was íirst intrusted to the care
Of that sweet Valley; when its paths, its
shores,
And brooks were like a dream of novelty
To my half-infant thoughts; that very week,
While I was roving up and down alone, 431
Seeking I knew not what, I chanced to cross
One of those open flelds, which, shaped like
ears,
Make green peninsulas onEsthwaite's Lake:
Twilight was coming on, yet through the
gloom
Appeared distinctly on the opposite shore
A heap of garments, as if left by one
Who might have there been bathing. Long
I watched,
But no one owned them; meanwhile the
calm lake
Grew dark with ali the shadows on its breast,
And, now and then, a fish up-leaping
snapped
441
The breathless stillness. The sueceeding
day,
Those unclaimed garments telling a plain
tale
Drew to the spot an anxious crowd; some
looked
In passive expectation from the shore,
While from a boat others himg o'er the
deep,
Sounding with g^ppling irons and long
poles.
At last, the dead man, 'mid that beauteous
scene
Of trees and hills and water, bolt upright
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Kose, with his ghastly face, a speotre
shape
45a
Of terror; yet no soul-debasing fear,
Young as I was, a child not nine years old,
Possessed me, for my inner eye had seen
Such sights before, among the shining
streams
Of faery land, the forest of romance.
Their spirit hallowed the sad spectaele
With decoration of ideal graee;
A dignity, a smoothness, like the works
Of Grecian art, and purest poesy.
A precious treasure had I long possessed,
4Õ0
A little yellow, canvas-covered book,
A slender abstraot of the Arabian tales;
And, from companions in a new abode,
When íirst I learnt, that this dear prize of
mine
Was but a block hewn from a mighty
quarry —
That there were four large volumes, laden
ali
With kindred matter, 't was to me, in truth,
A promise searcely earthly. Instantly,
With one not richer than myself, I made
A covenant that each should lay aside 470
The moneys he possessed, and hoard up
more
Till our joint savings had amassed enough
To make this book our own. Through
several months,
In spite of ali temptation, we preserved
Religiously that vow; but flrmness failed,
Nor were we ever masters of our wish.
And when thereafter to my father's house
The holidays retumed me, there to find
That golden store of books which I had
left,
What joy was mine ! How often in the
course
480
Of those glad respites, though a soft west
wind
Eufíied the waters to the angler's wish.
For a whole day together, have I lain
Down by thy side, O Derwent! murmuring stream,
On the hot stones, and in the glaring sun.
And there have read, devouring as 1 read,
Defrauding the day's glory, desperate !
Till with a sudden bound of smart reproach,
Such as an idler deals with in his shame,
1 to the sport betook myself again.
490
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A gracious spirit o'er this earth presides,
Relinquishing this lofty eminence
And o'er the heart of man; invisibly
For ground, though humbler, not the less a
It comes, to works of unreproved delight.
tract
And tendeney benign, directing those
Of the same isthmus, which our spirits
Who care not, know not, think not, what
cross
they do.
In progress from their nativa continent
The tales that charm away the wakef ul night To earth and human life, the Song might
In Araby; romances; legends penned
dwell
For solace by dim light of monkish lamps; On that delightful time of growing youth,
Fiotions, for ladies of their love, devised
When craving for the marvellous eives
By youthful squires; adventures endless,
way
540
spun
500 To stren^hening love for things that we
By the dismantled warrior in old age,
have seen;
Out of the bowels of those very schemes
When sober truth and steady sympathies,
In whieh Ms youth did first extravagate;
Ofíered to notice by less daring pens,
These spread like day, and something in Take firmar hold of us, and words themthe shape
selves
Of these will live till maii shall be no more. Move ns with conscious pleasura.
Dmnb yearnings, hidden appetites, are ours,
I am sad
And they must have their food. Our child- At thought of raptura now for ever flown;
hood sits,
Almost to tears I sometLmes could be sad ,
Our simple childhood, sits upon a throne
To think of, to read over, many a page,
That hath more power than ali the ele- Poems withal of name, which at that time
ments.
Did never fail to entrance ma, and are
I guess not what this tells of Being past, 510
now
550
Nor what it augnrs of the life to come;
Dead in my eyes, dead as a thaatre
But so it is; and, in that dubious hour —
Fresh emptied of spectators. Twice fiva
That twUight— when we íirst begin to see
years
This dawning earth, to recognise, expect,
Or less 1 might have sean, when first my
And, in the long probation that ensues,
mind
The time of trial, era we learn to live
With conscious pleasura opened to the
In reconeilement with om^ stinted powers;
charm
To endure this state of meagre vassalage,
Of words in tuneful order, found them
Unwilling to forego, confess, submit,
sweet
Uneasy and misettled, yoke-fellows
520 For their own sakes, a passion, and a power;
To custom, mettlesome, and not yet tamed And phrases pleased me chosen for delight.
And humbled down — oh ! then we f eel, we For pomp, or love. Oft, in the public roads
feel,
Yet unfrequented, while the morning light
We know where we have friends. Ye Was yellowing the hül tops, I went
dreamers, then,
abroad
560
Forgers of daring tales ! we bless you then, With a dear friend, and for the better part
Impostors, drivellers, dotards, as the ape
Of two delightful hours wa strolled along
PhÜosophy will call you: then we feel
By the still borders of the misty lake,
With what, and how great might ye are in Repeating favourite verses with ona voica,
league,
Or conning more, as happy as the birds
Who make our wish, our power, our thought That round us chaunted. Well might we
a deed,
bc glad,
An empire, a possession, — ye whom time
Lifted above the ground by airy fancies.
And seasons serve; ali Faculties to whom 530 More bright than madness or the dreams
Earth orouehes, the elements are potter's
of wine;
elay,
And, though full oft the objects of our love
Space like a heaven filled up with northern Were false, and in their splendour overlights,
WTOUght,
570
Here, nowhcre, there, and everywhere at Yet was there surely then no vulgar power
onoe.
Working within us, — nothing lass, in truth.
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Than that most noble attribute of man,
Though yet untutored and inordinate,
That wish for something loftier, more
adorned,
Than is the common aspect, daily garb,
Of human life. What wonder, then, if
sounds
Of exultation echoed through the groves !
For, images, and sentiments, and words,
And everything encountered cr pursued 580
In that delicious world of poesy,
Kept holiday, a never-ending show,
With music, incense, festival, and flowers !
Here must we pause: this only let me
add,
From heart-experience, and in humblest
sense
Of modesty, that he, who in his youth
A daily wanderer among woods and fields
With living Nature hath been intimate,
Not only in that raw unpractised time
Is stLrred to ecstasy, as others are,
590
By glittering verse; but further, doth receive,
In measure only dealt out to himself,
Knowledge and increase of enduring joy
From the great Nature that exists in works
Of mighty Poets. Visionary power
Attends the motions of the viewless winds,
Embodied in the mystery of words:
There, darkness makes abode, and ali the
host
Of shadowy things work endless changes, —
there,
As in a mansion like their proper home, 600
Even forms and substances are circumfused
By that transparent veil with light divine.
And, through the turnings intricate of
verse,
Present themselves as objeets recognised,
In flashes, and with glory not their own.

'

BOOK SIXTH
CAMBRIDGE AND THE ALPS
The leaves were fading when to Esthwaite's banks
And the simplicities of cottage life
I bade farewell; and, one among the youth
Who, siunmoned by that season, rennite
As scattered birds troop to the fowler's lure,
Went back to Granta's cloisters, not so
prompt
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Or eager, though as gay and undepressed
In mind, as when I thence had taken flight
A few short months before. I turned my
face
Without repining from the coves and
heights
10
Clothed in the sunshine of the withering
fern;
Quitted, not loth, the mild magniüeence
Of calmer lakes and louder streams; aud
you,
Frank-hearted maids of roeky Cumberland,
You and your not imwelcome days of mirth,
Relinquished, and your nights of revelry.
And in my own unlovely cell sate down
In lightsome mood — such privilege has
youth
That cannot take long leave of pleasant
thoughts.
The bonds of indolent society
20
Relaxing in their hold, henceforth I lived
More to myself. Two winters may be
passed
Without a separate notice: many books
Were skimmed, devoured, or studiously
perused,
But with no settled plan. I was detached
Intemally from academic cares;
Yet independent study seemed a course
Of hardy disobedience toward friends
And kindred, proud rebellion and unkind.
This spurious virtue, rather let it bear 30
A name it now deserves, this cowardioe,
Gave treacherous sanction to that over-love
Of freedom which encouraged me to tum
From regulations even of my own
As from restraints and bonds. Yet who
can tell —
Who knows what thus may have been
gained, both then
And at a later season, or preserved;
What love of nature, what original strength
Of contemplation, what intuitivo truths
The deepest and the best, what keen research,
Unbiassed, unbewildered, and unawed ?
The Poefs soul was with me at that time;
Sweet meditations, the stUl overflow
Of present happiness, while future years
Lacked not antieipations, tender dreams,
No few of which have since been realised;
And some remain, hopes for my future life.
Four years and thirty, told this very week,
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Have I been now a sojourner on earth,
By sorrow not unsmitten; yet for me
50
Life's nioming radiance hath not left the
hills,
Her dew is on the flowers. Those were
the days
Whieh also first emboldened me to trust
With firmness, hitherto but slightly touched
By such a daring thought, that I might
leave
Some monumeut behind me which pure
hearts
Should reverence. The instinctive humbleness,
Maintamed even by the very name and
thought
Of printed books and authorship, began
To melt away; and further, the dread awe
Of mighty names was softened down and
seemed
61
Approachable, admitting fellowship
Of modest sympathy. Such aspeot now,
Though not familiarly, my mind put on,
Content to observe, to achieve, and to enjoy.
Ali winter long, whenever free to choose,
Did I by night frequent the CoUege grove
And tributary walks; the last, and oft
The only one, who had been lingering there
Through hours of silence, till the porter's
bell,
70
A punctual follower on the stroke of nine,
Rang with its blunt unceremonious voice;
Inexorable summons ! Lofty elms,
Inviting shades of opportune recess,
Bestowed eomposure on a neighbourhood
Unpeaceful in itself. A single tree
With sinuous trunk, boughs exquisitely
wreathed,
Grew there; an ash which Winter for himself
Decked out with pride, and with outlandish
grace:
Up from the ground, and almost to the top,
The trunk and every maeter branch were
green
81
With clustering ivy, and the lightsome twigs
And outer spray profusely tipped with seeds
That hung in yellow tassels, while the air
Stirred them, not voiceless. Often have I
stood
Foot-bound uplooking at this lovely tree
Beneath a frosty moon. The hemisphere
Of magic fiotion, verse of mine perchance
May never tread; but scarcely Spenser's self
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Could have more tranquil visions in hia
youth,
90
Or could more bright appearances create
Of human forms with superhuman powers,
Than I beheld, loitering on calm clear
nights
Alone, beneath this fairy work of earth,
On the vague reading of a truant youth
'T were idle to descant. My inner judgmeut
Not seldom diÊBered from my taste in books,
As if it appertained to another mind.
And yet the books which then I valued
most
Are dearest to me now ; for, having scanned,
Not heedlessly, the Ia ws, and watched the
forms
lOZ
Of Nature, in that knowledge I possessed
A standard, often usefully applied,
Even when unconsciously, to things removed
From a familiar sympathy. — In fine,
I was a better judge of thoughts than words,
Misled in estimating words, not only
By common inexperience of youth,
But by the trade in classie niceties,
The dangerous craft, of culling term and
phrase
110
From languages that want the living voice
To carry meaning to the natural heart;
To tell us what is passion, what is truth,
What reason, wliat simplicity and sense.
Yet may we not entirely overlook
The pleasure gathered from the rudiments
Of geometric science. Though advanced
In these enquiries, with regret I speak,
No farther than the threshold, there I fomid
Both elevation and composed deUght: 120
With Indian awe and wonder, ignorance
pleased
With its own struggles, did I meditate
On the relation those abstractions bear
To Nature's laws, and by what process led,
Those immaterial agents bowed their heads
Duly to serve the mind of earth-born man;
From star to star, from kindred sphere to
sphere,
From system on to system without end.
More frequently from the same source I
drew
A pleasure quiet and profound, a sense 130
Of permanent and universal sway.
And paramount belief; there, recognised
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A type, for finite natures, of the one
Supreme Existence, the surpassing life
Which — to the boundaries of space and
time,
Of melancholy space . and doleful time,
Superior and incapable of change,
Nor touehed by welterings of passion — is.
And hath the name of, God. Transcendent
peace
139
And silence did await iipon these thoughts
That were a frequent comfort to my youth.
'T is told by one whom stormy waters
threw,
With fellow-snlíerers by the shipwreck
spared,
Upon a desert coast, that having brought
To land a single volume, saved by chance,
A treatise of Geometry, he wont,
Although of food and clothing destitute.
And beyond common wretchedness depressed.
To part from company and take this book
(Then first a self-taught pupil in its
truths)
150
To spots remote, and draw his diagrams
With a long stafE upon the sand, and thus
Did oft beguile his sorrow, and almost
Forget his feeling: so (if like efpect
From the same cause produced, 'mid outward things
So different, may rightly be compared),
So was it then with me, and so will be
With Poets ever. Mighty is the charm
Of those abstractions to a mind beset
With images and haunted by herself, 160
And specially delightful unto me
Was that clear synthesis built up aloft
So gracefully; even then when it appeared
Not more than a mere plaything, or a toy
To sense embodied: not the thing it is
In verity, an independent world,
Created out of purê intelligence.
Such dispositions then were mine unearned
By aught, I fear, of genuine desert —
Mine, through heaven's grace and inbom
aptitudes.
170
And not to leave the story of that time
Imperfect, with these habits must be joined,
Moods melancholy, fits of spleen, that loved
A pensive sky, sad days, and piping winds,
The twilight more than dawn, autumn than
spring;
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A treasured and luxurious gloom of choice
And inclination mainly, and the mere
Redimdancy of youth's contentedness.
— To time thus spent, add multitudes of
hours
179
Pilfered away, by what the Bard who sang
Of the Enchanter Indolence hath called
" Good-natured lounging," and behold a map
Of my collegiate life — far less intense
Than duty called for, or, without regard
To duty, might have sprung up of itself
By change of accidents, or even, to speak
Without unkindness, in another place.
Yet why take refuge in that plea ? — the
fault,
This I repeat, was mine; mine be the blame.
In summer, making quest for works of
art,
190
Or scenes renowned for beanty, I explored
That streamlet whose blue current works
its way
Between romantic Dovedale's spiry rocks;
Pried into Yorkshire dales, or hidden tracts
Of my own native region, and was blest
Between these sundry wanderings with a joy
Above ali joys, that seemed another mom
Risen on mid noon; blest with the presence,
Friend,
Of that sole Sister, her who hath been long
Dear to thee also, thy true friend and mine,
Now, after separation desolate,
201
Restored to me — such absence that she
seemed
A gift then first bestowed. The varied
banks
Of Emont, hitherto unnamed in song.
And that monastic castle, 'mid tall trees,
Low standing by the margin of the stream,
A mansion visited (as fame reports)
By Sidney, where, in sight of our Helvellyn,
Or stormy Cross-fell, snatches he might pen
Of his Arcadia, by fraternal love
210
Inspired; — that river and those mouldering
towers
Have seen us side by side, when, having
clomb
The darksome windings of a broken stair.
And crept along a ridge of fractured wall,
Not without trembling, we in safety looked
Forth, through some Gothic window'3 open
space.
And gathered with one miiid a rich reward
From the far-stretching landscape, by the
light
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One happiness. Throughout this narrative,
Else sooner ended, I have bome in mind 260
For whom it registers the birth, and marks
the growth,
Of gentleness, simplicity, and truth,
And joyous loves, that hallow innooent days
Of peace and self-command. Of rivers,
fields.
And groves I speak to thee, my Friend ! to
Another maid there was, wbo also shed
thee,
A gladness o'er that season, then to me,
Who, yet a liveried schoolboy, in the depths
By her exulting outside look of youth
Of the huge city, on the leaded roof
And placid under - comitenance, first en- Of that wide edifice, thy school and home,
deared;
Wert used to lie and gaze upon the clouds
That other spirit, Coleridge ! who is now
Moving in heaven; or, of that pleasure tired.
So near to us, that meek confiding heart,
To shut thine eyes, and by internai light 271
So revereneed by us both. 0'er paths and See trees, and meadows, and thy native
fields
230
stream,
In ali that neighbourhood, through narrow Far distant, thus beheld from year to year
lanes
Of a long exile. Nor could I forget,
Of eglantine, and through the shady woods, In this late portion of my argument,
And o'er the Border Beacon, and the waste That scarcely, as my term of pupUage
Of naked pools, and eonmion crags that lay Ceased, had I left those academic bowers
Exposed on the bare fell, were scattered When thou wert thither guided. From the
love,
heart
The spirit of pleasure, and youth's golden Of London, and from eloisters there, thou
gleam.
camest,
279
O Friend ! we had not seen thee at that And didst sit down in temperance and peace,
A rigorous student. What a stormy course
time,
And yet a power is on me, and a strong
Then followed. Oh ! it is a pang that calls
For utteranee, to think what easy change
Confusion, and I seem to plant thee there.
Far art thou wandered now in search of Of circumstances might to thee have spared
health
240 A world of pain, ripened a thousand hopes,
For ever withered. Through this retrospect
And milder breezes, — melancholy lot!
But thou art with us, with us in the past,
Of my eollegiate ILfe I stül have had
Thy after-sojourn in the self-same place
The present, with us in the times to come.
Present before my eyes, have played with
There is no grief, no sorrow, no despair,
No languor, no dejection, no dismay,
times
No absenoe soarcely can there be, for those And accidents as children do with cards, 290
Who love as we do. Speed thee well! divide Or as a mau, who, when his house is built,
With us thy pleasure; thy returning A frame locked up in wood and stone, doth
strength,
still.
As impotent fancy prompts, by his fireside,
Receive it daily as a joy of ours;
Share with us thy fresh spirits, whether gift Rebuild it to his liking. I have thought
Of gales Etesian or of tender thoughts. 251 Of thee, thy learning, gorgeous eloquence.
And ali the strength and plumage of thy
I, too, have been a wanderer; but, alas !
youth,
Thy subtle speculations, toils abstruse
How different the fate of difterent meu.
Though mutually unknown, yea nursed and Among the schoolmen, and Platonic forms
reared
Of wild ideal pageantry, shaped out
As if in several elements, we were framed From things well-matched or ill, and words
To bend at last to the same discipline,
for things,
300
Predestined, if two beings ever were.
The self-created sustenance of a mind
To seek the same delights, and have one Debarred from Nature's living images,
health.
Compelled to be a life unto herself.
Of moming beautifled, or purple eve;
Or, not less pleased, lay on some turrefs
bead,
22a
Catching from tufts of grass and hare-bell
flowers
Their faintest whisper to the passing breeze,
Given out while mid-day heat oppressed the
plains.
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And unrelentingly possessed by thirst
Of greatness, love, and beanty. Not alone,
Ali! surely not in singleness of heart
Should I have seen the light of evening fade
From smooth Cam's silent waters: had we
met,
Even at that early time, needs must I trust
In the belief, that my maturer age,
310
My calmer habits, and more steady voice,
W ould with an influence benign have soothed,
Or chased away, the airy wretchedness
Tliat battened on thy youth. But thiou hast
trod
A march of glory, which doth put to shame
These vain regrets; health suffers in thee,
else
Such grief for thee would be the weakest
thought
That ever harboured in the breast of man.
A passing word erewhile did lightly
tonch
On wanderings of my own, that now embraced
320
With livelier hope a region wider far.
Wien the third summer freed us from
restraint,
A youthful friend, he too a mountaineer,
Not slow to share my wishes, took his stafif,
And sallying forth, we journeyed side by
side,
Bound to the distant Alps. A hardy slight,
Did this miprecedented course imply,
Of college studies and their set rewards;
Nor had, in truth, the scheme been formed
by me
Without uneasy forethought of the pain, 330
The censm^es, and ill-omening, of those
To whom my worldly interests were dear.
But Nature then was sovereign in my mind.
And mighty forms, seizing a youthful fancy,
Had given a charter to irregular hopes.
In any age of uneventful calm
Among the nations, surely would my heart
Have been possessed by similar desire;
But Europe at that time was thrilled with
joy,
France standing on the top of golden
hours,
340
And human nature seeming born again.
Lightly equipped, and but a few brief
looks
Cast on the white cliffs of our native shore
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From the reeeding vessel's deck, we
chanced
To land at Calais on the very eve
Of that great federal day; and there we
saw,
In a mean city, and among a few,
How bright a face is worn when joy of one
Is joy for tens of millions. Southward
thence
We held our way, direct through hamlets,
towns,
350
Gaudy with reliques of that festival,
Flowers left to wither on triumphal ares,
And window-garlands. On the public
roads,
And, once, three days successively, through
paths
By which our toilsome journey was
abridged,
Among sequestered villages we walked
And found benevolence and blessedness
Spread like a fragrance everywhere, when
spring
Hath left no comer of the land untouched;
Where elms for many and many a league
in files
360
With their thin umbrage, on the stately
roads
Of that great kingdom, rustled o'er our
heads,
For ever near us as we paced along:
How sweet at such a time, with such delight
On every side, in prime of youthful
strength,
To feed a Poefs tender melancholy
And fond coneeit of sadness, with the sound
Of undulations varying as might please
The wind that swayed them; once, and
more than once,
ünhoused beneath the evening star we
saw
370
Dances of liberty, and, in late hours
Of darkness, dances in the open air
Deftly prolonged, though grey-haired
lookers on
Might waste their breath in chiding.
Under hills —
The vine-clad hills and slopes of Burgundy,
Upon the bosom of the gentle Saone
We glided forward with the flowing stream.
Swift Rhone! thou wert the wings on
which we cut
A winding passage with majestic ease
Between thy lofty rocks. Enchanting show
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Those woods and farms and orchards did
present,
381
And single sottages and lurking towns,
Keach after reach, succession without end
Of deep and stately vales ! A lonely pair
Of strangers, till day closed, we sailed
along
Clustered together with a merry crowd
Of those emancipated, a blithe host
Of travellers, chiefly delegates, returning
From the great spousals newly solemnised
At their chief city, in the sight of Heaven.
Like bees they swarmed, gaudy and gay as
bees;
391
Some vapoured in the unruliness of joy,
And with their swords flourished as if to
flght
The sauey air. In this proud company
We landed — took with them our evening
meai,
Guests weloome almost as the angels were
To Abraham of old. The supper done,
With flowing cups elate and happy thoughts
We rose at signal given, and formed a ring
And, hand in hand, danced round and
round the board;
400
Ali hearts were open, every tongue was
loud
With amity and glee; we bore a name
Honoured in France, the name of Englishmen,
And hospitably did they give us hail.
As their forerunners in a glorious course;
And round and round the board we danced
again.
With these blithe friends our voyage we
renewed
At early dawn. The monastery bells
Made a sweet jingling in our youthful ears;
The rapid river flowing without noise, 410
And eaoh uprising or receding spire
Spake with a sense of peace, at intervala
Touching the heart amid the boisterous
crew
By whom we were encompassed. Taking
leave
Of this glad throng, foot-travellers side by
side,
Measuring our steps in quiet, we pursued
Our journey, and ere twice the sun had
set
Beheld the Convent of Chaitreuse, and
there
Rested within an awful solitude;
Yes; for even then no other than a place 420
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Of soul-affecting solitude appeared
That far-famed region, though our eyes
had seen,
As toward the sacred mansion we advaneed,
Arms flashing, and a military glare
Of riotous men commissioned to expel
The blameless inmates, and belike subvert
That frame of social being, which so long
Had bodied forth the ghostliness of things
In silence visible and perpetuai calm.
— " Stay, stay your sacrilegious hands ! " —
The voice
430
Was Nature's, uttered from her Alpine
throne;
I heard it then and seem to hear it now —
" Your impious work forbear, perish what
may,
Let this one temple last, be this one spot
Of earth devoted to etemity ! "
She ceased to speak, but while St. Bruno's
pines
Waved their dark tops, not silent as they
waved.
And while below, along their several beds,
Murmured the sister streams of Life and
Death,
Thus by conílioting passions pressed, my
heart
440
Eesponded; " Honour to the patriofs zeal!
Glory and hope to new-born Liberty !
Hail to the mighty projects of the time !
Discerning sword that Justice wields, do
thou
Go forth and prosper; and, ye purging
fires,
Up to the loftiest towers of Pride asoend,
Fanned by the breath of angry Providenoe.
But oh ! if Past and Future be the wings
On whose support harmoniously conjoined
Moves the great spirit of human knowledge,
spare
450
These oourts of mystery, where a step advaneed
Between the portais of the shadowy rocks
Leaves far behind life's treacherous vanities.
For penitential tears and trembling hopes
Exohanged — to equalise in God's pure
sight
Monarch and peasant: be the house redeemed
With its unworldly votaries, for the sake
Of conquest over sense, hourly achieved
Through faith and meditative reason, resting
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Upon the word of heaven - imparted
truth,
460
Calmly triumphant; and for humbler olaim
Of that imaginative impulse sent
From these majestic floods, yon shining
eliffs,
The untransmuted shapes of many worlds,
Cerulean ether's pure inhabitants,
These forests unapproachable by death,
That shall endure as long as man endures,
To think, to hope, to worship, and to feel,
To struggle, to be lost within himself
In trepidation, froin the blank abyss
470
To look with bodily eyes, and be consoled."
Not seldom sinoe that moment have I
wished
That thou, O Friend! the trouble or the
calm
Hadst shared, when, from profane regards
apart,
In sympathetic reverence we trod
The floors of those dim cloisters, till that
hour,
From their fomidation, strangers to the
presence
Of imrestricted and unthinking man.
Abroad, how cheeringly the sunshine lay
Upon the open lawns 1 Vallombre's
groves
480
Entering, we fed the soul with darkness;
thence
Issued, and with uplifted eyes beheld,
In díEEerent quarters of the bending sky,
The cross of Jesus stand erect, as if
Hands of angelio powers had flxed it there,
Memorial reverenoed by a thousand storms;
Yet then, from the undiscriminating sweep
And rage of one State-whirlwind, insecure.
T is not my present purpose to retrace
That variegated journey step by step. 490
A march it was of mUitary speed,
And Earth did change her images and f orms
Before us, fast as clouds are changed in
heaven.
Day after day, up early and down late,
From hill to vale we dropped, from vale to
hill
Mouuted — from province on to province
swept,
Keen hunters in a chase of fourteen weeks,
Eager as birds of prey, or as a ship
Upon the stretch, when winds are blowing
fair:
499
Sweet coverts did we cross of pastoral life,

Enticing valleys, greeted them and left
Too soon, while yet the very flash and
gleam
Of salutation were not passed away.
Oh ! sorrow for the youth who could have
seen,
ünchastened, unsubdued, unawed, unraised
To patriarchal dignity of mind,
And pure simplicity of wish and will,
Those sanctifled abodes of peaoeful man,
Pleased (though to hardship born, and compassed round
509
With danger, varying as the seasons change),
Pleased with his daily task, or, if not pleased,
Contented, from the moment that the dawn
(Ah ! surely not without attendant gleams
Of soul-illumination) calls him forth
To industry, by glistenings flung on rocks,
Whose evening shadows lead him to repose.
Well might a stranger look with bounding heart
Down on a green recess, the flrst I saw
Of those deep haunts, an aboriginal vale,
Quiet and lorded over and possessed
520
By naked huts, wood-built, and sown like
tents
Or Indian cabins over the fresh lawns
And by the river side.
That very day,
From a bare ridge we also first beheld
Unveiled the summit of Mont Blanc, and
grieved
To have a soulless image on the eye
That had usurped upon a living thought
That never more could be. The wondrous
Vale
Of Chamoimy stretehed far below, and
soon
With its dumb cataraets and streams of
ice,
530
A motionless array of mighty waves,
Five rivers broad and vast, made rich
amends.
And reconciled us to realities;
There small birds warble from the leafy
trees,
The eagle soars high in the element,
There doth the reaper bind the yellow
sheaf,
The maiden spread the haycock in the sun,
While Winter like a well-tamed lion walks,
Descending from the mountain to make
sport
Among the cottages by beds of flowers. 540
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Whate'er in this wide circuit we beheld,
Or heard, was fitted to our unripe state
Of intellect and heart. With such a book
Before our eyes, we could not choose but
read
Lessons of genuine brotherhood, the plain
And universal reason of mankind,
The truths of young and old. Nor, side by
side
Pacing, two social pilgrims, or alone
Eaeh with his humour, could we fail to
abound
In dreams and fictions, pensively eomposed:
Dejection taken up for pleasure's sake, 551
And gilded sympathies, the wülow wreath,
And sober posies of fvinereal flowers,
Grathered among those solitudes sublime
From formal gardens of the lady Sorrow,
Did sweeten many a meditativo hour.
Yet still in me with those soft luxuries
Mixed something of stem mood, an underthirst
Of vigour seldom utterly allayed:
And from that source how different a sadness
560
Would issue, let one incident make known.
When from the Vallais we had turned, and
clomb
Along the Simplon's steep and rugged road,
Following a band of muleteers, we reached
A halting-place, where ali together took
Their noon-tide meai. Hastüy rose our
guide,
Leaving us at the board; awhile we lingered,
Then paced the beaten downward way that
led
Right to a rough stream's edge, and there
broke o£E;
The only track now visible was one
570
That from the torrent's further brink held
forth
Conspicuous invitation to ascend
A lofty mountain. After brief delay
Crossing the unbridged stream, that road
we took,
And clomb with eagemess, till anxious
fears
Intruded, for we faUed to overtake
Our comrades gone before. By fortunate
chance,
While every moment added doubt to doubt,
A peasant met us, from whose mouth we
learned
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That to the spot which had perplexed us
first
580
We must descend, and there should find the
road,
Which in the stony channel of the stream
Lay a few steps, and then along its banks;
And, that our future course, ali plain to
sight,
Was downwards, with the ciu^rent of that
stream.
Loth to believe what we so grieved to hear.
For still we had hopes that pointed to the
clouds,
We qnestioned him again, and yet again;
But every word that from the peasanfs lips
Came in reply, translated by our feelings,
Ended in this, — that we had crossed the
Alps.
591
Imagination — here the Power so called
Through sad incompetence of human speech,
That awful Power rose from the mind's
abyss
Like an unfathered vapour that enwraps,
At once, some lonely traveller. I was lost;
Halted without an efEort to break through;
But to my conscious soul I now can say —
" I recoguise thy glory: " in such strength
Of usurpation, when the light of sense 600
Goes out, but with a flash that has revealed
The invisible world, doth greatness make
abode,
There harbours; whether we be young or
old,
Our destiny, our being's heart and home,
Is with infinitude, and only there;
With hope it is, hope that can never die,
EfEort, and expeetation, and desire,
And something evermore about to be.
ünder such banners müitant, the soul
Seeks for no trophieS) struggles for no
spoils
610
That may attest her prowess, blest in
thoughts
That are their own perfection and reward,
Strong in herself and in beatitude
That hides her, like the mighty flood of
Nile
Poured from his fount of Abyssinian clouds
To fertilise the whole Egyptian plain.
The melancholy slackening that ensued
Upon those tidings by the peasant given
Was soon dislodged. Downwards we hurried fast,
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And, with the half-shaped road which we
had missed,
62a
Entered a narrow chasm. The brook and
road
Were fellow-travellers in this gloomy strait,
And with them did we journey several hours
At a slow pace. The immeasurable height
Of woods decaying, never to be deoayed,
The stationary blasts of waterfalls,
And in the narrow rent at every turn
Winds thwarting winds, bewildered and forlom,
The torrents shooting from the clear blue
sky,
The rocks that muttered close upon our
eaxSy
630
Black drizzling crags that spake by the
way-side
As if a voice were in them, the sick sight
And giddy prospect of the raving stream,
The unfettered clouds and region of the
Heavens,
Tmnult and peace, the darkness and the
light —
Were ali like workings of one mind, the
featnres
Of the same face, blossoms upon one tree;
Charaoters of the great Apocalypse,
The types and symbols of Eternity,
Of flrst, and last, and midst, and without
end.
640
That night our lodging was a house that
stood
Alone within the valley, at a point
Where, tumbling from aloft, a torrent
swelled
The rapid stream whose margin we had
trod;
A dreary mansion, large beyond ali need,
With high and spacious rooms, deafened
and stunned
By noise of waters, making innocent sleep
Lie melancholy among weary bonés.
Uprisen betimes, our journey we renewed,
Led by the stream, ere noon-day magnified
650
Into a lordly river, broad and deep,
Dimpling along in silent majesty,
With mountains for its neighbours, and in
view
Of distant mountains and their snowy tops,
And thus proceeding to Locarno's Lake,
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Fit resting-place for such a visitant.
Locarno! spreading out in width like
Heaven,
How dost thou eleave to the poetic heart,
Bask in the sunshine of the memory;
And Como 1 thou, a treasure whom the
earth
660
Keeps to herself, coníined as in a depth
Of Abyssinian privacy. I spake
Of thee, thy chestnut woods, and garden
plots
Of Indian corn tended by daik-eyed maids;
Thy lofty steeps, and pathways roofed with
vines,
Winding from house to house, from town
to town.
Sole link that binds them to each other;
walks,
League after league, and cloistral avenues,
Where silence dwells if music be not there:
While yet a youth undisciplined in verse,
Through fond ambition of that hour I
strove
671
To chant your praise; nor can approach
you now
Ungreeted by a more melodious Song,
Where tones of Nature smoothed by learned
Art
May flow in lasting current. Like a breeze
Or sunbeam over your domain I passed
In motion without pause; but ye have
left
Your beauty with me, a serene accord
Of forms and colonrs, passive, yet endowed
In their submissiveness with power as sweet
And graeious, almost, might I dare to say,
As virtue is, or goodness; sweet as love, 682
Or the remembrance of a generous deed,
Or mildest visitations of purê thought,
When God, the giver of ali joy, is thanked
Religiously, in silent blessedness;
Sweet as this last herself, for suoh it is.
With those delightful pathways we advanced.
For two days' space, in presence of the
Lake,
That, stretching far among the Alps, assumed
690
A eharacter more stem. The second night,
From sleep awakened, and misled by sound
Of the church clock telling the hours with
strokes
Whose import then we had not learned, we
rose
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By moonlight, doubting not that day was
iiigh,
And that meanwhile, by no uncertain path,
Along the winding margin of the lake,
Led, as before, we should behold the seene
Hushed in profound repose. We left the
town
Of Gravedona with this hope; but soon 700
Were lost, bewildered among woods immense,
And on a rock sate down, to wait for day.
An open place it was, and overlooked,
From high, the sullen water far beneath,
On whieh a dull red image of the moon
Lay bedded, ohanging oftentimes its form
Like an uneasy snake. From hour to hour
We sate and sate, wondering, as if the
night
Had been ensnared by witchcraft. On the
rock
At last we stretched onr weary limbs for
sleep,
710
But could not sleep, tormented by the stmgs
Of insects, whieh, with noise like that of
noon,
Filled ali the woods: the cry of unknown
birds;
The mountains more by blaokness visible
And their own size, than any outward
light;
The breathless wildemess of clouds; the
clock
That told, with uuintelligible voice,
The widely parted hours; the noise of
streams.
And sometimes rustling motions nigh at
hand,
That did not leave us free from personal
fear;
720
And, lastly, the withdrawing moon, that
set
Before us, while she still was high in
heaven;—
These were our food; and such a summer'3
night
Followed that pair of golden days that
shed
On Como's Lake, and ali that round it lay,
Their fairest, softest, happiest influence.
But here I must break ofE, and bid farewell
To days, eaeh offering some new sight, or
fraught
With some untried adrenture, in a course
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Prolonged till sprinklings of autumnal
snow
730
Checked our unwearied steps. Let this
alone
Be mentioned as a parting word, that not
In hollow exultation, dealing out
Hyperboles of praise oomparative;
Not rich one moment to be poor for ever;
Not prostrate, overborne, as if the mind
Herself were nothing, a mere pensioner
On outward forms — did we in presenee
stand
Of that magnifleent region. On the front
Of this whole Song is written that my
heart
740
Must, in such Temple, needs have ofPered
. "P worship. Fmally, whate'er
A different
I saw, or heard, or felt, was but a stream
That flowed into a kindred stream; a gale,
Confederate with the current of the soul,
To speed my voyage; every sound or sight,
In its degree of power, administered
To grandeur or to tenderness, —- to the one
Direetly, but to tender thoughts by means
Less often instantaneous in effect;
750
Led me to these by paths that, in the main,
Were more circuitous, but not less sure
Duly to reach the point marked out by
Heaven.
Oh, most belovèd Friend! a glorious
time,
A happy time that was; triumphant looks
Were then the common language of ali
eyes;
As if awaked from sleep, the Nations hailed
Their great expectaney: the fife of war
Was then a spirit-stirring sound indeed,
A blackbird's whistle in a budding grove.
We left the Swiss exulting in the fate 761
Of their near neighbours; and, when
shortening fast
Our pilgrimage, nor distant far from home,
We crossed the Brabant armies on the fret
For battle in the cause of Liberty.
A stripling, scarcely of the household then
Of social life, I looked upon these things
As from a distanoe; heard, and saw, and
felt,
Was touched, but with no intimate concern;
I seemed to move along them, as a bird 770
Moves through the air, or as a fish pursues
Its sport, or feeds in its proper element;
I wanted not that joy, I did not need
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Such help; the ever-living uni verse,
Turn where I might, was opening out its
glories,
And the independent spirit of pure youth
Called forth, at every season, new delights,
Spread round my steps like sunshine o'er
green fields.
BOOK SEVENTH
RESIDENCE IN LONDON
Six changeful years have vanished since I
flrst
Poured out (saluted by that quickening
breeze
VVhich met me issuing from the City's
walls)
A glad preamble to this Verse: I sang
Aloud, with fervour irresistible
Of short-lived transport, like a torrent
bursting,
From a black thunder-cloud, down SeafelFs
side
To rush and disappear. But soon broke
forth
(So willed the Muse) a less impetuous
stream,
9
That flowed awhile with unabating strength,
Then stopped for years; not audible again
Before last primrose-time. Belovèd Friend !
The assurance whieh then cheered some
heavy thoughts
On thy departure to a foreign land
Has faUed; too slowly moves the promised
work.
Through the whole summer have I been at
rest,
Partly from voluntary holiaay.
And part through outward hindrauce. But
I heard,
After the hour of sunset yester-even,
Sitting within doors between light and
dark,
20
A choir of redbreasts gathered somewhere
near
My threshold, — minstrels from the distant
woods
Sent in on Winter's serviee, to announee,
With preparation artful and benign,
That the rough lord had left the surly
North
On his aeeustomed journey. The delight,
Due to this timely notiee, unawares
Smote me, and, listening, I in whispers said,
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" Ye heartsome Choristers, ye and I will be
Associates, and, unscared by blustering
winds,
30
Will chant together." Thereafter, as the
shades
Of twilight deepened, going forth, I spied
A glow-worm underneath a dusky pluine
Or canopy of yet unwithered fern,
Clear-shining, like a hermit's taper seen
Through a thiok forest. Silence touched
me here
No less than sound had done bef ore; the
child
Of Summer, lingering, shining, by herself,
The voiceless worm on the imfrequented
hills,
Seemed sent on the same errand with the
choir
Of Winter that had warbled at my door.
And the whole year breathed tenderness
and love.
The last night's genial feeling overflowed
Upon this morning, and my favourite grove,
Tossrng in sunshine its dark boughs aloft,
As if to make the strong wind visible,
Wakes in me agitations like its own,
A spirit friendly to the Poefs task,
Whieh we will now resume with lively hope,
Nor checked by aught of tamer argument
That lies before us, needful to be told. 51
Keturned from that excursion, soon I bade
Farewell for ever to the sheltered seats
Of gownèd students, quitted hall and
bower.
And every comfort of that privileged
ground,
Well pleased to piteh a vagrant tent among
The unfenced regions of society.
Yet, undetermined to what course of life
I should adhere, and seeming to possess
A little space of intermediate time
60
At full command, to London first I turned,
In no disturbanee of exeessive hope,
By personal ambition imenslaved,
Frugal as there was need, and, though
self-willed,
From dangerous passions free. Three
years had flown
Since I had felt in heart and soul the shock
Of the huge town's first presence, and had
paced
Her endless streets, a transient visitant:
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Now, fixed amid that eonoourse of mankind
Where Pleasure whirls about incessantly, 70
And life and labour seem but one, I fllled
An idler's place; an idler well content
To have a house (what matter for a home ?)
That owned him; living oheerfully abroad
With unchecked faney ever on the stir.
And ali my yoving aftections out of doors.
There was a time when whatsoe'er is
feigned
Of airy palaces, and gardens built
By Genii of romance; or hath in grave
Authentic history been set forth of Rome,
Alcairo, Babylon, or Persepolis;
81
Or given upon report by pilgrim friars,
Of golden oities ten months' journey deep
Among Tartarian wilds — fell short, far
short,
Of what my fond simplicity believed
And thought of London — held me by a
chain
Less strong of wonder and obseure delight.
Whether the bolt of childhood's Fancy shot
For me beyond its ordinary mark,
'Twere vain to ask; but in our flock of
boys
90
Was One, a eripple from his birth, whom
chance
Summoned from school to London; fortunate
And envied traveller! When the Boy
returned,
After short absence, curiously I scanned
His mien and person, nor was free, in sooth,
From disappointment, not to find some
change
In look and air, from that new region
brought,
As if from Fairy-land. Much I questioned
him;
And every word he uttered, on my ears
Fell flatter than a cagèd parrofs note, 100
That answers unexpectedly awry.
And mocks the prompter's listening. Marvellous things
Had vanity (quick Spirit that appears
Almost as deeply seated and as strong
In a Child's heart as fear itself) conceived
For my enjoyment. Would that I could
now
Recall what then I pictnred to myself,
Of mitred Prelates, Lords in ermine olad,
The King, and the King's Palace, and, not
last,
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Nor least, Heaven bless him ! the renowned
Lord Mayor.
IIO
Dreams not milike to those which once begat
A change of purpose in young Whittington,
When he, a friendless and a drooping boy,
Sate on a stone, and heard the bells speak
out
Articulate music. Above ali, one thought
Baffled my understanding: how men lived
Even next-door neighbours, as we say, yet
still
Strangers, not knowing each the other's
name.
Oh, wondrous power of words, by simple
faith
119
Licensed to take the meaning that we love !
Vauxhall and Ranelagh ! I then had heard
Of your green groves, and wildemess of
lamps
Dimming the stars, and fireworks magical.
And gorgeous ladies, under splendid domes,
Floating in dance, or warbling high in air
The songs of spirits! Nor had Fancy
fed
With less delight upon that other class
Of marvels, broad-day wonders permanent:
The River proudly bridged; the dizzy top
And Whisperiiig Gallery of St. PauPs; the
tombs
130
Of Westminster; the Giants of Guildhall;
Bedlam, and those carved maniacs at the
gates,
Perpetually recumbent; Statues — man.
And the horse under him — in gUded pomp
Adorning flowery gardens, 'mid vast
squares;
The Monument, and that Chamber of the
Tower
Where England's sovereigns sit in long
array,
Their steeds bestriding, — every mimic
shape
Cased in the gleaming mail the monarch
wore,
Whether for gorgeous tournament addressed,
140
Or ILfe or death upon the battle-fleld.
Those bold imaginations in due time
Had vanished, leaving others in their stead:
And now I looked upon the living scene;
Familiarly perused it; oftentimes,
In spiteof strongest disappointment, pleased
Through courteous self-submission, as a tax
Paid to the object by prescriptive right.
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Bise up, thou moustrous ant-hill on the
plain
Of a too busy world ! Before me flow, 150
Thou endless stream of men and moving
things!
Thy every-day appearance, as it strikes —
With wonder heightened, or sublimed by
awe —
On strangers, of ali ages; the quiek dance
Of eolours, lights, and f orms; the deafening
din;
The comers and the goers face to face,
Face after face; the string of dazzling wares,
Shop after shop, with symbols, blazoned
names,
And ali the tradesman's honours overhead:
Here, fronts of houses, like a title-page, 160
With letters huge inscribed from top to
toe,
Stationed above the door, like guardian
saints;
There, allegoric shapes, female or male,
Or physiognomies of real men,
Land-warriors, kings, or admirais of the
sea,
Boyle, Shakspeare, Newton, or the attractive head
Of some quack-doctor, famous in his day.
Meanwhile the roar continues, till at
length,
Escaped as from an enemy, we tm'n
Abruptly into some sequestered nook, 170
StUl as a sheltered place when winds blow
loud!
At leisure, thence, through tracts of thin
resort.
And sights and sounds that come at intervala,
We take our way. A raree-show is here,
With chüdren gathered romid; another
street
Presents a company of dancing dogs,
Or dromedary, with an antic pair
Of monkeys on his back; a minstrel band
Of Savoyards; or, single and alone,
An English ballad-singer. Private courts,
Gloomy as coffins, and unsightly lanes 181
Thrilled by some female Tendor's scream,
belike
The very shrUlest of ali London cries,
May then entangle our impatient steps;
Conducted through those labyrinths, unawares.
To privileged regions and inviolate,
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Where from their airy lodges studious
lawyers
Look out on waters, walks, and g^rdens
green.
Thence back into the throng, until we
reach,
Following the tide that slackens by degrees.
Some half-frequented scenes, where wider
streets
191
Bring straggling breezes of suburban air.
Here files of ballads dangle from dead walls;
Advertisements, of giant-size, from high
Press forward, in ali eolours, on the sight;
These,bold in conscious merit, lower down;
JTiat, fronted with a most imposing word,
Is, peradventure, one in masquerade.
As on the broadening causeway we advance,
Behold, turned upwards, a face hard and
strong
200
In lineaments, and red with oTer-toü.
'T is one encountered here and everywhere;
A travellin|; cripple, by the trunk cut short.
And stumpmg on his arms. In sailor's garb
Another bes at length, beside a range
Of well-formed characters, with chalk inscribed
Upon the smooth flat stones: the Nurse is
here,
The Baehelor, that loves to sun himself,
The military Idler, and the Dame,
That fíeld-ward takes her walk with decent
steps.
2 IO
Now homeward through the thickening
hubbub, where
See, among less distinguishable shapes,
The begging scavenger, with hat in hand;
The Italian, as he thrids his way with cara,
Steadying, far-seen, a frame of ünages
Upon his head; with basket at his breast
The Jew; thestatelyandslow-movingTurk,
With freight of slippers piled beneath his
arm !
Enough; — the mighty concourse I surveyed
With no imthinking mind, well pleased to
note
220
Among the crowd ali specimens of man,
Through ali the eolours whieh the suin besto ws.
And every character of form and face:
The Swede, the Bussian; from the genial
south,
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The Frenchman and the Spaniard; from remote
America, the Hunter-Indian; Moors,
Malays, Lasoars, the Tartar, the Chinese,
And Negro Ladies in white muslin gowns.
At leisure, then, I viewed, from day to
day,
The spectaoles within doors, — birds and
beasts
230
Of every nature, and strange plants convened
From every clime; and, next, those sights
that ape
The absolute presence of reality,
Expressing, as in mirror, sea and land,
And what earth is, and what she has to
show.
I do not here allude to subtlest craft,
By means reflned attaining purest ends,
But iraitations, fondly made in plain
Confession of man's weakness and his loves.
Whether the Painter, whose ambitious skill
Submits to nothing less than taking in 241
A whole horizon's circuit, do with power,
Like that of angels or commissioned spirits,
Fix us upon some lofty pinnacle,
Or in a ship on waters, with a world
Of ILfe, and life-like mockery beneath,
Above, behind, far stretching and before;
Or more mechanic artist represent
By scale exact, in model, wood or clay, 249
From blended colours also borrowing help,
Some miniature of famous spots or things, —
St. Peter's Church; or, more aspiring aim,
In microscopic vision, Rome herself;
Or, haply, some choice rural haunt, — the
Falls
Of Tivoli; and, high upon that steep,
The Sibyl's mouldering Temple ! every tree,
VUla, or cottage, lurking among roeks
Throughout the landsoape; tuft, stone
scratch minute —
Ali that the traveller sees when he is there.
Add to these exhibitions, mute and still,
Others of wider scope, where living men,
Music, and shifting pantomimic scenes, 262
Diversified the allurement. Need I fear
To mention by its name, as in degree,
Lowest of these and humblest in attempt,
Yet richlygraced with honours of her own,
Half-rural Sadler's Wells ? Though at that
time
Intolerant, as is the way of youth
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Unless itself be pleased, here more than
once
269
Taking my seat, I saw (nor blush to add,
With ample recompense) giants and dwarifs,
Clowns, conjurors, posture-masters, harlequins,
Amid the uproar of the rabblement,
Perform their feats. Nor was it mean delight
To watch crude Nature work in imtaught
minds;
To note the laws and progress of belief;
Though obstinate on this way, yet on that
How willingly we travei, and how far !
To have, for instance, brought upon the
scene
279
The champion, Jack the Giant-killer: Lo !
He dons his coat of darkness; on the stage
Walks, and achieves his wonders, from the
eye
Of living Mortal covert, " as the moon
Hid in her vacant interlunar cave."
Delusion bold ! and how can it be wrought ?
The garb he wears is black as death, the
word
" Invisible " flames forth upon his chest.
Here, too, were " forms and pressures of
the time,"
Rough, bold, as Grecian comedy displayed
When Art was young; dramas of living
111611)
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And recent things yet warm with life; a
sea-fíght,
Shipwreck, or some domestic incident
Divulged by Truth and magnified by Fame;
Such as the daring brotherhood of late
Set forth, too serious theme for that light
place —
I mean, O distant Friend ! a story drawn
From our own groimd, — the Maid of Buttermere, —
And how, unfaithful to a virtuous wife
Deserted and deceived, the Spoiler came
And wooed the artless daughter of the hills,
And wedded her, in cruel mockery
301
Of love and marriage bonds. These words
to thee
Must needs bring back the moment when
we ftrst,
Ere the broad world rang with the maiden's
naine,
Beheld her serving at the cottage inn;
Both stricken, as she entered or withdrew,
With admiration of her modest mien
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He was in limb, in cheek a summer rose
Just three parts blown — a cottage-child —
if e'er,
By cottage-door on breezy mountain-side,
Gr in some sheltering vale, was seen a
babe
By Nature's gifts so favoured. Upon a
board
Decked with refreshments had this child
been placed,
From this memorial tribute to my theme His little stage in the vast theatre,
And there lie sate, surrounded with a
I was returning, when, with sundry forms
throng
Commingled — shapes which met me in the
Of chance spectators, chiefly dissolute men
way
That we must tread — thy image rose again, And shameless women, treated and caMaiden of Buttermere ! She lives in peace
ressed;
361
Upon the spot where she was born and reared; Ate, drank, and with the fruit and glasses
played,
Without contamination doth she live
322
In quietness, without anxiety:
While oaths and laughter and indecent
speech
Beside the mountain chapei, sleeps in earth
Her new-born infant, fearless as a lamb
Were rife about him as the songs of birds
That, thither driven from some unsheltered Contending after showers. The mother
now
place,
Is fading out of memory, but I see
Rests underneath the little rock-like pile
When storms are raging. Happy are they The lovely Boy as I beheld him then
Among the wretched and the falsely gay,
both —
Mother and child ! — These feelings, in Like one of those who walked with hair
unsinged
369
themselves
329
Trite, do yet scarcely seem so when I think Amid the fiery furnace. Charms and spells
On those ingenuous moments of om- yoiith Muttered on black and spiteful instigation
Ere we have leamt by use to slight the Have stopped, as some believe, the kindcrimes
liest growths.
And sorrows of the world. Those simple Ah, with how different spirit might a prayer
days
Have been preferred, that this fair creature,
Are now my theme; and, foremost of the
checked
scenes,
By special privilege of líature's love,
Which yet survive in memory, appears
Should in his childhood be detained for
One, at whose centre sate a lovely Boy,
ever !
A sportive infant, who, for six months' But with its universal freight the tide
space,
Hath rolled along, and this bright innocent,
Not more, had been of age to deal about
Mary ! may now have lived till he could
Articulate prattle — Child as beautiful
look
379
As ever climg around a mother's neck, 340 With envy on thy nameless babe that sleeps,
Or father fondly gazed upon with pride.
Beside the mountain chapei, undisturbed.
There, too, conspicuous for statiire tall
And large dark eyes, beside her infant stood
Four rapid years had scarcely then been
The mother; but, upon her cheeks dilfused,
told
False tints too well accorded with the glare Since, travelling southward from our pasFrom play-house lustres thrown without retoral hilis,
serve
I heard, and for the first time in my life,
On every object near. The Boy had been The voice of woman utter blasphemy —
The pride and pleasure of ali lookers-on
Saw woman as she is, to open shame
lu whatsoever place, but seemed in this
Abandoned, and the pride of public vice;
A sort of alien scattered from the clouds.
I shuddered, for a barrier seemed at once
Of lusty vigour, more than infantine
351 Thrown in that from humanity divorced
And carriage, marked by vmexampled grace.
We since that time not unfamiliarly
Have seeii lier, — her disctetion have observed,
310
Her just opinions, delicate reserve,
Her patience, and humility of mind
Unspoiled by oommeudation and tlie excess
Of public notice — an offensive light
To a meek spirit suffering inwardly.
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Humanity, splitting the race of maii
390
In twain, yet leaving the same outward
form.
Distress of mind ensued upon the sight,
And ardent meditation. Later years
Brought to such spectacle a milder sadness,
Feelings of pure commiseration, grief
For the individiial and the overthrow
Of her soul's beauty; farther I was then
But seldom led, or wished to go; in truth
The sorrow of the passioii stopped me
there.
But let me now, less moved, in order
take
400
Our argimient. Enough is said to show
How casual incidents of real life,
Observed where pastime only had been
sought,
■Outweighed, or put to flight, the set events
And measured passions of the stage, albeit
By Siddons trod in the fulness of her power.
Yet was the theatre my dear delight;
The very gilding, lamps and painted scrolls,
And ali the mean upholstery of the place,
Wanted not animation, when the tide 410
Of pleasure ebbed but to retum as fast
With the ever-shifting flgxires of the scene,
.Solemn or gay: whether some beauteous
dame
Advanced in radianee through a deep recess
Of thick entangled forest, like the moon
Opening the clouds; or sovereign king,
announced
With flourishing trumpet, came in fullblown state
•Of the world's greatness, winding round
with traln
Of conrtiers, banners, and a length of
guards;
Or captive led in abject weeds, and jingling
420
His slender manaeles; or romping girl
Bounced, leapt, and pawed the air; or
mumbling sire,
A scare-crow pattem of old age dressed np
In ali the tatters of inflrmity
Ali loosely put together, hobbled in,
Stumping upon a cane with which he smites,
From time to time, the solid boards, and
makes them
Prate somewhat loudly of the whereabout
Of one so overloaded with his years.
But what of this ! the laugh, the grin, grimace,
430
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The antics striving to outstrip each other,
Were ali reeeived, the least of them not
lost,
With an immeasured welcome. Through
the night,
Between the show, and many-headed mass
Of the spectators, and each several nook
FUled with its fray or brawl, how eagerly
And with what flashes, as it were, the mind
Tumed this way — that way ! sportive and
alert
And watchful, as a kitten when at play,
While winds are eddying round her, among
straws
440
And rustling leaves. Enchanting age and
sweet !
Romantic abnost, looked at through a space,
How small, of intervening years! For then,
Though surely no mean progress had been
made
In meditations holy and sublime,
Yet something of a girlish chUd-like gloss
Of novelty survived for scenes like these;
Enjoyment haply handed down from times
When at a country-playhouse, some rude
barn
Trieked out for that proud use, if I perchance
450
Caught, on a summer evening through a
chink
In the old wall, an unexpected glimpse
Of daylight, the bare thought of where I
was
Gladdened me more than if I had been led
Into a dazzliiig cavem of romance,
Crowded with Genii busy among works
Not to be looked at by the common sun.
The matter that detains us now may
seem.
To many, neither dignifled enough
Nor arduous, yet will not be scomed by
them,
460
Who, looking inward, have observed the
ties
That bind the perishable hours of life
Each to the other, and the curious props
By which the world of memory and thought
Exists and is sustained. More lofty themes,
Such as at least do wear a prouder face,
Solicit our regard; but when I think
Of these, I feel the imaginative power
Languish within me; even then it slept,
When, pressed by tragic sufferings, the
heart
470
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Was more than full; amid my sobs aud
tears
It slept, even iii the pregnant season of
youth.
For though I was most passionately moved
And yielded to ali changes of the scene
With an obsequious promptuess, yet the
storm
Passed not beyond the suburbs of the mind;
Save when realities of act and mien,
The inearnation of the spirits that move
In harmony amid the Poefs world,
Kose to ideal grandeur, or, called forth 480
By power of contrast, raade me recogm'3e,
As at a glance, the things which I had
shaped,
And yet not shaped, had seen and scarcely
seen,
When, having closed the mighty Shakspeare's page,
I mused, and thought, and felt, in solitnde.
Pass we from entertaimnents, that are
such
Professedly, to others titled higher,
Yet, in the estimate of youth at least,
More near akin to those than names impiy,—
I mean the brawls of lawyers in their com-ts
Before the ermined judge, or that great
stage
491
Where senators, tongue-favoured men, perform,
Admired and envied. Oh ! the beating
heart,
When one among the prime of these rose
up,—
One, of whose name from childhood we had
heard
Familiarly, a household term, like those,
The Bedfords, Glosters, Salsbm-ys, of old,
Whom the flfth Harry talks of. Silence !
hush!
This is no trifler, no short-flighted wit,
No stammerer of a minute, painfully 500
Delivered. No ! the Orator hath yoked
The Hours, like young Aurora, to his ear:
Thrice welcome Presence ! how can patience
e'er
Grow weary of attending on a track
That kindles with such glory! AU are
charmed,
Astonished; like a hero in romance,
He winds away his never-ending hom;
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Words follow words, sense seems to follow
sense:
What memory and what logic ! till the
strain
509
Transcendent, superhuman as it seemed,
Grows tedious even in a young man's ear.
Genius of Burke ! forgive the pen seduced
By specious wonders, and too slow to tell
Of what the ingenuous, what bewildered
men,
Beginning to mistrust their boastful guides.
And wise men, wUling to grow wiser,
caught,
B^pt auditors! from thy most eloquent
tongue —
Now mute, for ever mute in the cold grave.
I see him, — old, but vigorous in age, —
Stand like an oak whose stag-horn branches
start
520
Out of its leafy brow, the more to awe
The younger brethren of the g^ove. But
some —
While he forewarns, denounces, launches
forth,
Against ali systems buUt on abstraot rights,
Keen ridicule; the majesty proclaims
Of Institutes and La ws, hallowed by time;
Declares the vital power of social ties
Endeared by Custom; and with high disdain,
Exploding upstart Theory, insists
Upon the allegiance to which men are
born—
530
Some — say at once a froward multitude —
Murmur (for truth is hated, where not
loved)
As the winds fret within the ^olian cave,
Galled by their monarch's chain. The times
were big
With ominous change, which, night by
night, provoked
Keen struggles, and black clouds of passion
raised;
But memorable moments intervened,
When Wisdom, like the Goddess from
Jove's brain,
Broke forth in armoiir of resplendent words,
Startling the Synod. Could a youth, açd
0116
540
In ancient story versed, whose breast had
heaved
ünder the weight of classic eloquence,
Sit, see, and hear, unthankful, uninspired ?
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Nor did the Pulpit's oratory fail
To achieve its higher triumph. Not unfelt
Were its admonishments, nor lightly heard
The awful truths delivered thence by
tongues
Endowed with various power to search the
soul;
Yet ostentation, domineering, oft
Poured forth harangues, how sadly out of
placa !—
550
There have I seen a comely bachelor,
Fresh from a toilette of two honrs, ascend
His rostrum, with seraphic glance look up,
And, in a tone elaborately low
Beginning, lead his voice through many a
maze
A minuet course; and, winding up his
mouth,
From time to time, into an orifice
Most delicate, a lurking eyelet, small,
And only not invisible, again
Open it out, diEBusing thence a smüe
560
Of rapt irradiation, exquisite.
Meanwhile the Evangelists, Isaiah, Job,
Moses, and he who penned, the other day,
The Death of Abel, Shakspeare, and the
Bard
Whose genius spangled o'er a gloomy theme
With fancies thick as his inspiring stars.
And Ossian (doubt not — 't is the naked
truth)
Summoned from streamy Morven — each
and ali
Would, in their turns, lend ornaments and
flowers
To entwine the crook of eloquence that
helped
570
This pretty Shepherd, pride of ali the plains.
To rule and guide his captivated flock.
I glance but at a few conspicuous marks,
Leaving a thousand others, that, in hall,
Court, theatre, conventicle, or shop,
In public room or private, park or street,
Each fondly reared on his own pedestal,
Looked out for admiration. Folly, vice,
Extravagance in gesture, mien, and dress,
And ali the strife of singularity,
580
Lies to the ear, and lies to every sense —
Qf these, and of the living shapes they
wear,
There is no end. Suoh candidates for regard,
Although well pleased to be where they
were found.
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I did not hunt after, nor greatly prize,
Nor made unto myself a secret boast
Of reading them with quick and curious
eye;
But, as a common produce, things that are
To-day, to-naorrow wUl be, took of them
Such willing note, as, on some errand bound
That asks not speed, a traveller might besto w
.
591
On sea-shells that bestrew the sandy beach,
Or daisies swarming through the fields of
June.
But foolishness and madness in parade,
Though most at home in this their dear
domauí,
Are scattered everywhere, no rarities,
Even to the rudest novice of the Schools.
Me, rather, it employed, to note, and keep
In memory, those individual sights
Of courage, or integrity, or truth,
600
Or tenderness, which there, set ofB by foü,
Appeared more touching. One wUl I select —
A Father — for he bore that sacred
name; —
Him saw I, sitting in an open square,
Upon a corner-stone of that low wall,
Wherein were fixed the iron pales that
fenced
A spacious grass-plot; there, in silence,
sate
This One Man, with a sickly babe outstretched
Upon his knee, whom he had thither
brought
For sunshine, and to breathe the fresher
air.
610
Of those who passed, and me who looked at
him,
He took no heed; but in his brawny arms
(The Artificer was to the elbow bare,
And from his work this moment had been
stolen)
He held the child, and, bending over it,
As if he were afraid both of the sim
And of the air, which he had come to seek,
Eyed the poor babe with love unutterable.
As the blaek storm upon the mountain top
Sets ofE the sunbeam in the valley, so 620
That huge fermenting mass of human-kind
Serves as a solemn back-ground, or relief.
To singie forms and objects, whence they
draw,
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For feeling and contemplative regard,
More than inherent liveliness and power.
How oft, amid those overflowing streets,
Have I gone forward with the crowd, and
said
Unto myself, " The face of every one
That passes by me is a mystery ! "
Thus have I looked, nor ceased to look, oppressed
630
By thoughts of what and whither, when
and how,
Until the shapes before my eyes became
A second-sight procession, suoh as glides
O ver still mountains, or appears in dreams;
And once, far-travelled in such mood, beyond
The reach of common indication, lost
Amid the moving pageant, I was smitten
Abruptly, with the view (a sight not rare)
Of a blind Beggar, who, with upright face,
Stood, propped against a wall, upon his
cbest
640
Wearing a written paper, to explain
His story, whence he carne, and who he
was.
Caught by the spectacle my mind turned
round
As with the might of waters; and apt type
This label seemed of the utmost we can
know,
Both of ourselves and of the miiverse;
And, on the shape of that unmoving man,
His steadfast face and sightless eyes, I
gazed.
As if admonished from another world.
Though reared upon the base of outward
things,
650
Structnres like these the excited spirit
mainly
Builds for herself; scenes different tbere
are,
Full-formed, that take, with small internai
help,
Possession of the faculties, — the peace
That comes with night; the deep solemnity
Of nature's intermediate hours of rest,
When the great tide of human life stands
still:
The business of the day to come, unborn,
Of that gone by, locked up, as in the grave;
The blended calmness of the heavens and
earth,
660
Moonlight and stars, and empty streets, and
sounds
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Unfrequent as in deserts; at late hours
Of winter evenings, when unwholesome
rains
Are falliiig hard, with people yet astir,
The feeble salutation from the voice
Of some unhappy woman, now and then
Heard as we pass, when no one looks about,
Nothing is listened to. But these, I fear,
Are falsely catalogued; things that are, are
not.
As the mind answers to them, or the
heart
670
Is prompt, or slow, to feel. What say you,
then.
To times, when half the city shall break
out
Full of one passion, vengeance, rage, or
fear ?
To executions, to a street on flre,
Mobs, riots, or rejoicings ? From these
sights
Take one, — that ancient festival, the Fair,
Holden where martyrs suffered in past
time,
And named of St. Bartholomew; there, see
A work completed to our hands, that lays,
If any spectacle on earth can do,
680
The whole creative powers of man
asleep! —
For once, the Muse's help will we implore.
And she shall lodge us, wafted on her
wings,
Above the press and danger of the crowd,
Upon some showman's platform. What a
shock
For eyes and ears ! what anarchy and din,
Barbarian and infernal, — a phantasma,
Monstrous in colour, motion, shape, sight,
sound !
Below, the open space, through every nook
Of the wide area, twinkles, is alive
690
With heads; the midway region, and above,
Is thronged with staring pictures and huge
scrolls,
Dumb proclamations of the Prodigies;
With chattering monkeys dangling from
their poles.
And children whirling in their roímdabouts;
With those that stretch the neck and strain
the eyes.
And crack the voice in rivalship, the crowd
Inviting; with buffoons against bulíoons
Grimacing, writhing, screaming, — him who
grinds
The hurdy-gurdy, at the fiddle weaves, 700

178

THE PRELUDE

BOOK VIII

As parts, but with a feeling of the whole.
This, of ali acquisitions, first awaits
On sundry and most widely diíterent modes
Of education, nor with least delight
On that through which I passed. Attention springs,
740
And comprehensiveness and memory flow,
From early converse with the works of God
Among ali regions; chiefly where appear
Most obviously simplicity and power.
Think, how the everlasting streams and
woods,
Stretched and stUl stretching far and wide,
exalt
The roving Indian, on his desert sands:
What grandeur not unfelt, what pregnant
show
Of beauty, meets the sun-burnt Arab's eye:
And, as the sea propels, from zone to
zone,
^ 750
Its currents; magnifies its shoals of life
Beyond ali compass; spreads, and sends
aloft
Armies of clouds, — even so, its powers and
aspects
Shape for mankind, by principies as fixed,
The views and aspirations of the soul
To majesty. Like virtue have the forms
Perennial of the aneient hills; nor less
The changeful language of their conntenances
Quickens the slumbering mind, and aids
the thoughts,
However multitndinous, to move
760
With order and relation. This, if still.
As hitherto, in freedom I may speak,
Not violating any just restraint.
As may be hoped, of real modesty, —
Oh, blank confusion ! true epitome
This did I feel, in London's vast domain.
Of what the mighty City is herself,
The Spirit of Nature was upon me there;
To thousands upon thousands of her sons,
The soul of Beauty and enduring Life
Living amid the same perpetuai vrhirl
Vouchsafed her inspiration, and diffused,
Of trivial objects, melted and reduced
Through meagre lines and colours, and the
To one identity, by diíferences
press
That have no law, no meaning, and no
Of self-destroying, transitoir things,
770
end —
Oppression, under which even highest Composure, and ennobling Harmony.
minds
Must labour, whence the strongest are not
BOOK EIGHTH
free.
730
But though the picture weary out the RETROSPECT—LOVE OF NATURE LEADeye,
ING TO LOVE OF MAN
By nature an unmanageable sight,
What sounds are those, Helvellyn, that
It is not wholly so to him who looks
are heard
In steadiness, who hath among least things
An under-sense of greatest; sees the parts Up to thy summit, through the depth of air

Rattles the salt-box, thumps the kettledrum,
And him who at the trumpet pulfs his
cheeks,
The silver-collared Negro with his timbrei,
Equestrians, tumblers, women, girls, and
boys,
Blue-breeched, pink-vested, with hightowering pluraes. —
Ali moveables of wonder, from ali parts,
Are here -r- Albinos, painted Indians,
Dwarfs,
The Horse of knowledge, and the learned
Pig.
The Stone-eater, the man that swallows fire,
Giants, VentrUoquists, the Invisible Girl,
The Bust that speaks and moves its goggling eyes,
711
The Wax-work, Clock-work, ali the marvellous craft
Of modem Merlins, WUd Beasts, Puppetshows.
Ali out-o'-the-way, far-fetched, perverted
things,
Ali. freaks of natnre, ali Promethean
thoughts
Of man, his dulness, madness, and their
feats
Ali jumbled up together, to compose
A Parliament of Monsters. Tents and
Booths
MeanwhUe, as if the whole were one vast
mill,
Are vomiting, reeeiving on ali sides,
720
Men, Women, three-years' Children, Babes
in arms.
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Ascending, as if distance had the power
The children now are rich, for the old to-day
To make the sounds more audible ? What Are generous as the young; and, if content
crowd
With looking on, some aneient wedded pair
Covers, or sprinkles o'er, yon village green ? Sit in the shade together; while they gaze,
Crowd seems it, solitary hill! to thee,
" A cheerful smile unbends the wrinkled
Though but a little family of men,
brow,
Shepherds and tillers of the ground — be- The days departed start again to life.
times
And ali the scenes of childhood reappear,
Assembled with their children ajid their Faint, but more tranquil, like the changing
sim
51
wives.
And here and there a stranger interspersed. To him who slept at noon and wakes at eve."
They hold a rustic fair — a festival,
11 Thus gaiety and cheerfulness prevail,
Such as, on this side now, and now on that, Spreading from yomig to old, from old to
young.
Repeated through his tributary vales,
Helvellyn, in the silence of his rest,
And no one seems to want his share. —
Sees annually, if clouds towards either
Immense
ocean
Is the recess, the circumambient world
Blown from their favourite restmg-place, or Magniflcent, by which they are embraced:
mists
They move about upon the soft green turf:
Dissolved, have left him an unshrouded How little they, they and their doings,
head.
seem.
And ali that they can further or obstruct!
Delightful day it is for ali who dwell
In this secluded glen, and eagerly
Through utter weakness pitiably dear, 61
They give it weleome. Long ere heat of As tender infants are: and yet how great!
noon,
20 For ali things serve them: them the moming light
From byre or field the kine were brought;
the sheep
Loves, as it glistens on the silent roeks;
Are penned in cotes; the ehaffering is And them the silent roeks, which now from
begmi.
high
Look down upon them; the reposing clouds;
The heifer lows, mieasy at the voice
Of a new master; bleat the flocks aloud.
The wild brooks prattling from invisible
haunts;
Booths are there none; a stall or two is
And old Helvellyn, conscious of the stir
here;
Which animates this day their calm abode.
A lame man or a blind, the one to beg,
The other to make music; hither, too,
From far, with basket, slung upon her arm,
With deep devotion, Nature, did I feel, 70
Of hawker's wares —books, pietures, combs, In that enormous City's turbulent world
and pins —
Of men and things, what benefít I owed
Some aged woman flnds her way again, 30 To thee, and those domains of rural peace,
Year after year, a punctual visitant!
Where to the sense of beauty first my heart
There also stands a speech-maker by rote,
Was opened; tract more exquisitely fair
Pulling the strings of his boxed raree-show; Than that famed paradise of ten thousand
And in the lapse of many years may come
trees,
Prouder itinerant, momitebank, or he
Or Gehol's matchless gardens, for delight
Whose wonders in a covered wain lie hid.
Of the Tartarian dynasty composed
But one there is, the loveliest of them ali,
(Beyond that mighty wall, not fabulous, 79
Some sweet lass of the valley, looking out ■China's stupendous moimd) by patient toil
For gains, and who that sees her would not Of myriads and boon nature's lavish help;
buy ?
There, in a clime from widest empire chosen,
Fmits of her father's orehard are her wares. Fulfilling (could enchantment have done
And with the ruddy prodnce she walks
more ?)
round
41 A sumptuous dream of flowery lawns, with
Among the crowd, half pleased with, half
domes
ashamed
Of pleasure sprinkled over, shady delis
For eastern monasteries, sunny mounts
Of, her new office, blnshing restlessly.
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With temples crested, bridges, gondolas,
Rocks, dens, and groves of foliage taught
to melt
Into each other their obsequious hues,
Vanished and vanishing in subtle chase, 90
Too flne to be pursued; or standing forth
In no discordant opposition, strong
And gorgeous as the colours side by side
Bedded among rich plumes of tropic birds;
And mountains over ali, embracing ali;
And ali the landscape, endlessly enriched
Witb waters running, falling, or asleep.
But lovelier far than this, the paradise
Where I was reared; in Nature's primitive
gifts
Favoured no less, and more to every sense
Delicious, seeing that the sun and sky, loi
The elements, and seasons as they change,
Do flnd a worthy fellow-labourer there —
Man free, man working for himself, with
choice
Of time, and place, and object; by his
wants,
His comforts, native occupations, cares,
Cheerfully led to individual ends
Or social, and still followed by a train
Unwooed, nnthought-of even — simplicity,
And beauty, and inevitable graoe.
no
Yea, when a glimpse of those imperial
bowers
Would to a ehild be transport over-great,
When but a half-hour's roam through such
a place
Would leave behind a dance of images,
That shall break in upon his sleep for weeks;
Even then the common haunts of the green
earth,
And ordinary interests of man,
Which they embosom, ali without regard
As both may seem, are fastening on the
heart
Insensibly, each with the other's help. 120
For me, when my affections first were led
From kindred, friends, and playmates, to
partake
Love for the human creature's absolute self,
That noticeable kindliness of heart
Sprang out of fountains, there abounding
most,
Where sovereign Nature dictated the tasks
And occupations which her beauty adorned,
And Shepherds were the men that pleased
me flrst;
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Not such as Saturn ruled 'mid Latian wilds,
With arts and laws so tempered, that their
lives
130
Left, even to us toiling in this late day,
A bright tradition of the golden age;
Not such as, 'mid Arcadian fastnesses
Sequestered, banded down among themselves
Felicity, in Grecian song renowned;
Nor such as —when an adverse fate had
driven,
From house and home, the courtly band
whose fortunes
Entered, with Shakspeare's genius, the wild
woods
Of Arden — amid sunshine or in shade
Culled the best fruits of Time's imcounted
hours,
140
Ere Phcebe sighed for the false Ganymede;
Or there where Perdita and Florizel
Together danced, Queen of the feast, and
King;
Nor such as Spenser fabled. True it is,
That I had heard (what he perhaps had
seen)
Of maids at simrise bringing in from far
Their May-bush, and along the streets in
flocks
Parading with a song of taunting rhymes,
Aimed at the laggards slumbering within
doors;
Had also heard, from those who yet remembered,
150
Tales of the May-pole dance, and wreaths
that decked
Porch, door-way, or kirk-pillar; and of
youths,
Each with his maid, before the sun was up,
By annual custom, issuing forth in troops.
To drink the waters of some sainted well.
And hang it round with garlands. Love
survives;
But, for such purpose, flowers no longer
grow:
The times, too sage, perhaps too proud,
have dropped
These lighter graces; and the rural ways
And mamiers which my childhood looked
upon
160
Were the imluxuriant produce of a life
Intent on little but substantial needs,
Yet rich in beauty, beauty that was felt.
But images of danger and distress,
Man suffering among awful Powers and
Forms;
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Of this I heard, and saw enough to make
Imagination restless; nor was free
Myself from frequent perils; nor were tales
Wanting, — the tragedies of former times,
Hazards and strange escapes, of which the
roeks
170
Immutable, and everflowing streams,
Where'er I roamed, were speaking monuments.
Smooth life had floek and shepherd in
old time,
Long springs and tepid winters, on the
banks
Of delicate Galesns; and no less
Those scattered along Adria's myrtle
shores:
Smooth life had herdsman, and his snowwhite herd
To triumphs and to sacrifieial rites
Devoted, on the inviolable stream
Of rieh Clitumnns; and the goat-herd
lived
180
As calmly, míderneath the pleasant brows
Of cool Lucretilis, where the pipe was heard
Of Pan, Invisible God, thrilling the rocks
With tutelary music, from ali harm
The fold protecting. I myself, mature
In manhood then, have seen a pastoral tract
Like one of these, where Fancy might rmi
wild,
Though under skies less generous, less
serene:
There, for her own delight had Nature
framed
A pleasm-e-ground, diffused a fair expanse
190
Of levei pasture, islanded with groves
And banked with woody risings; but the
Plain
Endless, here opening widely out, and there
Shut up in lesser lakes or beds of lawn
And intrieate recesses, creek or bay
Sheltered within a shelter, where at large
The shepherd strays, a rolling hut his
home.
Thither he comes with spring-time, there
abides
Ali summer, and at snnrise ye may hear
His flageolet to liquid notes of love
200
Attuned, or sprightly fife resoimdiiig far.
Nook is there none, nor tract of that vast
space
Where passage opens, but the same shall
have

i8i

In turn its visitant, telling there his hours
In milaborious pleasure, with no task
More toilsome than to carve a beechen
bowl
For spring or fomitain, which the traveller
finds,
When through the region he pursnes at
will
His devious course. A glimpse of snch
sweet life
I saw when, from the melancholy walls 210
Of Goslar, once imperial, I renewed
My daily walk along that wide champaign,
That, reaching to her gates, spreads east
and west.
And northwards, from beneath the mountainous verge
Of the Hercynian forest. Yet, hail to you
Moors, mountains, headlands, and ye hollow vales,
Ye long deep channels for the Atlantic'3
voice,
Powers of my native region! Ye that
seize
The heart with flrmer grasp ! Your snows
and streams
219
Ungovernable, and your terrifying winds,
That howl so dismally for him who treads
Companionless your awful solitudes !
There, 'tis the shepherd's task the winter
long
To wait upon the storms: of their approach
Sagacious, into sheltering coves he drives
His flock, and thither from the homestead
bears
A toilsome burden up the craggy ways.
And deals it out, their regular nourishment
Strewn on the frozen snow. And when the
spring
Looks out, and ali the pastures dance with
lambs,
230
And when the flock, with warmer weather,
climbs
Higher and higher, him his offiee leads
To watch their goings, whatsoever track
The wanderers choose. For this he quits
his home
At day-spring, and no sooner doth the sun
Begin to strike him with a fire-like heat,
Than he lies down upon some shining rock,
And breakfasts with his dog. When they
have stolen.
As is their wont, a pittance from strict
time,
For rest not needed or exchange of love, 140
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Then from his couch he starts; and now
his feet
Crush out a livelier fragrance from the
flowers
Of lowly thyme, by Nature's skill enwrought
In the wild turf: the lingering dews of
mom
Smoke roímd him, as from hill to hill he
hies,
His stafE protending like a hunter's spear,
Or by its aid leaping from crag to crag,
And o'er the brawling beds of mibridged
streams.
Philosophy, methinks, at Faney's call,
Might deign to follow him through what
he does
150
Or sees iu his day's mareh; himself he
feels,
In those vast regions where his service lies,
A freeman, wedded to his life of hope
And hazard, and hard labom' interchanged
With that majestic indolence so dear
To native man. A rambling schoolboy,
thus,
I felt his presence in his own domain,
As of a lord and master, or a power,
Or genins, under Nature, under God,
Presiding; and severest solitude
260
Had more commanding looka when he was
there.
When up the lonely brooks on rainy days
Angling I went, or trod the trackless hills
By mists bewildered,. suddenly mine eyes
Have glanced upon him distant a few steps,
In size a giant, stalking through thick fog,
His sheep like Greenland bears; or, as he
stepped
Beyond the bomidary line of some hillshadow,
His form hath flashed upon me, glorifled
By the deep radiance of the setting sun: 270
Or him have I descried in distant sky,
A solitary object and sublime,
Above ali height! like an aerial eross
Stationed alone upon a spiry rock
Of the Chartreuse, for worship. Thus was
man
Ennobled outwardly before my sight.
And thus my heart was early introduced
To an unconscious love and reverence
Of human nature; hence the human form
To me became an index of delight,
280
Of grace and honour, power and worthiness.
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Meanwhile this creature — spiritual almost
As those of books, but more exalted far;
Far more of an imaginativo form
Than the gay Corin of the groves, who
lives
For his own fancies, or to dance bv the
hour,
In coronal, with Phyllis in the midst —
Was, for the purposes of kind, a man
With the most common; husband, father;
leamed,
Could teach, admonish; suffiered with the
rest
2go
From vice and folly, wretchedness and
fear;
Of this I little saw, cared less for it,
But something must have felt.
Call ye these appearanees —
Which I beheld of shepherds in my youth,
This sanctity of Nature given to man —
A shadow, a delusion, ye who pore
On the dead letter, miss the spirit of
things;
Whose truth is not a motion or a shape
Instinct with vital functions, but a block
Or waxen image which yourselves have
made,
300
And ye adore ! But blessèd be the God
Of Nature and of Man that this was so;
That men before my inexperienced eyes
Did first present themselves thus purifled,
Removed, and to a distance that was flt:
And so we ali of us in some degree
Are led to knowledge, wheresoever led.
And howsoever; were it otherwise.
And we found evil fast as we find good
In our first years, or think that it is
found,
310
How could the innocent heart bear up and
live !
But doubly fortunate my lot; not here
Alone, that something of a better life
Perhaps was roímd me than it is the privilege
Of most to move in, but that first I looked
At Man through objects that were great or
fair;
First communed with him by their help.
And thus
Was founded a siu-e safeguard and defence
Against the weight of meanness, selfish
cares,
Coarse manners, vulgar passions, that beat
in
320
On ali sides from the ordinary world
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In which we trafflc. Starting from this
point
I had my face turned toward the truth,
began
With an advantage furnished by that kind
Of prepossession, without which the soul
Receives no knowledge that can bring forth
good,
No genuine insight ever comes to her.
From the restraint of over-watchfnl eyes
Preserved, I moved about, year after year,
Happy, and now most thankful that my
walk
330
Was guarded from too early intercourse
With the deformities of crowded life.
And those ensuing laughters and contempts,
Self-pleasing, which, if we would wish to
think
With a due reverence on earth's rightful
lord,
Here placed to be the inheritor of heaven,
Will not permit us; but pursue the mind,
That to devotion willingly would rise,
Into the temple and the temple's heart.
Yet deem not, Friend ! that human kind
with me
340
Thus early took a place pre-emiuent;
Nature herself was, at this unripe time,
But secondary to my own pursuits
And animal activities, and ali
Their trivial pleasures; and when these had
drooped
And gradually expired, and Nature, prized
For her own sake, became my joy, even
then —
And upwards through late youth, until not
less
Than two-and-twenty summers had been
told —
Was Man in my affections and regards 350
Subordinate to her, her visible forms
And viewless agencies; a passion, she,
A rapture often, and immediate love
Ever at hand; he, only a delight
Occasional, an accidental grace,
His hour being not yet come. Far less had
then
The inferior creatures, beast or bird, attuned
My spirit to that gentleness of love,
(Though they had long been carefully observed),
Won from me those minute obeisances 360
Of tendemess, which I may mmíber now

With my íirst bleasings. Nevertheless, on
these
The light of beauty did not fali in vain,
Or grandeur circumfuse them to no end.
But when that first poetic faculty
Of plain Imagination and severe,
No longer a mute influence of the soul,
Ventured, at some rash Muse's earnest call,
To try her strength among harmonious
words;
And to book-notions and the rules of art 370
Did knowingly conform itself; there came
Among the simple shapes of human life
A wilfulness of fancy and conceit;
And Nature and her objects beautified
These fictions, as in some sort, in their turn,
They burnished her. From touch of this
new power
Nothing was safe: the elder-tree that grew
Beside the well-known charnel-house had
then
A dismal look: the yew-tree had its ghost,
That took his station there for ornament:
The dignities of plain occurrence then 381
Were tasteless, and truth's golden mean, a
point
Where no sufficient pleasure could be found.
Then, if a widow, staggering with the blow
Of her distress, was known to have turned
her steps
To the cold grave in which her husband
slept,
One night, or haply more than one, through
pain
Or half-insensate impotence of mind,
The fact was caught at greedily, and there
She must be visitant the whole year through,
Wetting the turf with never-ending tears.
Through quaint obliquities I might pursue
392
These cravings; when the foxglove, one by *
one,
Upwards through every stage of the tall
stem,
Had shed beside the public way its bells,
And stood of ali dismantled, save the last
Left at the tapering ladder's top, that
seemed
To bend as doth a slender blade of grass
Tipped with a rain-drop, Fancy loved to
seat,
Beneath the plant despoiled, but crested stiU
With this last relic, soon itself to fali, 401
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Some vagrant mother, whose areh little
oues,
Ali unooncerned by her dejected plight,
Laughed as with rival eagerness their hands
Gathered the pnrple cups that round them
lay,
Strewing the turfs green slope.
A diamond light
(Wliene'er the suminer sun, declining,
smote
A smooth rock wet with constant springs)
was seen
Sparkling from out a copse-elad bank that
rose
Fronting our cottage. Oft beside the hearth
Seated, with open door, often and long 411
Upon this restless lustre have I gazed,
That made my fancy restless as itself.
'T was now for me a burnished silver shield
Suspended over a knight's tomb, who lay
Inglorious, buried in the dusky wood:
An entrance now into some magic cave
Or palace built by fairies of the rock;
Nor could I have been bribed to disenchant
The spectacle, by visiting the spot.
420
Thus wUful Fancy, in no hurtful mood,
Engrafted far-fetched shapes on feelings
bred
By pure Imagination: busy Power
She was, and with her ready pupil turned
Instinctively to himian passions, then
Least míderstood. Yet, 'mid the fervent
swarra
Of these vagaries, with an eye so rich
As mine was through the bounty of a grand
And lovely region, I had forms distinct 429
To steady me: each airy thought revolved
Round a substantial centre, which at once
Incited it to motion, and controlled.
I did not pine like one in cities bred,
As was thy melancholy lot, dear Friend !
Great Spirit as thou art, in endless dreams
Of sickliness, disjoining, joining, things
Without the light of knowledge. Where
the harm,
If, when the weodman languished with disease
Induced by sleeping nightly on the ground
Within his sod-built cabin, Indian-wise, 440
I called the pangs of disappointed love.
And ali the sad etcetera of the wrong,
To help him to his grave ? Meanwhile the
man,
If not already from the woods retired

BOOK VIII

To die at home, was haply, as I knew,
Withering by slow degrees, 'mid gentle airs,
Birds, running streams, and hills so beautiful
On golden evenings, while the charcoal pile .
Breathed up its smoke, an image of his ghost
Or spirit that f ull soon must take her flight.
Nor shall we not be tending towards that
point
451
Of sound humanity to which our Tale
Leads, though by sinuous ways, if here I
show
How Fancy, in a season when she wove
Those slender cords, to guide the unconscious Boy
For the Mau's sake, could feed at Nature's
call
Some pensive musings which might well
beseem
Maturer years.
A grove there is whose boughs
Stretch from the western marge of Thurstonmere,
With length of shade so thick, that whoso
glides
460
Along the line of low-roofed water, moves
As in a cloister. Once — while, in that
shade
Loitering, I watched the golden beams of
light
Flung from the setting sun, as they reposed
In silent beauty on the naked ridge
Of a high eastem hUl — thus flowed my
thoughts
In a pure stream of words fresh from the
heart:
Dear native Regions, wheresoe'er shall
dose
My mortal course, there will I think on
you;
469
Dying, will cast on you a backward look;
Even as this setting sim (albeit the Vale
Is no where touched by one memorial
gleam)
Doth with the fond remains of his last
power
Still linger, and a farewell lustre sheds,
On the dear mountain-tops where first he
rose.
Enough of humble arguments; recall,
My Song! those high emotions which thy
voice
Has heretofore made known; that burstiog
forth
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Of sympathy, iiispiriiig aud inspired,
When everywhere a vital pulse was felt, 480
And ali the several frames of thiiigs, like
stars,
Through every magnitude distinguishable,
Shone mutually indebted, or half lost
Each in the otlier's blaze, a galaxy
Of life and glory. In the midst stood
ManJ
Outwardly, inwardly contemplated,
As, of ali visible natures, crown, though
bom
Of dust, and kindred to the worm; a Being,
Both iii perception and discermnent, flrst
In every capability of rapture,
490
Through the divine effect of power and.
love;
As, more than anything we know, instinct
With godhead, and, by reason and by will,
Acknowledging dependency sublime.
Ere long, the lonely mountains left, I
moved,
Begirt, from day to day, with temporal
shapes
Of vice and folly thrust upon my view,
Objects of sport, and ridicule, and scorn,
Manners and characters discriminate,
And little bustling passions that eclipse, 500
As well they might, the impersonated
thought,
The idea, or abstraction of the kind.
An idler among academio bowers,
Such was my new condition, as at large
Has been set forth; yet here the vulgar
light
Of present, actual, superficial life,
Gleaming through colouring of other times,
Old usages and local privilege,
Was welcomed, softened, if not solemnised.
This notwithstanding, being brought more
near
510
To vice and guilt, forerunning wretchedness,
I trembled, — thought, at times, of human
life
With an indeflnite terror and dismay,
Sueh as the storms and angry elements
Had bred in me; but gloomier far, a dim
Analogy to uproar and misrule,
Disquiet, danger, and obscurity.
lí might be told (but wherefore speak of
things
Common to ali ?) that, seeing, I was led

Gravely to ponder — judging between good
And evU, not as for the mind's delight 521
But for her guidance — one who was to
act.
As sometimes to the best of feeble means
I did, by hmnan sympathy impelled:
And, through dislüe and most offensive
pain,
Was to the truth conducted; of this faith
Never forsaken, that, by acting well.
And understanding, I should learn to love
The end of life, and everything we know.
Grave Teacher, stern Preceptress ! for at ■
times
530
Thou canst put on an aspect most severe;
London, to thee I willingly return.
Erewhile my verse played idly with the '
flowers
Enwrought upon thy mantle; satisfied
With that amusement, and a simple look
Of chUd-lUce inquisition now and then
Cast upwards on thy countenance, to detect
Some inner meanings which might harbour
there.
But how could I in mood so light' rndulge,
Keeping such fresh remembrance of the
day,
540
When, having thridded the long labyrinth
Of the suburban villages, I first
^
Entered thy vast dominion ? On the roof
Of an itinerant vehicle I sate,
•
With vulgar men about me, trivial forms ' ^
Of houses, pavement, streets, of men and
things, —
•
Mean shapes on every side: but, at thé ,
instant,
When to myself it fairly might be said,
^
The threshold now is overpast, (how strange ,
That aught externai to the living mind ^50
Should have such mighty sway ! yet so it,
was),
A weight of ages did at once descend
* '
Upon my heart; no thought embodied, no» j
Distinct remembrances, but weight and
power, —
Power growing under weight: alas ! I feel
That I am trifling: 't was a momenfs
pause, —
Ali that took place within me came and
went
As in a moment; yet with Time it dwells,
And grateful memory, as a thing divine.
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The curious traveller,"who, from open day,
Hath passed with torches into some huge
cave,
561
The Grotto of Antiparos, or the Den
In old time haunted by that Danish Witch,
Yordas; he looksaround and sees the vault
Widening on ali sides; sees, or thinks he
sees,
Erelohg, the massy roof above his head,
' That instantly unsettles and reeedes, —
Substance and shadow, light and darkness,
ali
Commingled, making up a canopy
■ Of shapes and forms and tendeneies to shape
That shift aad vaiiish, change and interchange
571
Like spectres,—ferment silent and sublime !
That after a short space works less and less,
Till, every efEort, every motion gone,
The scene before him stands in perfect view
Eiposed, and lifeless as a written book ! —
Bnt let him pause awhile, and look again,
And a new quickening shall sueceed, at
first
Beginning timidly, then creepiiig fast,
Till the whole cave, so late a senseless mass,
Busies the eye with images and forms 581
Boldly assembled, — here is shadowed forth
From the projections, wrinkles, cavities,
, A variegated landscape, — there the shape
Of some gigantic warrior clad in mail,
f Thé ghostly semblance of a hooded monk,
Veiled nun, or pilgrim resting on his stafif:
. Strànge congregation ! yet not slow to meet
^ TEyes that perceive through müids that can
inspire.
, ' "Even in such sort had I at first been
moved,
590
Ííor otherwise eontinued to be moved,
> AsT explored the vast metropolis,
Fount of my country's destiny and the
».
world's;
That great emporium, chronicle at once
* And burial-plaoe of passions, and their home
; «Imperial, their chief living residence.
With strong sensations teeming as it did
Of past and present, such a place must
needs
Have pleased me, seeking knowledge at
that time
Far less than craving power; yet knowledge
Cãm6)
600
Sought or unsought, and influxes of power
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Came, of themselves, or at her oall derived
In fits of kindliest apprehensiveness,
From ali sides, when whate'er was in itself
Capacious found, or seemed to íind, in me
A correspondent amplitude of mind;
Such is the strength and glory of our youth !
The human nature unto whieh I felt
That I belonged, and reverenced with love,
Was not a punctual presence, but a spirit
Diítused through time and space, with aid
derived
611
Of evidence from monuments, erect,
Prostrate, or leaning towards their common
rest
In earth, the widely scattered wreck sublime
Of vanished nations, or more clearly drawn
From books and what they picture and
record.
'T is true, the history of our native land—
With those of Èrrfeece compared and popular
Rome,
And in our high-wrought modem narratives
Stript of their harmonising soul, the life 620
Of manners and familiar incidents —
Had never much delighted me. And less
Than other intellects had mine been used
To lean upon extrinsic circumstance
Of record or tradition; but a sense
Of what in the Great City had been done
And suffered, and was doing, suffering, still,
Weighed with me, could support the test of
thought;
And, in despite of ali that had gone by,
Or was departing never to return,
630
There I conversed with majesty and power
Like independent natures. Hence the place*
Was thronged with impregnations like the
Wilds
In which my early feelings had been
nursed —
Bare hills and valleys, full of eaverns, rocks,
And audible seclusions, dashing lakes,
Echoes and waterfalls, and pointed crags
That into music touch the passing wind.
Here then my young imagination fomid
No uncongenial element; could here
640.
Among new objects serve or give command,
Even as the hearfs occasions might require,
To forward reason's else too-serupulous
march.
The effect was, stül more elevated views
Of human nature. Neither vice.nor guilt,
Debasement undergone by body or mind,
I
\
• *1
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Nor ali the misery foreed upon my sight,
MLsery not lightly passed, but sometimes
scaiined
Most feelingly, could overthrow my trust
In what we may become; induce belief 650
That I was ignorant, had been falsely
taught,
A solitary, who with vain coneeits
Had been inspired, and walked about in
dreams.
From those sad scenes when meditation
turned,
Lo ! everything that was indeed divine
Retained its purity inviolate,
Nay brighter shone, by this portentous
gloom
Set off; such opposition as aroused
The mind of Adam, yet in Paradise
Thbugh fallen from bliss, when in the East
he saw
'
660
Darkness ere day's mid course, and morning light
More brient in the western cloud, that drew
0'er the blue firmament a radiant white,
Descending slow with something heavenly
fraught.
Add also, that among the multitudes
Of that huge oity, oftentimes was seen
AfiPectingly set forth, more than elsewliere
Is possible, the unity of man,
One spirit over ignorance and vice
Predominant, in good and evil hearts; 670
One sense for moral judgments, as one eye
For the smi's light. The sonl when smitten thus
•By a sublime idea, whencesoe'er
Vouchsafed for union or eommmiion, feeds
On the pure bliss, and takes her rest with
God.
Thus from a very early age, O Friend !
My thoughts by slow gradations had been
drawn
To human-kind, and to the good and Ul
Of human life: Nature had led me on;
.And oft amid the " busy hum " I seemed
To travei independent of her help,
681
As if I had forgotten her; but no,
The world of human-kind outweighed not
hers
In my habitual thoughts; the scale of love,
Though filling daUy, still Vás light, compaied
With that in whioh her mighty objects lay.

t
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BOOK NINTH
RESIDENCE IN FRANCE
Even as a river, — partly (it might seem)
Yielding to old remembranees, and swayed
In part by fear to shape a way direel^
That would engulph Mm soon in the ravenous sea —
Turns, and will measure baek his course,
far back,
Seeking the very regions whioh he crossed
In his íirst outset; so have we, my Friend !
Turned and returned with intricate delay.
Or as a traveller, who has gained the brow
Of some aerial Down, while there he halts
For breathing-time, is tempted to review n
The region left behind him; and, if aught
Deserving notice have escaped regard,
Or been regarded with too caieless eye,
Strives, from that height, with one and yet
one more
Last look, to make the best amends he
may:
So have we lingered. Now .we start afresh
With courage, and new hope risen On our
toil.
Fair greetings to this shapeless eagerness,
Whene'er it comes ! needful in work so
long,
■ 20
Thrice needful to the argument which now
Awaits us ! Oh, how much unlike the past!
Free as a oolt at pasture on the hill,I ranged at large, through London's wid«
domain,
Month after month. Obscurely did I live,
Not seeking frequent intercourse with men,
By literature, or elegance, or rank,
Distinguished. Scarcely was a year thus
spent
Ere I forsook the crowded solitude,
With less regret for its luxurious pomp, 30
And ali the nieely-guarded shows of art, ■
Than for the humble book-stalls in the
streets,
Exposed to eye and hand where'er I turned.France lured me forth; the realm that I
had crossed
So lately, joumeying toward the snow-clad
Alps.
But now, relinquishing the scrip and stafP,
And ali enjoyment which the summer sun
Sheds round the steps of those who meet
the day
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With motion constant as his owii, I weiit
Prepared to sojourn in a pleasant towii, 40
Washed by the current of the stately Loire.
Through Paris lay my readiest eourse,
, and there
Sojourning a few days, I visited
In haste, each spot of old or recent fame,
The latter chiefly; from the field of Mars
Down to the suburbs of St. Antony,
And from Mont Martre southward to the
Dome
Of Geneviève. In both her clamorous
•
Halls,
The National Synod and the Jacobins,
I saw the Revolutionary Power
50
Toss like a ship at anohor, rocked by
storms;
The Arcades I traversed, in the Palace
huge
Of Orleans; coasted ronnd and round the
line
Of Tavern, Brothel, Gaming-house, and
Shop,
Great rendezvons of worst and best, the
walk
« Of ali who had a purpose, or had not;
. I stared and listened, with a stranger's
ears,
To Hawkers and Haranguers, hubbub wild !
And hissing Factionists with ardent eyes,
>. In knots, or pairs, or single. Not a look 60
Hope takes, or Doubt or Fear is forced to
•
wear,
. But seemed there present; and I scanned
them ali,
t Watched every gesture imcontrollable,
^ Of anger, and vexation, and despite,
Ali side by side, and struggling face to
face,
With gaiety and dissolute idleness.
4 Where silent zephyrs sported with the
dnst
Of the Bastille, I sate in the open sun,
D And from the rubbish gathered up a stone,
And pocketed the relic, in the guise
70
^ Of an enthusiast; yet, in honest truth,
I looked for something that I could not find,
AfBecting more emotion than I felt;
For 'tis most certain, that these varions
sights,
However potent their first shock, with me
Appeared to recompense the traveller's
pains

'
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Less than the painted Magdalene of Le
Brun,
A beanty exquisitely wrought, with hair
Dishevelled, gleaming eyes, and rueful
eheek
79
Pale and bedropped with overflowing tears.
But hence to my more permanent abode
I hasten; there, by novelties in speech,
Domestic manners, cnstoms, gestures, looks.
And ali the attire of ordinary life,
Attention was engrossed; and, thus amused,
I stood 'mid those concussions, unconcemed,
Tranquil almost, and careless as a flower
Glassed in a green-house, or a parlour
shrub
That spreads its leaves in umnolested peaee,
While every bush and tree, the country
through,
■ 90
Is shaking to the roots: indiÉEerence this
Which may seem strange: but I was unprepared
With needful knowledge, had abruptly
passed
Into a theatre, whose stage was filled
And busy with an action far advanced.
Like others, I had skimmed, and sometimes read
With care, the master pamphlets of the
day;
Nor wanted such half-insight as grew wild
Upon that meagre soil, helped out by talk
And public news; but having never seen
A chronicle that might suffice to show loi
Whence the main organs of the public
power
Had sprung, their transmigrations, when
and how
Acoomplished, giving thus imto events
A form and body; ali things were to me
Loose and disjointed, and the alfections
left
Without a vital interest. At that time,
Moreover, the first storm was overblown.
And the strong hand of outward violence
Locked up in quiet. For myself, I fear no
Now, in connection with so great a theme,
To speak (as I must be compelled to do)
Of one so unimportant; night by night
Did I frequent the formal haunts of men,
Whom, in the oity, privilege of birth
Sequestered from the rest, societies
Polished in arts, and in punctilio versed;
Whence, and from deeper causes, ali discourse
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Of good and evil of the time was shuimed
With scrupulous care; but these restriotions soon
120
Proved tedious, and I gradually withdrew
Into a noisier world, and thus ere long
Became a patriot; and my heart was ali
Given to the people, and my love was
theirs.
A band of military Offleers,
Then statioued in the city, were the chief
Of my associates: some of these wore
swords
That had been seasoned in the wars, and
ali
Were men well-born; the chivalry of
France.
In age and temper dilfering, they had yet
One spirit ruling in each heart; alike 131
(Save only one, hereafter to be named)
AVere bent upon imdoing what was done:
This was their rest and only hope; therewith
No fear had they of bad beeoming worse,
For worst to them was come; nor would
have stirred,
Or deemed it worth a momenfs thought to
stir,
In anything, save only as the act
Looked thitherward. One, reckoning by
years,
Was in the prime of manhood, and erewhile
140
He had sate lord in many tender hearts;
Though heedless of such honours now, and
changed:
His temper was quite mastered by the
times,
And they had blighted him, had eaten away
The beauty of his person, doing wrong
Alike to body and to mind: his port,
Which onee had been erect and open, now
Was stooping and contraeted, and a face,
Endowed by ÜTature with her fairest gifts
Of symmetry and light and bloom, expressed,
150
As mueh as any that was ever seen,
A ravage ont of season, made by thoughts
Unhealthy and vexatious. With the hour,
That from the press of Paris duly brought
Its freight of piiblic news, the fever came,
A punctual visitant, to shake this man,
Disarmed his voice and fanned his yellow
cheek
Into a thousand colours; while he read.
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Or mused, his sword was hamited by his
touch
Continually, like an uneasy plaee
160
In his own body. 'T was in truth an homOf universal ferment; mUdest men
Were agitated; and commotions, strife
Of passion and opiuion, filled the waUs
Of peaceful houses with unquiet sounds.
The soU of common life was, at that time,
Too hot to tread upon. Oft said I then,
And not then only, " What a mockery
this
Of history, the past and that to come !
Now do I feel how ali men are deceived, ijo
Reading of nations and their works, in
faith,
Faith given to vanity and emptiness;
Oh ! laughter for the page that would reflect
To future times the face of what now
is !"
The land ali swarmed with passion, like a
plain
Devoured by locusts, — Carra, Gorsas,—
add
A hundred other names, forgotten now,
Nor to be heard of more; yet they were
powers,
Like earthquakes, shocks repeated day by
day.
And felt through every nook of town and
field.
180
Such was the state of things. Meanwhile the chief
Of my associates stood prepared for flight
To augment the band of emigrants in arms ■
Upon the borders of the Khine, and leagued
With foreign foes mustered for instant
war.
This was their undisguised intent, and they
Were waiting with the whole of their desires
<
The moment to depart.
An Englishman,
Born in a land whose very name appeared <•
To license some unruliness of mind;
190
A stranger, with youth's further privilege.
And the indulgence that a half-learnt
speech
Wins from the courteous; I, who had been
else
Shunned and not tolerated, freely lived
With these defenders of the Crown, and
talked.
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And heard their notions; nor did they disdain
The wish to bring me over to their cause.
But though untaught by thiuking cr by
books
To reason well of polity or law,
And nice distinctions, then on every
tongue,
200
Of natural rights and civil; and to acts
Of nations and their passing interests
(If with unworldly ends and aiins compared)
Almost indifCerent, even the historian'3
tale
Prizing but little otherwise than I prized
Tales of the poets, as it made the heart
Beat high, and fllled the fancy with fair
forms,
Old heroes and their sufferings and their
deeds;
Yet in the regai soeptre, and the pomp
Of orders and degrees, I nothing found 210
Then, or had ever, even in crudest youth,
That dazzled me, but rather what I
moumed
And Ul could brook, beholding that the
best
Ruled not, and feeling that they ought to
rule.
For, bom in a poor district, and which
yet
Retaineth more of ancient homeliness,
Than any other nook of English ground,
It was my fortune scarcely to have seen,
Through the whole tenor of my school-day
time,
The face of one, who, whether boy or
man,
220
Was vested with attention or respect
Through claims of wealth or blood; nor
was it least
Of many benefits, in later years
Derived from academic institutes
And rules, that they held something up to
view
Of a Republic, where ali stood thus far
Upon equal ground; that we were brothers
ali
In honour, as in one community,
Scholars and gentlemen; where, furthermore,
Distinction open lay to ali that came, 230
And wealth and titles were in less esteem
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Than talents, worth, and prosperous industry.
Add unto this, subservience from the first
To presences of God's mysterious power
Made manifest in Nature's sovereignty,
And fellowship with venerable books.
To sanction the proud workings of the soul,
And mountain liberty. It could not be
But that one tutored thus should look with
awe
Upon the faculties of man, receive
240
Gladly the highest promises, and hail,
As best, the government of equal rights
And individual worth. And hence, O
Friend!
If at the first great outbreak I rejoiced
Less than might well befit my youth, the
cause
In part lay here, that unto me the events
Seemed nothing out of nature's certain
course,
A gift that was come rather late than soon.
No wonder, then, if advocates like these,
Inilamed by passion, blind with prejudice,
250
And stimg with injury, at this riper day,
Were impotent to make my hopes put on
The shape of theirs, my understanding
bend
In honour to their honour: zeal, which yet
Had slumbered, now in opposition burst
Forth like a Polar summer: every word
They uttered was a dart, by counter-winds
Blown back upon themselves; their reason
seemed
Confusion-stricken by a higher power
Than human understanding, their discourse
260
Maimed, spiritless; and, in their weakness
strong,
I triumphed.
Meantime, day by day, the roads
Were crowded with the bravest youth of
France,
And ali the promptest of her spirits, linked
In gallant soldiership, and posting on
To meet the war upon her frontier bounds.
Yet at this very moment do tears start
Into mine ey es: I do not say I weep —
I wept not then, — but tears have dimmed
my sight,
In memory of the farewells of that time,
Domestic severings, female fortitude 27 r
At dearest separation, patriot love
And self-devotion, and terrestrial hope.
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And placid, and took nothing from the man
Encouraged with a martyr's eonfidence;
Even files of strangers merely seen but That was delightful. Oft in solitude 321
With him did I discourse about the end
once,
And for a moment, men from far with Of civil government, and its wisest forms;
Of ancient loyalty, and chartered rights,
sound
Of music, martial tunes, and banners spread, Custom and habit, novelty and change;
Of self-respect, and virtue in the few
Entering the city, here and there a face,
Or person, singled out among the rest, 279 For patrimonial honour set apart.
And ignorance in the labouring multitude.
Yet still a stranger and beloved as such;
329
Even by these passing spectacles my heart For he, to ali intolerance indisposed,
Was oftentimes uplifted, and they seemed Balanced these contemplations in his mind;
Arguments sent from Heaven to prove the And I, who at that time was scarcely dipped
Into the turmoil, bore a souuder judgment
cause
Good, pure, which no one could stand up Than later days allowed; carried about me,
With less alloy to its integrity,
against,
Who was uot lost, abandoned, selfish, proud, The experience of past ages, as, through
help
Mean, miserable, wilfully depraved,
Of books and common life, it makes sure
Hater perverse of equity and truth.
way.
Among that band of OíScers was one,
To youthful minds, by objects over near
Already hinted at, of other mould —
Not pressed upon, nor dazzled or misled
A patriot, thenee rejected by the rest, 290 By struggling with the crowd for present
ends.
And with an oriental loathing spumed.
As of a different caste. A meeker man
But though not deaf, nor obstinate to find
Than this lived never, nor a more benign,
Error without excuse upon the side
341
Meek though enthusiastio. Injuries
Made him more gracious, and his nature Of them who strove against us, more delight
then
Did breathe its sweetness outmost sensibly, We took, and let this freely be confessed,
In painting to ourselves the miseries
As aromatic flowers on Alpine turf,
When foot hath crushed them. He through Of royal courts, and that voluptuous life
Unfeeling, where the man who is of soul
the events
Of that great change wandered in perfect The meanest thrives the most; where
dignity,
faith,
299
As through a book, an old romance, or tale True personal dignity, abideth not;
Of Fairy, or some dream of actions wrought A light, a cruel, and vain world cut ofE
Behind the simamer clouds. By birth he From the natural inlets of just sentiment,
From lowly sympathy and chastening
ranked
truth;
35«
With the most noble, but unto the poorWhere good and evil interchange their
Among mankind he was in serviee bound,
names.
As by some tie invisible, oaths professed
And thirst for bloody spoils abroad is paired
To a religious order. Man he loved
As man; and, to the mean and the obscure. With vice at home. We added dearest
themes —
And ali the homely in their homely works,
Man and his noble nature, as it is
Transferred a courtesy which had no air
Of condescension; but did rather seem 310 The gift which God has placed within his
power,
A passion and a gallantry, like that
His blind desires and steady faculties
Which he, a soldier, in his idler day
Had paid to woman: somewhat vain he was, Capable of clear truth, the one to break
Bondage, the other to build liberty
Or seemed so, yet it was not vanity,
On flrm foundations, making social life, 360
But fondness, and a kind of radiant joy
Through knowledge spreading and imperDiffused around him, while he was intent
ishable,
On works of love or freedom, or revolved
As just in regulation, and as pure
Complacently the progress of a cause,
Whereof he was a part: yet this was meek As individual in the wise and good.
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We summoned up the honourable deeds
Of ancient Story, thought of each bright
spot,
That would be found in ali recorded time,
Of truth preserved and error passed away;
Of single spirits that catch the flame from
Heaven,
And how the multitudes of men will feed
And fan each other; thought of sects, how
keen
370
They are to put the appropriate nature on,
Triumphant over every obstaele
Of custom, language, country, love, or hate,
And what they do and suífer for their creed;
How far they travei, and how long endure;
How qvdckly mighty Nations have been
formed,
From least begmnings; how, together locked
By new opinions, scattered tribes have made
One body, spreading wide as clouds in
heaven.
To aspirations then of our own minds 380
Did we appeal; and, finally, beheld
A living confirmation of the whole
Before us, in a people from the depth
Of shameful imbeeility uprisen,
Fresh as the moming star. Elate we looked
Upon their virtues; saw, in rudest men,
Self-saerifice the firmest; generous love.
And continence of mind, and sense of right,
Uppermost in the midst of fiercest strife.

Sanctioned, of danger, difficulty, or death.
Such conversation, under Attic shades,
Did Dion hold with Plato; ripened thus
For a Deliverer's glorious task, — and such
He, on that ministry already bound,
411
Held with Eudemus and Timonides,
Surrounded by adventurers in arms,
When those two vessels with their daring
freight.
For the SicUian Tyranfs overthrow,
Sailed from Zacynthus, — philosophic war,
Led by Philosophers. With harder fate,
Though like ambition, such was he, O
Friend !
Of whom I speak. Sc Beaupuis (let the
name
Stand near the worthiest of Antiquity) 420
Fashioned his life; and many a long discourse,
With like persuasion honoured, we maintained:
He, on his part, accoutred for the worst,
He perished fighting, in supreme comniand,
Upon the borders of the imhappy Loire,
For liberty, against deluded men,
His fellow-countrymen; and yet most
blessed
In this, that he the fate of later times
Lived not to see, nor what we now behold,
Who have as ardent hearts as he had
then.
430

Oh, sweet it is, in aoademic groves, 390
Or such retirement, Friend ! as we have
known
In the green dales beside our Rotha's
stream,
Greta, or Derwent, or some nameless rill.
To Diminate, with interchange of talk,
On rational liberty, and hope in man.
Justice and peace. But far more sweet
such toil —
Toil, say I, for it leads to thoughts abstruse —
If nature then be standing on the brink
Of some great trial, and we hear the voice
Of one devoted, — one whom eircumstance
Hath called upon to embody his deep
sense
401
In action, give it outwardly a shape,
And that of benediction, to the world.
Then doubt is not, and truth is more than
truth, —
A hope it is, and a desire; a creed
Of zeal, by an authority Divine

Along that very Loire, with festal mirth
Resounding at ali hours, and innocent yet
Of civil slaughter, was our frequent walk;
Or in wide forests of continuous shade,
Lofty and over-arched, with open space
Beneath the trees, clear footing many a
mile —
A solemn region. Oft amid those haunts,
From earnest dialogues I slipped in thought.
And let remembrance steal to other times,
When, o'er those interwoven roots, mossclad,
440
And smooth as marble or a waveless sea.
Some Hermit, from his cell forth-strayed,
might pace
In sylvan meditation imdisturbed;
As on the pavement of a Gothic church
Walks a lone Monk, when service hath expired,
In peace and silence. But if e'er was
heard,—
Heard, though unseen, — a devious traveller,
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Retiring or approaching from afar
With speed and echoes loud of trampling
hoofs
From the hard floor reverberated, then 450
It was Angélica thundering through the
woods
Upon her palfrey, or that gentle maid
Erminia, fugitivo as fair as she.
Sometimes methought I saw a pair of
knights
Joust underneath the trees, that as in storm
Rocked high above their heads; anon, the
din
Of boisterous merriment, and music's roar,
In sudden proclamation, burst from hamit
Of Satyrs in some viewless glade, with
dance
Rejoicing o'er a female in the midst, 460
A mortal beauty, their unhappy thrall.
The width of those huge forests, unto me
A novel scene, did often in this way
Master my fancy while I wandered on
With that revered companion. And sometimes—
When to a eonvent in a meadow green,
By a brook-side, we carne, a roofless pile,
And not by reverential touch of Time
Dismantled, but by violence abrupt —
In spite of those heart-bracing colloquies,
470
In spite of real fervour, and of that
Less genuine and wrought up within myself —
I could not but bewail a wrong so harsh.
And for the Matin-bell to sound no more
Grieved, and the twilight taper, and the
cross
High on the topmost pinnaele, a sign
(How welcome to the weary traveller's
eyes !)
Of hospitality and peaceful rest.
And when the partner of those varied walks
Pointed upon occasion to the site
480
Of Romorentin, home of ancient kings,
To the imperial edifice of Blois,
Or to that rural castle, name now slipped
From my remembrance, where a lady
lodged,
By the íirst Francis wooed, and bound to
him
In chains of mutual passion, from the
tower.
As a tradition of the country tells,
Practised to commune with her royal
knight
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By cressets and love-beacons, intercourse
'Twixt her high-seated residence and
his
4ÇO
Far o£f at Chambord on the plain beneath;
Even here, though less than with the peaceful house
Keligious, 'mid those frequent monuments
Of Kings, their vices and their better deeds,
Imagination, potent to inflame
At times with virtuous wrath and. noble
scorn,
Did also often mitigate the force
Of civic prejudico, the bigotry,
So call it, of a youthful patriot's mind;
And on these spots with many gleams I
looked
5CX)
Of chivalrous delight. Yet not the less,
Hatred of absolute rule, where will of one
Is law for ali, and of that barren pride
In them who, by immunities unjust,
Between the sovereign and the people
stand,
His helper and not theirs, laid stronger hold
Daily upon me, mixed with pity too
And love; for where hope is, there love
will be
For the abject multitude. And when we
chanced
One day to meet a hunger-bitten girl, 510
Who crept along fitting her languid gait
Unto a heifer's motion, by a cord
Tied to her arm, and picking thus from the
lane
Its sustenance, while the girl with pallid
hands
Was busy knitting in a heartless mood
Of solitude, and at the sight my friend
In agitation said, " 'T is against that
That we are fighting," I with him believed
That a benignant spirit was abroad
Which might not be withstood, that
poverty
520
Abject as this would in a little tinie
Be foimd no more, that we should see the
earth
Unthwarted in her wish to recompense
The meek, the lowly, patient child of toil.
Ali institutes for ever blotted out
That legalised exclusion, empty pomp
Abolished, sensual state and cruel power
Whether by edict of the one or few;
And finally, as sum and crown of ali, 529
Should see the people having a strong hand
In framing their own laws; whence better
days
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To ali mankind. But, these thiugs set
apart,
Was not this single confidence enough
To animate the mind that ever turned
A thought to human welfare ? That
henceforth
Captivity by mandate without law
Should cease; and open accusation lead
To sentence in the hearing of the world,
And ppen punishment, if not the air
Be free to breathe in, and the heart of
man
540
Dread nothing. From this height I shall
not stoop
To humbler matter that detained us oft
In thought or conversation, public acts,
And public persons, and emotions wrought
Withm the breast, as ever-varying winds
Of record or report swept ovar us;
But I might here, instead, repeat a tale,
Told by my Patriot friend, of sad events,
That prove to what low depth had struck
the roots,
How widely spread the boughs, of that old
tree
550
Which, as a deadly mischief, and a foul
And black dishonour, France was weary of.
Oh, happy time of youthful lovers, (thus
The story might begin,) oh, balmy time,
In which a love-knot, on a lady's brow,
Is fairer than the fairest star in Heaven !
So might — and with that prelude did
begin
The record ; and, in faithful verse, was
given
The doleful sequei.
But our little bark
On a strong river boldly hath been
launched;
560
And from the driving current should we
tum
To loiter wilfully within a creek,
Howe'er attractive, Fellow voyager !
Would'st thou not ehide ? Yet deem not
my pains lost:
For Vaudracour and Julia (so were named
The ill-fated pair) in that plain tale will
draw
Tears from the hearts of others, when their
own
Shall beat no more. Thou, also, there
may'st read,
At leisure, how the enamoured youth was
driven,

BOOK X

By public power abased, to fatal crime, 570
Nature's rebellion against monstrous law;
How, between heart and heart, oppression
thrust
Her mandates, severing whom true love
had joined,
Harassing both; until he sank and pressed
The couch his fate had made for him;
supine,
Save when the stings of viperous remorse,
Trying their strength, enforced him to
start up,
Aghast and prayerless. Into a deep wood
He fled, to shun the haunts of human kind;
There dwelt, weakened in spirit more and
more;
580
Nor could the voice of Freedom, which
through France
Full speedily resounded, public hope,
Or personal memory of his own worst
wrongs,
Rouse him; but, hidden in those gloomy
shades,
His days he wasted, — an imbecile mind.
BOOK TENTH
RESIDENCE IN FRANCE {continued)
It was a beautiful and silent day
That overspread the countenance of earth,
Then fading with unusual quietness, —
A day as beautiful as e'er was given
To soothe regret, though deepening what it
soothed,
When by the gliding Loire I paused, and
cast
üpon his rich domains, vineyard and tilth,
Green meadow-ground, and many-coloured
woods,
Again, and yet again, a farewell look;
Then from the quiet of that scene passed
on,
10
Bound to the fierce Metropolis. From his
throne
The King had fallen, and that invading
host —
Presumptuous cloud, on whose black front
was written
The tender mercies of the dismal wind
That bore it — on the plains of Liberty
Had burst innocuous. Say in bolder words,
They — who had come elate as eastem
hunters
Banded beneath the Great Mogul, when he
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Erewhile went forth from Agra or Lahore,
Eajahs and Omrahs in his train, intent 20
To drive their prey enelosed within a ring
Wide as a province, but, the signal given,
Before the point of the life-threatening
spear
Narrowing itself by moments — they, rash
men,
Had seen the anticipated quarry turned
Into avengers, from whose wrath they fled
In terror. Disappointment and dismay
Kemaiiied for ali whose fancies had run
wild
With evil expeetations; confidence
29
And perfeet triumph for the better cause.
The State — as if to stamp the final seal
On her security, and to the world
Show what she was, a high and fearless
soul,
Exulting in deflance, or heart-stung
By sharp reseutment, or belike to taunt
With spiteful gratitude the baffled League,
That had stirred up her slackening faculties
To a new transition — when the King was
crushed,
Spared not the empty throne, and in proud
haste
Assumed the body and venerable name 40
Of a Republie. Lamentable crimes,
'T is true, had gone before this hour, dire
work
Of massacre, in which the senseless sword
Was prayed to as a judge; but these were
past,
Earth free from them for ever, as was
thought, —
Ephemeral monsters, to be seen but once !
Things that could only show themselves
and die.
Cheered with this hope, to Paris I returned.
And ranged, with ardour heretofore unfelt,
The spacious city, and in progress passed
The prison where the vmhappy Monarch
.lay, .
.
.
.51
Associate with his children and his wife
In bondage; and the palace, lately stormed
With roar of cannon by a furious host.
I crossed the square (an empty area then!)
Of the Carrousel, where so late had lain
The dead, upon the dying heaped, and gazed
On this and other spots, as doth a man
Upon a volume whose contents he knows
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Are memorable, but from him locked up, 60
Being written in a tongue he cannot read,
So that he questions the mute leaves with
pain,
And half upbraids their silence. But that
iiight
I felt most deeply in what world I was,
What ground I trod on, and what air I
breathed.
High was my room and lonely, near the
roof
Of a large mansion or hotel, a lodge
That would have pleased me in more quiet
times;
Nor was it wholly without pleasure then.
With unextinguished taper I kept watch, 70
Reading at intervals; the fear gone by
Pressed on me almost like a fear to come.
I thought of those September massacres,
Divided from me by one little month,
Saw them and touched: the rest was conjured up
From tragic flctions or true history,
Remembrances and dim admonishments.
The horse is taught his manage, and no
star
Of wUdest course but treads back his own
steps;
For the spent hurricane the air provides 80
As flerce a successor; the tide retreats
But to retum out of its hiding-place
In the great deep; ali things have second
birth;
The earthquake ia not satisfied at once;
And in this way I wrought upon myself,
Until I seemed to hear a voice that cried.
To the whole city, " Sleep no more." The
trance
Fled with the voice to which it had given
birth;
But vainly comments of a calmer mind
Promised soft peace and sweet forgetfulness.
90
The place, ali hushed and sUent as it was,
Appeared imflt for the repose of night,
Defenceless as a wood where tigers roam.
With early moming towards the Palacewalk
Of Orleans eagerly I turned: as yet
The streets were still; not so those long
Arcadas;
There, 'mid a peal of ill-matched sotmds
and cries,
That greeted me on entering, I could hear
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Shrill voices from the hawkers in the
throng,
Bawling, " Denunciation of the Crimes 100
Of Maximilian Robespierre;" the hand,
Prompt as the voice, held forth a printed
speech,
The same that had been recently pronounced,
When Robespierre, not iguorant for what
mark
Some words of indirect reproof had been
Intended, rose in hardihood, and dared
The man who had an ill surmise of him
To bring his charge in openness; whereat,
When a dead pause ensned, and no one
stirred,
In silence of ali present, from his seat no
Louvet walked single through the avenne.
And took his station in the Tribnne, saying,
"I, Robespierre, accuse thee!" Well is
known
The inglorious issne of that charge, and how
He, who had launched the startling thunderbolt,
The one bold man, whose voice the attack
had sonnded,
Was left without a follower to discharge
His perilous duty, and retire lamenting
That Heaven's best aid is wasted upon men
Who to themselves are false.
But these are things
Of whieh I speak, only as they were storm
Or sunshine to my individual mind,
122
No further. Let me then relate that now —
In some sort seeing with my proper eyes
That Liberty, and Life, and Death, would
soon
To the remotest comers of the land
Lie in the arbitrement of those who ruled
The capital City; what was struggled for.
And by what combatants vietory must be
won;
The indecision on their part whose aim 130
Seemed best, and the straightforward path
of those
Who in attack or in defence were strong
Through their impiety — my inmost soul
Was agitated; yea, I could almost
Have prayed that throughout earth upon
ali men,
By patient exercise of reason made
Worthy of liberty, ali spirits filled
With zeal expanding in Truth's holy light,
The gift of tong^es might fali, and power
arrive
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From the four quarters of the winds to do
For France, what without help she could
not do,
141
A work of honour; think not that to this
I added, work of safety: from ali doubt
Or trepidatiou for the end of things
Far was I, far as angels are from guilt.
Yet did I grieve, nor only grieved, but
thought
Of opposition and of remedies:
An insignificant stranger and obseure.
And one, moreover, little graced with power
Of eloquence even in my native speech, 150
And ali unflt for tumult or intrigue,
Yet would I at this time with willing heart
Have undertaken for a cause so great
Service however dangerous. I revolved,
How much the destiny of Man had still
Hung upon single persons; that there was,
Transcendent to ali local patrimony,
One nature, as there is one sun in heaven;
That objects, even as they are great, thereby
Do come within the reach of humblest
GyCSJ
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That Mau is only weak through his mistrust
And want of hope where evidence divine
Proclaims to him that hope should be most
sure;
Nor did the inexperience of my youth
Preclude conviction, that a spirit strong
In hope, and trained to noble aspirations,
A spirit thoroughly faithful to itself,
Is for Society's unreasoning herd
A domineering instinct, serves at once
For way and guide, a fluent receptacle 170
That gathers up each petty straggling rill
And vein of water, glad to be rolled on
In safe obedience; that a mind, whose rest
Is where it onght to be, in self-restraint,
In circumspection and simplicity,
Falls rarely in entire discomflture
Below its aim, or meets with, from without,
A treachery that foils it or defeats;
And, lastly, if the means on hmnan will,
Frail human will, dependent should betray
Him who too boldly trusted them, I felt 181
That 'mid the loud distractions of the world
A sovereign voice subsists within the soul,
Arbiter undisturbed of right and wrong,
Of life and death, in majesty severe
Enjoining, as may best promote the aims
Of truth and justice, either sacriflce,
From whatsoever region of our cares
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Or our infirm affections Nature pleads,
Earnest and blind, against the stern deeree.
On the other side, I called to mind those
truths
191
That are the commonplaees of the sehools —
(A theme for boys, too haekneyed for their
sires,)
Yet, with a revelation's liveliness,
In all their eomprehensive bearings known
And visible to philosophers of old,
Men who, to business of the world untrained,
Lived in the shade; and to Harmodius
known
And his compeer Aristogiton, known 199
To Brutus — that tyrannie power is weak,
Hath neither gratitude, nor faith, nor love,
Nor the support of good or evil men
To trust in; that the godhead which is ours
Can never utterly be charmed or stUled;
That nothing hath a natural right to last
But eqnity and reason; that all else
Meets foes irreconcilable, and at best
Lives only by variety of disease.
Well might my wishes be intense, my
thoughts
Strong and pertnrbed, not donbting at that
time
210
But that the virtue of one paramount mind
Would have abashed those impious crests
— have quelled
Outrage and bloody power, and — in despite
Of what the People long had been and were
Through ignorance and false teaching, sadder proof
Of immaturity, and — in the teeth
Of desperate opposition from without —
Have cleared a passage for just government,
And left a solid birthright to the State,
Redeemed, aceording to example given 220
By aneient lawgivers.
In this frame of mind,
Dragged by a chain of harsh neeessity,
So seemed it, — now I tliankfully acknowledge,
Forced by the gracious providence of
Heaven, —
To England I returned, else (though assured
That I both was and must be of small
weight,
No better than a landsman on the deck
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Of a ship struggling with a hideous storm)
Doubtless, I should have then made common cause
With some who perished; haply perished
too,
230
A poor mistaken and bewildered ofEering, —
Should to the breast of Nature have gone
back,
With all my resolutions, all my hopes,
A Poet only to myself, to men
Useless, and even, beloved Friend ! a soul
To thee unknown !
Twice had the trees let fali
Their leaves, as often Winter had put on
His hoary crown, since I had seen the surge
Beat against Albion's shore, since ear of
mine
239
Had caught the aecents of my native speech
Upon our native country's saered ground.
A patriot of the world, how could I glide
Into communion with her sylvan shades,
Erewhile my tuneful haunt? It pleased
me more
To abide in the great City, where I found
The general air still busy with the stir
Of that first memorable onset made
By a strong levy of humanity
Upon the traffiekers in Negro blood;
EfEort which, though defeated, had recalled
To notice old forgotten principies,
251
And through the nation spread a novel heat
Of virtuous feeling. For myself, I own
That this particular strife had wanted power
To rivet my affections; nor did now
Its unsuccessful issue much excite
My sorrow; for I brought with me the
faith
That, if France prospered, good men would
not long
Pay fruitless worship to humanity.
And this most rotten branch of human
shame,
260
Objeet, so seemed it, of superfluous pains,
Would fali together with its parent tree.
What, then, were my emotions, when in
arms
Britain put forth her free-born strength in
league,
Oh, pity and shame ! with those confederate Powers !
Not in my single self alone I found,
But in the minds of all ingenuous youth,
Change and subversion from that hour. No
shock
Given to my moral nature had I known 269

198

THE PRELUDE

Down to that very moment; neither lapse
Nor turn of sentiment that might be named
A revolution, save at this one time;
Ali else was progress on the self-same path
On which, with a diversity of pace,
I had been travelling: this a stride at once
Into another region. As a light
And pliant harebell, swinging in the breeze
On some grey rock — its birth-place — so
had I
Wantoned, fast rooted on the ancient tower
Of my beloved comitry, wishing not
280
A happier fortune than to wither there:
Now was I from that pleasant station torn
And tossed about in whirlwind. I rejoiced,
Yea, afterwards — truth most painful to
record! —
Exulted, in the triumph of my soul,
When Englishmen by thousands were o'erthrown,
Left without glory on the field, cr driven,
Brave hearts ! to shameful flight. It was
a grief, —
Grief call it not, 't was anything but that, —
A conílict of sensations without name, 290
Of which he only, who may love the sight
Of a village steeple, as I do, can judge,
When, in the congregation bending ali
To their great Father, prayers were oífered
up,
Or p raises for our country's victories;
And, 'mid the simple worshippers, perehance
I only, like an uninvited guest
Whom no one owned, sate süent, shall I
add,
Fed on the day of vengeance yet to come.
Oh ! muoh have they to aceount for, who
could tear,
300
By violence, at one decisive rent,
From the best youth in England their dear
pride,
Their joy, in England; this, too, at a time
In which worst losses easily might wean
The best of names, when patriotic love
Did of itself in modesty give way,
Like the Precursor when the Deity
Is come Whose harbinger he was; a time
In which apostasy from ancient faith
Seemed but conversion to a higher creed;
Withal a season dangerous and wild,
311
A time when sage Experience would have
snatched
Flowers out of any hedge-row to compose
A chaplet in contempt of bis grey locks.
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When the proud fleet that bears the redcross flag
In that unworthy service was prepared
To mingle, I beheld the vessels lie,
A brood of gallant creatures, on the deep;
I saw them in their rest, a sojourner
Through a whole month of caim and glassy
days
320
In that delightful island which protects
Their place of convocation — there I heard,
Each evening, pacing by the still sea-shore,
A monitory sound that never failed, —
The sunset cannon. While the orb went
down
In the tranquillity of nature, came
That voice, ill requiem ! seldom heard by
me
Without a spirit overcast by dark
Imaginations, sense of woes to come,
Sorrow for human kind, and pain of heart.
In France, the men, who, for their desperate ends,
331
Had plucked up mercy by the roots, were
glad
Of this new enemy. Tyrants, strong before
In wicked pleas, were strong as demons
now;
And thus, on every side beset with foes,
The goaded land waxed mad; the crimes
of few
Spread into madness of the many; blasts
From hell came sanctifled like airs from
heaven.
The stemness of the just, the faith of those
Who doubted not that Providence had
times
340
Of vengeful retribution, theirs who throned
The human Understanding paramount
And made of that their God, the hopes of
men
Who were content to barter short-lived
pangs
For a paradise of ages, the blind rage
Of insolent tempers, the light vanity
Of intermeddlers, steady purposes
Of the suspicious, slips of the indiscreet,
And ali the accidents of life — were pressed
Into one service, busy with one work. 350
The Senate stood aghast, her prudence
quenched,
Her wisdom stifled, and her justice scared,
Her frenzy only active to extol
Past outrages, and shape the way for new,
Which no one dared to oppose or mitigate.
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Domestic earnage now filled the whole
year
With feast-days; old men from the chimneynook,
The maiden from the bosom of her love,
The mother from the oradle of her babe,
The warrior from the field — ali perished,
ali —
360
Friends, enemies, of ali parties, ages, ranks,
Head after head, and never heads enough
For those that bade them fali. They fomid
their joy,
They made it proudly, eager as a child,
(If like desires of innooent little ones
May with suoh heinous appetites be compared),
Pleased in some open field to exercise
A toy that mimics with revolving wings
The motion of a wind-mill; though the air
Do of itself blow fresh, and make the vanes
Spin in his eyesight, that oontents him not,
But with the plaything at arm's length, he
sets
372
His front against the blast, and runs amain,
That it may whirl the faster.
Amid the depth
Of those enormities, even thinking minds
Forgot, at seasons, whence they had their
being,
Forgot that such a somid was ever heard
As Liberty upon earth: yet ali beneath
Her innooent authority was wrought,
Nor could have been, without her blessed
name.
380
The illustrious wife of Koland, in the hour
Of her composure, felt that agony.
And gave it vent in her last words. O
Friend !
It was a lamentable time for man,
Whether a hope had e'er been his or not:
A woful time for them whose hopes survived
The shock; most woful for those few who
still
Were flattered, and had trust in human
kind:
They had the deepest feeling of the grief.
Meanwhile the Invaders fared as they deserved:
390
The" Herculean Commonwealth had pnt
forth her arms.
And throttled with an infant godhead's
might
The snakes about her cradie; that was
well.
And as it should be; yet no cra^e for them
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Whose souls were sick with pain of what
would be
Hereafter brought in charge against mankind.
Most melaneholy at that time, O Friend !
Were my day-thoughts, — my nights were
miserable;
Through months, through years, long after
the last beat
Of those atrocities, the hour of sleep
400
To me eame rarely chaj-ged with natural
gifts,
Such ghastly visions had I of despair
And tyranny, and implements of death;
And innoeent victims sinking under fear.
And momentary hope, and worn-out prayer,
Each iu his separate cell, or penned in erowds
For sacriflce, and struggling with fond mirth
And levity in dungeons, where the dust
Was laid with teais. Then suddenly the
scene
Changed, and the unbroken dream entangled
me
410
In long orations, which I strove to plead
Before unjust tribunais, — with a voice
Labouring, a brain confounded, and a
sense,
Death-like, of treacherous desertion, felt
In the last plaee of refuge — my own soul.
When I began in youth's delightful prime
To yield myself to Nature, when that strong
And holy passion overeame me first,
Nor day nor night, evening or iporn, was
free
From its oppression. But, O Power Supreme!
420
Without Whose call this world would cease
to breathe,
Who from the fountain of Thy grace dost
fill
The veins that braneh through every frame
of life,
Making man what he is, creature divrne,
In single or in social eminence,
Above the rest raised inflnite ascents
When reason that enables him to be
Is not sequestered — what a change is here !
How different ritual for this after-worship,
What countenance to promote this second
love!
430
The first was service paid to things which
lie
Gnarded within the bosom of Thy will.
Therefore to serve was high beatitude;
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Tumult was therefore gladness, and the fear
Ennobling, venerable; sleep secure,
And waking thoughts more rich than happiest dreams.

That could no longer hold its loathsome
charge,
But burst and spread in deluge through the
land.
480

But as the ancient Prophets, borne aloft
In vision, yet constrained by natural laws
With them to take a troubled human heart,
Wanted not consolations, nor a creed
440
Of reeoncilement, then when they denounced,
On towns and cities, wallowing iii the abyss
Of their offences, punishment to come;
Or saw, like other men, with bodily eyes,
Bafore them, in some desolated place,
The wrath consummate and the threat
fulfilled;
So, with devout humility be it said,
So did a portion of that spirit fali
On me uplifted from the vantage-gromid
Of pity and sorrow to a state of being 450
That through the time's exceedmg fierceness
saw
Glimpses of retribution, terrible,
And in the order of sublime behests:
But, even if that were not, amid the awe
Of unintelligible chastisement,
Not only acquiescences of faith
Survived, but daring sympathies with power,
Motions not treacherous or profane, else
why
Within the folds of no ungentle breast
Their dreadvibration to this hourprolonged ?
Wild blasts of music thus could find their
way
461
Into the midst of turbulent events;
So that worst tempests might be listened to.
Then was the truth received into my heart,
That, under heaviest sorrow earth can bring,
If from the afSiction somewhere do not
grow
Honour which could not else have been, a
faith,
An elevation, and a sanctity,
If ne w strength be not given nor old restored,
The blame is ours, not Nature's. When a
taunt
470
Was taken up by scoffiers in their pride,
Saying, " Behold the harvest tliat we reap
From popular government and equality,"
I clearly saw that neither these nor aught
Of wild belief engrafted on their names
By false philosophy had caused the woe,
But a terrifie reservoir of guilt
And ignorance filled up from age to age.

And as the desert hath green spots, the
sea
Small islands scattered amid stormy waves,
So that disastrous period did not want
Bright sprinklings of ali human excellence.
To which the silver wands of saints in
Heaven
Might point with rapturous joy. Yet not
the less,
For those examples, in no age surpassed,
Of fortitude and energy and love,
And human nature faithful to herself
Under worst trials, was I driven to think 490
Of the glad times when first I traversed
France
A youthful pilgrim; above ali reviewed
That eventide, when under windows bright
With happy faces and with garlands hung.
And through a rainbow-arch that spanned
the Street,
Triumphal pomp for liberty confirmed,
I paced, a dear companion at my side,
The town of Arras, whence with promise
high
Issued, on delegation to sustain
Humanity and right, that Robespierre, 500
He who thereafter, and in how short time !
Wielded the sceptre of the Atheist crew.
When the calamity spread f ar and wide —
And this same city, that did then appear
To outrun the rest in exultation, groaned
Under the vengeance of her cruel son,
As Lear reproached the winds — I could
almost
Have quarrelled with that blameless spectacle
For lingering yet an image in my mind
To mock me under such a strange reverse.
O Friend ! few happier moments have
been mine
jn
Than that which told the downfall of this
Tribe
So dreaded, so abhorred. The day desefves
A separate record. Over the smooth sands
Of Leven's ample estuary lay
My joumey, and beneath a genial sun,
With distant prospeot among gleams of sky
And clouds and intermingling mountain
tops,
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In one inseparable glory clad,
Creatures of one ethereal substance met 520
In consistory, like a diadem
Or crown of burning seraphs as they sit
In the empyrean. Underneath that pomp
Celestial, lay unseen the pastoral vales
Among whose happy fields I had grown np
From childhood. On the fnlgent spectacle,
That neither passed away nor ohanged, I
gazed
Enrapt; but brightest things are wont to
draw
Sad opposites out of the inner heart,
As even their pensive influence drew from
mine.
530
How could it otherwise ? for not in vain
That very moming had I turned aside
To seek the ground where, 'mid a throng
of graves,
An honoured teacher of my youth was laid.
And on the stone were graven by his desire
Lines from the churohyard elegy of Gray.
This faithful guide, speaking from his
death-bed,
Added no farewell to his parting counsel,
But said to me, " My head will soon lie
low;"
And when I saw the turf that oovered
him,
540
After the lapse of full eight years, those
words,
With sound of voice and countenance of
the Man,
Came back upon me, so that some few tears
Fell from me in my own despite. But now
I thought, still traversing that widespread
plain,
With tender pleasure of the verses graven
Upon his tombstone, whispering to myself:
He loved the Poets, and, if now alive,
Would have loved me, as one not destitute
Of promise, nor belying the kind hope 550
That he had formed, when I, at his command,
Began to spin, with toil, my earliest songs.
As I advanced, ali that I saw cr felt
Was gentleness and peace. Upon a small
And roeky island near, a fragment stood,
(Itself like a sea rock) the low remains
(With shells encrusted, dark with briny
weeds)
Of a dilapidated structure, once
A Romish chapei, where the vested priest
Said matins at the hour that suited those
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Who crossed the sands with ebb of morning
tide.
561
Not far from that still ruin ali the plain
Lay spotted with a variegated crowd
Of vehicles and travellers, horse and foot,
Wading beneath the conduct of their guide
In loose procession through the shallow
stream
Of inland waters; the great sea meanwhile
Heaved at safe distance, far retired. I
paused,
Longing for skill to paint a scene so bright
And cheerful, but the foremost of the band
As he approached, no salutation given 571
In the familiar language of the day,
Cried, " Robespierre is dead ! " nor was a
doubt,
After striot question, left within my mind
That he and his supporters ali were fallen.
Great was my transport, deep my gratitude
To everlastiiig Justice, by this flat
Made manifest. " Come now, ye golden
times,"
Said I forth-pouring on those open sands
A hymn of triumph: " as the moming
comes
580
From out the bosom of the night, come ye:
Thus far our trust is verüied; behold !
They who with clumsy desperation brought
A river of Blood, and preached that nothing
else
Could cleanse the Augean stable, by the
might
Of their own helper have been swept away;
Their madness stands declared and visible;
Else where will safety now be sought, and
earth
March flrmly towards righteousness and
peace." —
Then schemes I framed more calmly, when
and how
590
The madding factions might be tranquillised.
And how through hardships manifold and
long
The glorious renovation would proceed.
Thus interrupted by uneasy bm-sts
Of exultation, I pursued my way
Along that very shore which I had skimmed
In former days, when — spurring from the
Vale
Of Nightshade, and St. Mary's mouldering
fane.

202

THE PRELUDE

And the stone abbot, after circuit made
In wantonness of heart, a joyous band 600
Of schoolboys hastening to their distant
home
Along the margin of the moonlight sea —
We beat with thundering hoofs the levei
sand.
BOOK ELEVENTH
FRANCE ifoncluded)
Fbom that time forth, Authority in France
Put on a milder face; Terror had ceased,
Yet everything was wanting that might give
Courage to them who looked for good by
light
Of rational Experienoe, for the shoots
And hopeful blossoms of a second spring:
Yet, in me, confidence was unimpaired;
The Senate's language, and the public acts
And measures of the Government, though
both
Weak, and of heartless omen, had not
power
10
To daunt me; in the People was my trust:
And, in the virtues which mine eyes had
seen,
I knew that woimd externai could not take
Life from the young Republic; that new
foes
Would only follow, in the path of shame,
Their brethren, and her trinmphs be in the
end
Great, universal, irresistible.
This intuition led me to confound
One victory with another, higher far, —
Triimiphs of miambitious peace at home, 20
And noiseless fortitude. Beholding still
Resistance strong as heretofore, I thought
That what was in degree the same was
likewise
The same in qnality, — that, as the worse
Of the two spirits then at strife remained
üntired, the better, surely, would preserve
The heart that flrst had roused him. Youth
maintains,
In ali conditions of sooiety,
Communion more direct and intimate
With Nature, — hence, ofttimes, with reason too —
30
Than age or manhood, even. To Nature
then,
Power had reverted: habit, custom, law,
Had left an interregnum's open space
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For her to move about in, uncontrolled.
Hence could I see how Babel-like their
task,
Who, by the recent deluge stupifled,
With their whole souls went culling from
the day
Its petty promises, to build a tower
For their own safety; laughed with my
compeers
At gravest heads, by emnity to France 40
Distempered, till they found, in every blast
Forced from the street-disturbing newsman's horn.
For her great cause record or prophecy
Of utter ruin. How might we believe
That wisdom could, in any shape, come
near
Men clinging to delusions so rnsane ?
And thus, experienoe proving that no few
Of our opinions had been just, we took
Like credit to ourselves where less was due.
And thought that other notions were as
sound,
50
Yea, could not but be right, because we saw
That foolish men opposed them.
To a strain
More animated I might here give way.
And tell, since juvenile errors are my theme,
What in those days, through Britain, was
porformed
To turn áll judgments out of their right
course;
But this is passion over-near ourselves,
Reality too dose and too intense.
And intermixed with something, in my mind,
Of scorn and condemnation personal,
60
That would profane the sanctity of verse.
Our Shepherds, this say merely, at that time
Aeted, or seemed at least to act, like men
Thirsting to make the guardian crook of
law
A tool of murder; they who ruled the
State —
Though with such awful proof before their
eyes
That he, who would sow death, reaps death,
or worse.
And can reap nothing better — child-like
longed
To imitate, not wise enough to avoid;
Or left (by mere timidity betrayed)
70
The plain straight road, for one no better
chosen
Than if their wish had been to undermine
Justice, and make an end of Liberty.
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But from these bitter truths I must returii
To my own history. It hath been told
That I was led to take an eager part
In arguments of civil polity,
Abruptly, and indeed before my time:
I had approached, like other youths, the
shield
Of human nature from the golden side, 80
And would have fought, even to the death,
to attest
The quality of the metal which I saw.
What there is best in individual man,
Of wise in passion, and sublime in power,
Benevolent in small societies,
And great in large ones, I had oft revolved,
Felt deeply, but not thoroughly understood
By reason: nay, far fromit; they were yet,
As cause was given me afterwards to leam,
Not proof against the injuries of the day;
Lodged only at the sanctuary's door,
91
Not safe within its bosom. Thus prepared,
And with such general insight into evil,
And of the bounds which sever it from good,
As books and common interconrse with life
Must needs have given — to the inexperienced mind,
When the world traveis in a beaten road,
Guide faithful as is needed — I began
To meditate with ardour on the rule
And management of nations; what it is 100
And ought to be; and strove to learn how
far
Their power or weakness, wealth or poverty,
Their happiness or misery, depends
üpon their laws, and fashion of the State.

(As at some moments might not be unfelt
Àmong the bowers of Paradise itself) 120
The budding rose above the rose full blown.
What temper at the prospect did not wake
To happiness unthought of ? The inert
Were roused, and lively natures rapt away !
They who had fed their childhood upon
dreams,
The play-fellows of fancy, who had made
Ali powers of swiftness, subtUty, and
strength
Their ministers, — who in lordly wise had
stirred
Among the grandest objects of the sense,
And dealt with whatsoever they f ound there
As if they had within some lurking right 131
To wield it; — they, too, who of gentle
mood
Had watched ali gentle motions, and to
these
Had íitted their own thoughts, schemers
more mild.
And in the region of their peacef ul selves;—
Now was it that hoth found, the meek and
lofty
Did bothfind, helpers to their hearts' desire,
And stufB at hand, plastic as they could
wish, —
Were called upon to exercise their skill,
N ot in Utopia, — subterranean flelds, — 140
Or some secreted island, Heaven knows
where !
But in the very world, which is the world
Of ali of us, — the place where, in the end,
We find our happiness, or not at ali !

O pleasant exercise of hope and joy !
For mighty were the auxiliars which then
stood
Upon our side, us who were strong in love !
Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive,
But to be yovmg was very Heaven! O
times,
109
In which the meagre, stale, f orbidding ways
Of custom, law, and statnte, took at once
The attraction of a country in romance !
When Reason seemed the most to assert her
rights,
When most intent on making of herself
A prime enchantress — to assist the work,
Which then was going f orward in her name !
Not favoured spots alone, but the whole
Earth,
The beanty wore of promise — that which
sets

Why should I not confess that Earth was
then
To me, what an inheritance, new-fallen,
Seems, when the first time visited, to one
Who thither comes to find in it his home ?
He walks about and looks upon the spot
With cordial transport, moulds it and remoulds,
ijo
And is half-pleased with things that are
amiss,
'T wül be such joy to see them disappear.
An active partisan, I thus convoked
From every object pleasant circumstance
To suit my ends; I moved among mankind
With genial feelings still predominant;
W^hen erring, erring on the better part,
And in the kinder spirit; placable,
Indulgent, as not uninformed that men 159
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See as they have been taught — Antiquity
Gives rights to error; and aware, no less
That throwing ofB oppression must be work
As well of Lieense as of Liberty;
And above ali —for this was more than
ali —
Not caring if the wind did now and then
Blow keen upon an eminence that gave
Prospect so large into futurity;
Li brief, a child of Nature, as at first,
Düfusing only those aífeotions wider
That from the cradle had grown up with
ni6,
170
And losing, in no other way than light
Is lost in light, the weak in the more strong.
In the main outline, such it might be
said
Was my condition, till with open war
Britain opposed the liberties of France.
This threw me first out of the pale of love;
Soured and corrupted, upwards to the
source,
My sentiments; was not, as hitherto,
178
A swallowing up of lesser things in great,
But change of them into their contraries;
And thus a way was opened for mistakes
And false eonelusions, in degree as gross,
In kind more dangerous. What had been
a pride,
Was now a shame; my likings and my loves
Ran in new channels, leaving old ones dry;
And hence a blow that, in maturer age,
Would but have touched the judgment,
struck more deep
Into sensations near the heart: meantime.
As from the first, wild theories were afloat,
To whose pretensions, sedulously urged, 190
I had but lent a careless ear, assured
That time was ready to set ali things right.
And that the multitude, so long Oppressed,
Would be oppressed no more.
But when events
Brought less encouragement, and unto these
The immediate proof of principies no more
Could be entrusted, while the events themselves,
Worn out in greatness, stripped of novelty,
Less occupied the mind, and sentiments
Could through my understanding's natural
growth
200
No longer keep their ground, by faith maintained
Of inward consciousness, and hope that laid
Her hand upon her object — evidence
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Safer, of universal application, such
As could not be impeached, was sought elsewhere.
But now, become oppressors in their turn,
Frenchmen had chaiiged a war of selfdefence
For one of eonquest, losing sight of ali
Which they had struggled for: up mounted
now,
Openly in the eye of earth and heaven, 210
The scale of liberty. I read her doom.
With anger vexed, with disappointment
sore,
But not dismayed, nor taking to the shame
Of a false prophet. While resentment rose,
Striving to hide, what nought could heal,
the wounds
Of mortified presumption, I adhered
More flnnly to old tenets, and, to prove
Their temper, strained them more; and
thus, in heat
Of contest, did opinions every day
Grow into consequence, tUl round my
mind
220
They clung, as if they were its life, nay
more,
The very being of the immortal soul.
This was the time, when, ali things tending fast
To depravation, speculative schemes —
That promised to abstract the hopes of
Man
Out of his feelings, to be flxed thenceforth
For ever in a purer element —
Foimd ready welcome. Tempting region
that
For Zeal to enter and refresh herself,
Where passions had the privilege to work.
And never hear the sound of their own
names.
231
But, speaking more in charity, the dream
Flattered the young, pleased with extremes, nor least
With that which makes our Ileason's naked
self
The object of its fervour. What delight!
How glorious 1 in self-knowledge and selfrule,
To look through ali the frailties of the
world.
And, with a resolute mastery shaking ofE
Infirmities of nature, time, and place,
Build social upon personal Liberty,
240
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Which, to the blind restraints of general
laws,
Superior, magisterially adopts
One guide, the Ught of circumstances,
flashed
Upon an independent intellect.
Thus expectation rose again; thus hope,
From her first ground expelled, grew proud
once more.
Oft, as my thoughts were tumed to hmnan
kind,
I scomed indifference; but, inflamed with
thirst
Of a secure intelligence, and sick
249
Of other longing, I pursued what seemed
A more exalted nature; wished that Man
Should start out of his earthy, worm-like
state,
And spread abroad the wings of Liberty,
Lord of himself, in imdisturbed delight —
A noble aspiration ! yet I feel
(Sustained by ■vvorthier as by wiser
thoughts)
The aspiration, nor shall ever cease
To feel it; — but retum we to our course.
Enough, 'tis true — could sueh a plea
excuse
Those aberrations — had the clamorous
friends
260
Of ancient Institutions said and done
To bring disgrace upon their very names;
Disgrace, of which, custom and written law.
And sundry moral sentiments as props
Or emanations of those institutes,
Too justly bore a part. A veil had been
Uplifted; why deceive ourselves ? in
sooth,
'Twas even so; and sorrow for the man
Who either had not eyes wherewith to
see,
Or, seeing, had forgotten! A strong
shock
270
Was given to old opinions; ali men's minds
Had felt its power, and mine was both let
loose,
Let loose and goaded. After what hath
been
Already said of patriotic love,
Suffice it here to add, that, somewhat stern
In temperament, withal a happy man.
And therefore bold to look on painful
things,
Free likewise of the world, and thence
more bold,
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1 summoned my best skill, and toUed, intent
To anatomise the frame of social life; 280
Yea, the whole body of society
Searched to its heart. Share with me,
Friend ! the wish
That some dramatic tale, endued with
shapes
Livelier, and flinging out less guarded
words
Than suit the work we fashion, might set
forth
What then I learned, or think I leamed, of
truth.
And the errors into which I fell, betrayed
By present objects, and by reasonings false
From their beginnings, inasmuch as drawn
Out of a heart that had been turned aside
From Nature's way by outward aecidents,
And which was thus confounded, more and
more
292
Misguided, and misg^iding. So I fared,
Dragging ali precepts, judgments, maxims,
creeds,
Lrke culprits to the bar; calling the mind,
Suspiciously, to establish iu plain day
Her titles and her honours; now believing,
Now disbelieving; endlessly perplexed
With impulse, motive, right and wrong,
the ground
Of obligation, what the rule and whence
The sanction; till, demanding formal joroo/,
ÍAnd seeking it in every thing, I lost
302
Ali feeling of conviction, and, in fine,
Siçk, wearied ou^mth contrarieties,
^ Yielded_up .inoral,.(Xuestions m. despair.
This was the crisis of that strong disease,
This the soul's last and lowest ebb; I
drooped,
Deeming our blessèd reason of least use
Where wanted most: "The lordly attributes
Of will and choice," I bitterly exclaimed,
" What are they but a mookery of a Being
Who hath in no concerns of his a test 312
Of good and evil; knows not what to fear
Or hope for, what to covet or to shun;
And who, if those could be discerned,
would yet
Be little profited, would see, and ask
Where is the obligation to enforce ?
And, to acknowledged law rebellious, still.
As selfish passion urged, would act amiss;
The dupe of folly, or the slave of crime."
1" ^ Ou V r
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Depressed, bewildered thus, I did not
walk
32'
With scofEers, seeking light and gay revenge
From indiscriminate laughter, nor sate
down
In reconcilement with an utter waste
Of intellect; such sloth I eould not brook,
(Too well I loved, in that my spring of
life,
Pains-taking thoughts, and truth, their dear
reward)
But turned to abstract science, and there
sought
Work for the reasoning faoulty enthroned
Where the disturbauces of space and
time —
330
Whether in matters various, properties
Inherent, cr from himian will and power
Derived — find no admission. Then it
was —
Thanks to the boimteous Giver of ali
good! —
That the belovèd Sister in whose sight
Those days were passed, now speaking in
a voice
Of sudden admonition — like a brook
That did but cross a lonely road, and now
Is seen, heard, felt, and caught at every
turn,
Companion never lost through many a
league —
340
Maintained for me a saving intercourse
With my true self; for, thongh bedimmed
and changed
Much, as it seemed, I was no further
changed
Than as a clouded and a waning moon:
She whispered still that brightness would
retum;
She, in the midst of ali, preserved me still
A Poet, made me seek beneath that name.
And that alone, my office upon earth;
And, lastly, as hereafter wUl be shown,
If willing audience fail not, Nature's self,
By ali varieties of human love
351
Assisted, led me back through opening day
To those sweet counsels between head and
heart
Whence grew that genuine knowledge,
fraught with peace,
Which, through the later sinkings of this
cause,
Hath still upheld me, and upholds me now
In the catastrophe (for so they dream,
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And nothing less), when, finally to dose
And seal up ali the gains of France, a
Pope
Is summoned in, to crown an Emperor —
This last opprobrium, when we see a peo' pie,
361
That once looked up in faith, as if to Heaven
For manna, take a lesson from the dog
Retuming to his vomit; when the sun
That rose in splendour, was alive, and
moved
In exnltation with a living pomp
Of clouds — his glory's natural retinue —
Hath dropped ali fimctions by the gods
bestowed.
And, turned into a gewgaw, a machine,
Sets like an Opera phantom.
Thus, O Friend !
Through times of honour and through times
of shame
371
Descending, have I faithfully retraoed
The perturbations of a youthful mind
Under a long-lived storm of great events—
A story destined for thy ear, who now,
Among the fallen of nations, dost abide
Where Etna, over hUl and valley, casts
His shadow stretching towards Syracuse,
The city of Timoleon ! Righteous Heaven !
How are the mighty prostrated! They
first,
They first of ali that breathe should have
awaked
381
When the great voice was heard from out
the tombs
Of ancient heroes. If I sufEered grief
For ill-requited France, by many deemed
A triíler only in her proudest day;
Have been distressed to think of what she
once
Promised, now is; a far more sober cause
Thine eyes must see of sorrow in a land,
To the reanimating influence lost
Of memory, to virtue lost and hope,
390
Though with the wreck of loftier years
bestrewn.
But indignation works where hope is not.
And thou, O Friend ! wilt be refreshed.
There is
One great soeiety alone on earth:
The noble Living and the noble Dead.
Thine be such converse strong and
sanative,
A ladder for thy spirit to reascend
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To health and joy and pure contentedness;
To me the grief eonflied, that thou art
gone
From this last spot of earth, where Freedom
now
400
Stands single in her only sauctuary;
A lonely wanderer, art gone, by pain
Compelled and sickness, at this latter day,
This sorrowful reverse for ali mankind.
I feel for thee, must utter what I feel:
The sympathies erewhile iu part diseharged,
Gather ^resh, and will have vent again:
My own delights do scaroely seem to me
My own delights; the lordly Alps themselves,
Those rosy peaks, from which the Moming
looks
410
Abroad on many nàtions, are no more
For me that image of pure gladsomeness
Which they were wont to be. Through
kindred scenes,
For purpose, at a time, how dilferent!
Thou taJí;'st thy way, carrying the heart and
soul
That Nature gives to Poets, now by thought
Matured, and in the summer of their
strength.
Oh! wrap him in your shades, ye giant
woods,
On Etna's side; and thou, O flowery field
Of Enna ! is there not some nook of thine,
From the first play-time of the infant world
Kept sacred to restorative delight,
422
When from afar invoked by anxious love ?
Child of the moimtains, among shepherds
reared,
Ere yet familiar with the classic page,
I learnt to dream of Sieily; and Io,
The gloom, that, but a moment past, was
deepened
At thy command, at her command gives
way;
A pleasant promise, wafted from her shores,
Comes o'er my heart: iu fancy I behold 430
Her seas yet smiling, her onee happy vales;
Nor can my tougue give utterance to a
name
Of note belonging to that hououred isle,
Philosopher or Bard, Empedoeles,
Or Archimedes, pure abstracted soul !
That doth not yield a solace to my grief:
And, O Theocritus, so far have some
Prevailed among the powers of heaven and
earth.
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By their endowments, good or great, that
they
Have had, as thou reportest, miracles 440
Wrought for them in old time: yea, not
unmoved,
When thinking ou my own beloved friend,
I hear thee tell how bees with honey fed
Divine Comates, by his impious lord
Within a chest imprisoned; how they came
Laden from blooming grove or flowery field,
And fed him there, alive, month after
month,
Because the goatherd, blessèd man ! had
lips
Wet with the Muses' nectar.
Thus I soothe
The pensive moments by this calm flre-side,
Aud fiud a thousand bounteous images 451
To cheer the thoughts of those I love, and
mine.
Our prayers have beeu accepted; thou wUt
stand
On Etua's summit, above earth and sea,
Triumphant, winning from the invaded
heavens
Thoughts without bound, magnifioent designs,
Worthy of poets who attnned their harps
In wood or echoing cave, for discipline
Of heroes; or, in revereuee to the gods,
'Mid temples, served by sapient priests, aud
choirs
460
Of virgins crowned with roses. Not in vain
Those temples, where they in their ruins yet
Survive for iuspiration, shall attract
Thy solitary steps: and on the briuk
Thou wilt recline of pastoral Arethuse;
Or, i£ that fountain be in truth no more,
Then, near some other spring — which, by
the name
Thou gratulatest, willingly deceived —
I see thee linger a glad votary.
And not a captive pining for his home. 470
BOOK TWELFTH
IMAGINATION AND TASTE, HOW IMPAIRED
AND RESTORED
Long time have human ignorance and guUt
Detained us, ou what spectacles of woe
Compelled to look, and inwardly oppressed
With sorrow, disappoiutment, vexing
thoughts,
Confusion of the judgment, zeal decayed.
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And, lastly, utter loss of hope itself
And things to hope for ! Not with these
began
Our song, and not with these our song
must end.
Ye motions of delight, that haunt the sides
Of the green hills; ye breezes and soft
airs,
IO
Whose subtle intercourse with breathing
flowers,
Feelingly watched, might teach Man's
haughty raee
How without injury to take, to give
Without oífence; ye who, as if to show
The wondrous influence of power gently
used,
Bend the complying heads of lordiy pines,
And, with a touch, shift the stupendous
clouds
Through the whole compass of the sky; ye
brooks,
Muttering along the stones, a busy noise
By day, a quiet sound in silent night; 20
Ye waves, that out of the great deep steal
forth
In a calm hour to kiss the pebbly shore,
Not mute, and then retire, fearing no
storm;
And you, ye groves, whose ministry it is
To interpose the covert of your shades,
Even as a sleep, between the heart of
man
And outward troubles, between man himself,
Not seldom, and his own uneasy heart:
Oh ! that I had a music and a voice
Harmonious as your own, that I might tell
What ye have done for me. The morning
shines,
31
Nor heedeth Man's perverseness; Spring
returns, ■—
I saw the Spring return, and could rejoice,
In common with the children of her love,
Piping on boughs, or sporting on fresh
fields,
Or boldly seeking pleasure nearer heaven
On wings that navigate cerulean skies.
So neither were complaceney, nor peace,
Nor tender yearnings, wanting for my good
Through these distracted times; in Nature
still
40
Glorying, I found a coimterpoise in her,
Which, when the spirit of evü reached its
height,
Maintained for me a secret happiness.
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This narrativo, my Friend ! ha th chiefly
told
Of intellectual power, fostering love,
Dispensing truth, and, over men and things,
Where reason yet might hesitate, düíusing
Prophetic sympathies of genial faith:
So was I favoured — such my happy lot —
UntU that natural graciousness of mind 50
Gave way to overpressure from the times
And their disastrous issues. What availed,
When spells forbade the voyager to land,
That fragrant notice of a pleasant shore
Wafted, at intervals, from many a bower
Of blissful gratitude and fearless love ?
Dare I avow that wish was mine to see,
And hope that future times would surely
see,
The man to come, parted, as by a gulph,
From him who had been; that I could no
more
60
Trust the elevation which had made me one
With the great family that still survives
To Uluminate the abyss of ages past,
Sage, warrior, patriot, hero; for it seemed
That their best virtues were not free from
taint
Of something false and weak, that could
not stand
The open eye of Reason. Then I said,
" Go to the Poets, they will speak to thee
More perfectly of purer creatures; — yet
If reason be nobility in man,
70
Can aught be more ignoble than the man
Whom they delight in, blinded as he is
By prejudice, the miserable slave
Of low ambition or distempered love ? "
In such strange passion, if I may once
more
Review the past, I warred against myself —
A bigot to a new idolatry —
Like a cowled monk who hath forsworn
the world,
Zealously laboured to cut o£E my heart
From ali the sources of her former strength;
And as, by simple waving of a wand,
81
The wizard instantaneously dissolves
Palace or grove, even so could I unsoul
As readUy by syllogistic words
Those mysteries of being which have made.
And shall continue evermore to make,
Of the whole human race one brotherhood.
What wonder, then, if, to a mind so far
Perverted, even the visible Universe
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Fell under the dominion of a taste
90
Less spiritual, with microscopic view
Was scanned, as I had scanned the moral
world ?
O Soul of Nature ! excellent and fair !
That didst rejoice with me, with whom I,
too,
Rejoiced through early youth, before the
winds
And roaring waters, and in lights and
shades
That marched and countermarehed about
the hi11s
In glorious apparition, Powers on whom
I daily waited, now ali eye and now
99
Ali ear; but never long without the heart
Employed, and man's unfolding intellect:
0 Soid of Nature 1 that, by Ia ws divine
Sustained and governed, still dost overflow
With an impassioned life, what feeble ones
Walk on this earth! how feeble have I
been
When thou wert in thy strength ! Nor this
through stroke
Of human sulíering, such as justifles
Bemissness and inaptitude of mind,
But through presumption; even in pleasure
pleased
Unworthily, disliking here, and there no
Liking; by rules of mimic art transferred
To things above ali art; but more, — for
this,
Although a strong infeotion of the age,
Was never much my habit — giving way
To a comparison of scene with scene,
Bent overmuch on superficial things,
Pampering myself with meagre novelties
Of oolour and proportion; to the moods
Of time and season, to the moral power,
The affections and the spirit of the place,
Insensible. Nor only did the love
121
Of sitting thus in judgment interrupt
My deeper feelings, but another cause.
More subtle and less easily explained,
That almost seems inherent in the creature,
A twofold frame of body and of mind.
1 speak in reeollection of a time
When the bodUy eye, in every stage of life
The most despotic of our senses, gained
Such strength in me as often held my mind
In absolute dominion. Gladly here,
13 r
Entering upon abstruser argument,
Could I endeavour to unfold the means
Which Nature studiously employs to thwart
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This tyranny, summons ali the senses each
To counteract the other, and themselves.
And makes them ali, and the objects with
which ali
Are eonversant, subservient in their turn
To the great ends of Liberty and Power.
But leave we this: enough that my delights
140
(Such as they were) were sought insatiably.
Vivid the transport, vivid though not profound;
I roamed from hill to hill, from rock to
rock,
Still craving combinations of new forms,
New pleasure, wider empire for the sight,
Proud of her own endowments, and rejoiced
To lay the inner faculties asleep.
Amid the turns and counterturns, the strife
And various trials of our complex being.
As we grow up, such thraldom of that sense
Seems hard to shun. And yet I knew a
maid,
151
A young enthusiast, who escaped these
bonds;
Her eye was not the mistress of her heart;
Far less did rules prescribed by passive
taste.
Gr barren intermeddling subtleties,
Perplex her mind; but, wise as women are
When genial circumstance hath favoured
them,
She welcomed what was given, and craved
no more;
Whate'er the scene presented to her view
That was the best, to that she was attuned
By her benign simplicity of life,
161
And through a perfect happiness of soul,
Whose variegated feelings were in this
Sisters, that they were each some new delight.
Birds in the bower, and lambs in the green
fleld,
Could they have known her, would have
loved; methought
Hervery presencesuch a sweetnessbreathed,
That flowers, and trees, and even the silent
hUls,
And everything she looked on, should have
had
An intimation how she bore herself
170
Towards them and to ali creatures. God
delights
In such a being; for, her common thoughts
Are piety, her life is gratitude.
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Even like this maid, before I was called
forth
From the retirement of my native hills,
I loved whate'er I saw: nor lightly loved,
But most intensely; never dreamt of aught
More grand, more fair, more exquisitely
framed
Than those few nooks to which my happy
feet
Were limited. I had not at that time i8o
Lived long enough, nor in the least survived
The first diviner influence of this world,
As it appears to unaccustomed eyes.
Worshipping them among the depth of
things,
As piety ordained, could I submit
To measured admiration, or to aught
That should preelude humility and love ?
I felt, observed, and pondered; did not
judge,
Yea, never thought of judging; with the gift
Of ali this glory filled and satisfled.
igo
And afterwards, when through the gorgeous
Alps
Roaming, I carried with me the same heart:
In truth, the degradation — howsoe'er
Induced, effect, in whatsoe'er degree,
Of custom that prepares a partial scale
In which the little oft outweighs the great;
Or any other cause that hath been named;
Or lastly, aggravated by the times
And their impassioned sounds, which well
might make
The milder minstrelsies of rural scenes 200
Inaudible — was transient; I had known
Too forcibly, too early in my life,
Visitings of imaginative power
For this to last: I shook the habit off
Entirely and for ever, and again
In Nature's presence stood, as now I stand,
A sensitive being, a creative soul.
There are in our existence spots of time,
That with distinct pre-eminence retain 209
A renovating virtue, whence — depressed
By false opinion and contentious thought,
Or aught of heavier or more deadly weight,
In trivial occupations, and the round
Of ordinary intercourse — our minds
Are nourished and invisibly repaired;
A virtue, by which pleasure is enhanced,
That penetrates, enables us to mount,
When high, more high, and lifts us up
when fallen.
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This efücacious spirit chiefly lurks
Among those passages of liJfe that give 210
Profoundest knowledge to what point, and
how,
The mind is lord and master — outward
sense
The obedient servant of her will. Sueh
moments
Are scattered everywhere, taking their date
From our first childhood. I remember well,
That once, while yet my inexperienced
hand
Could scarcely hold a bridle, with proud
hopes
I moimted, and we joumeyed towards the
hills:
An ancient servant of my father's house
Was with me, my encourager and guide:
We had not travelled long, ere some mischance
231
Disjoined me from my comrade; and,
through fear
Dismounting, down the rough and stony
moor
I led my horse, and, stumbling on, at length
Came to a bottom, where in former times
A murderer had been hung in iron chains.
The gibbet-mast had mouldered down, the
bonés
And iron case were gone; but on the turf,
Hard by, soon after that fell deed was
wrought.
Some unlcnown hand had carved the murderer's name.
240
The monumental letters were inscribed
In times long past; but still, from year to
year
By superstition of the neighbourhood,
The grass is cleared away, and to this houi
The characters are fresh and visible:
A casual glance had shown them, and I fled,
Faltering and faint, and ignorant of the
road:
Then, reascending the bare common, saw
A naked pool that lay beneath the hUls,
The beacon on the summit, and, more near,
A girl, who bore a pitcher on her head, 251
And seemed with difficult steps to force
her way
Against the blowing wind. It was, in truth,
An ordinary sight; but I should need
Colours and words that are unknown to man.
To paint the visionary dreariness
Which, while I looked ali round for my
lost guide.
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Invested moorland waste and naked pool,
The beacon crowning the lone eminence,
The female and her garments vexed and
tossed
j6o
By the strong wind. When, in the blessèd
hours
Of early love, the loved one at my side,
I roamed, in daily presence of this scene,
Upon the naked pool and dreary crags,
And on the melancholy beacon, fell
A spirit of pleasure and youth's golden
gleam;
And think ye not with radiance more sublime
For these remembranees, and for the power
They had left behind ? So feeling comes
in aid
Of feeling, and diversity of strength
270
Attends us, if but onee we have been
strong.
Oh ! mystery of man, from what a depth
Proceed thy honours. I am lost, but see
In simple childhood something of the base
On which thy greatness stands; but this I
feel,
That from thyself it comes, that thou mnst
give,
Else never canst receive. The days gone by
Keturn upon me almost from the dawn
Of life: the hiding-places of man's power
Open; I would approach them, but they
dose.
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I see by glimpses now; when age comes on,
May soarcely see at ali; and I would give,
While yet we may, as far as words can
give,
Substance and life to what I feel, enshrining.
Such is my hope, the spirit of the Past
For future restoration. — Yet another
Of these memoriais: —
One Christmas-time,
On the glad eve of its dear holidays,
Feverish, and tired, and restless, I went
forth
Into the fields, impatient for the sight 290
Of those led palfreys that should bear us
home;
My brothers and myself. There rose a
crag,
That, from the meeting-point of two highways
Ascending, overlooked them both, far
stretched;
Thither, uncertain on which road to fix
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My expectation, thither I repaired,
Scout-like, and gained the summit; 'twas
a day
Tempestuous, dark, and wild, and on the
grass
I sate half-sheltered by a naked wall;
Upon my right hand couched a single
sheep,
300
Upon my left a blasted hawthom stood;
With those companions at my side, I
watched,
Straining my eyes intensely, as the mist
Gave intermitting prospect of the copse
And plain beneath. Ere we to school retumed, —
That dreary time, — ere we had been ten
days
Sojourners in my father's house, he died;
And I and my three brothers, orphans then.
Foliowed his body to the grave. The
event,
With ali the sorrow that it brought, appeared
310
A chastisement; and when I called to mind
That day so lately past, when from the
crag
I looked in such anxiety of hope;
With trite reflections of morality,
Yet in the deepest passion, I bowed low
To God, Who thus corrected my desires;
And, afterwards, the wind and sleety rain,
And ali the business of the elements,
The single sheep, and the one blasted tree.
And the bleak music from that old stone
wall,
320
The noise of wood and water, and the mist
That on the line of each of those two roads
Advanced in such indisputable shapes;
Ali these were kindred spectacles and
sounds
To which I oft repaired, and thence would
drink.
As at a fountain; and on winter nights,
Down to this very time, when storm and
rain
Beat on my roof, or, haply, at noon-day,
While in a grove l walk, whose lofty trees,
Laden with summer's thickest foliage, rock
In a strong wind, some working of the
spirit,
331
Some inward agitations thence are brought,
Whate'er their office, whether to beguile
Thoughts over busy in the course they
took,
Or animate an hour of vacant ease.

212

THE PRELUDE

BOOK THIRTEENTH
IMAGINATION AND TASTE, HOW IMPAIRED
AND RESTORED (concluded)
From Nature doth emotion come, and
moods
Of calmness equally are Nature's gift:
This is her glory; these two attributes
Are sister homs that constitute her strength.
Hence Genius, born to thrive by interehange
Of peaee and excitation, finds iu her
His best and purest friend; from her receives
That energy by which he seeks the truth,
From her that happy stillness of the mind
Which fits him to receive it when unsought.
Such benefit the humblest intellects n
Partake of, each in their degree; 'tis mme
To speak, what I myself have known and
felt;
Smooth task ! for words find easy way, iiispired
By gratitude, and confidence in truth.
Long time in search of knowledge did I
range
The fleld of himian life, in heart and mind
Benighted; but, the dawn beginning now
To re-appear, 't was proved that not in vain
I had been taught to reverence a Power 20
That is the visible quality and shape
And image of right reason; that matnres
Her processes by steadfast laws; gives birth
To no impatient or fallacious hopes,
No heat of passion or excessivo zeal,
No vain conceits; provokes to no quick
turns
Of self-applauding intellect; but trains
To meekness, and exalts by humble faith;
Holds up before the mind intoxieate
With present objects, and the busy dance 30
Of things that pass away, a temperate show
Of objects that endure; and by this course
Disposes her, when over-fondly set
On throwing ofE incumbrances, to seek
In man, and in the frame of social life,
Whate'er there is desirable and good
Of kindred permanence, unchanged in form
And function, or, through strict vicissitude
Of life and death, revolving. Above ali
Were re-established now those watchful
thoughts
40
Which, seeing little worthy or sublime
In what the Historian's pen so much delights
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To blazon — power and energy detached
From moral purpose — early tutored me
To look with feelings of fraternal love
Upon the unassuming things that hold
A silent station iu this beauteous world.
Thus moderated, thus composed, I found
Once more in Man an object of delight,
Of pure imagination, and of love;
50
And, as the horizon of my mind enlarged,
Again I took the intellectual eye
For my instructor, studious more to see
Great truths, than touch and handle little
ones.
Knowledge was given accordingly; my trust
Became more firm in feelings that had stood
The test of such a trial; clearer far
My sense of excellence — of right and
wrong:
The promise of the present time retired 59
Into its true proportion; sanguine schemes,
Ambitious projects, pleased me less; Isought
For present good in life's familiar face,
And built thereon my hopes of good to come.
With settling judgments now of what
would last
And what would disappear; prepared to
find
Presumption, folly, madness, in the men
Who thrust themselves upon the passive
world
As Rulers of the world; to see in these,
Even when the public welfare is their aim,
Plans without thought, or built on theories
Vague and unsound; and having brought
the books
71
Of modem statists to their proper test,
Life, human life, with ali its sacred claims
Of sex and age, and heaven - descended
rights,
Mertal, or those beyond the reach of death;
And having thus discerned how dire a thing
Is worshipped in that idol proudly named
" The Wealth of Nations," where alone that
wealth
Is lodged, and how increased; and having
gained
A more judicious knowledge of the worth
And dignity of individual man,
81
No composition of the brain, but man
Of whom we read, the man whom we behold
With our own eyes — I could not but enquire —
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Not with less interest than heretofore,
But greater, though iu spirit more subdued —
Why is this glorious creature to be found
One only in ten thousand ? What one is,
Why may not millions be ? What bars are
thrown
By Nature in the way of snch a hope ? 90
Our animal appetites and daily wants,
Are these obstructions insurmomitable ?
If not, then others vanish into air.
" Inspect the basis of the social pile:
Enquire," said I, "how much of mental
power
And gennine virtue they possess who live
By bodily toil, labour exeeeding far
Their due proportion, imder ali the weight
Of that injustice which upon ourselves 99
Ourselves entail." Such estimate to frame
I ehiefly looked (what need to look beyond ?)
Among the natural abodes of men,
Fields with their rm-al works; reealled to
mind
My earliest notiees; with these compared
The observations made in later youth,
And to that day continued. — For, the time
Had never been when throes of mighty
Nations
And the world's tumult mito me could yield,
How far soe'er transported and possessed,
full measm-e of eontent; but still I craved
An intermingling of distinct regards
m
And truths of individual sympathy
Nearer ourselves. Such often might be
gleaned
From the great City, else it must have
proved
To me a heart-depressing wUderness;
But much was wanting: therefore did I tum
To you, ye pathways, and ye lonely roads;
Sought you enriched with everything I
prized,
With human kindnesses and simple joys.
Oh! next to one dear state of bliss,
vouohsafed,
120
Alas ! to few in this untoward world,
The bliss of walking daUy in life's prime
Through field or forest with the maid we
love,
While yet our hearts are young, while yet
we breathe
Nothing but happiness, in some lone nook,
Deep vale, or anywhere, the home of both,
From which it would be misery to stir:
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Oh ! next to such enjoyment of our youth,
In my esteem, next to such dear delight,
Was that of wandering on from day to day
Where I could meditate in peace, and cull
Knowledge that step by step might lead
me on
132
To wisdom; or, as lightsome as a bird
Wafted upon the wind from distant lands,
Sing notes of greeting to strange fields or
groves,
Which lacked not voice to welcome me in
turn;
And, when that pleasant toil had ceased to
please,
Converse with men, where if we meet a face
We almost meet a friend, on naked heaths
With long long ways before, by cottage
bench,
140
Or well-spring where the weary traveller
rests.
Who doth not love to follow with his eye
The windings of a public way ? the sight,
Familiar object as it is, hath wrought
On my imagination since the mom
Of childhood, when a disappearing line,
One daily present to my eyes, that crossed
The naked summit of a far-off hill
Beyond the limits that my feet had trod,
Was like an invitation into space
150
Boundless, or guide into etemity.
Yes, something of the grandeur which invests
The mariner, who sails the roaring sea
Through storm and darkness, early iu my
mind
Surrounded, too, the wanderers of the earth;
Grandeur as much, and loveliness far more.
Awed have I been by strolling Bedlamites;
From many other uncouth vagrants (passed
In fear) have walked with quicker step; but
why
Take note of this ? When I began to enquire,
160
To watch and question those I met, and
speak
Without reserve to them, the lonely roads
Were open schools in which I daily read
With most delight the passions of mankind,
Whether by words, looks, sighs, or tears,
revealed;
There saw into the depth of human souls,
Souls that appear to have no depth at ali
To careless eyes. And — now convinced at
heart
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How little those formalities, to whieh
With overweening trust alone we give 170
The name of Education, have to do
With real feeling and just sense; how vain
A correspondence with the talking world
Proves to the most; and called to make good
search
If man's estate, by doom of Nature yoked
With toil, be therefore yoked with ignorance;
If virtue be indeed so hard to rear,
And intellectual strength so rare a boon —
I prized such walks still more, for there I
found
Hope to my hope, and to my pleasure peaoe
And steadiness, and healing and repose 181
To every angry passion. There I heard,
From mouths of men obscure and lowly,
truths
Keplete with honour; sounds in unison
With loftiest promises of good and fair.
There are who think that strong aSection,
love
Known by whatever name, is falsely deemed
A gift, to use a term whieh they would use,
Of vulgar nature; that its growth requires
Retirement, leisure, language purifled 190
By manners studied and elaborate;
That whoso f eels such passion iu its strength
Must live within the very light and air
Of courteous usages reflned by art.
True is it, where oppression worse than
death
Salutes the being at his birth, where grace
Of culture hath been utterly unknown.
And poverty and labour in excess
From day to day pre-occupy the g^round
Of the affections, and to Nature's self 20a
Oppose a deeper nature; there, indeed,
Love eannot be; nor does it thrive with ease
Among the elose and overcrowded haunts
Of eities, where the human heart is sick.
And the eye feeds it not, and eannot feed.
— Yes, in those wanderings deeply did I
feel
How we mislead eaeh other; above ali,
How books mislead us, seeking their reward
From judgments of the wealthy Few, who
see
By artificial lights; how they debase
210
The Many for the pleasure of those Few;
EfEeminately levei down the truth
To certain general notions, for the sake
Of being understood at once, or else
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Through want of better knowledge in the
heads
That framed them; flattering self-conceit
with words,
That, while they most ambitiously set forth
Extrinsic differenees, the outward marks
Whereby society has parted man
From man, negleet the universal heart. 220
Here, calling up to mind what then I
saw,
A youthful traveller, and see daily now
In the familiar eirouit of my home,
Here might I pause, and bend in reverence
To Nature, and the power of human minds.
To men as they are men within themselves.
How oft high Service is performed within,
When ali the externai man is rude in
show, —
Not like a temple rich with pomp and gold,
But a mere mountain chapei, that protects
230
Its simple worshippers from sun and
shower.
Of these, said I, shall be my song; of these,
If future years mature me for the task,
Will I record the praises, making verse
Deal boldly with substantial things; in
truth
And sanctity of passion, speak of these,
That justice may be done, obeisance paid
Where it is due: thus haply shall I teach,
Inspire; through unadulterated ears
Pour rapture, tendemess, and hope, — my
theme
240
No other than the very heart of man.
As found among the best of those who
live —
Not unexalted by religious faith,
Nor uninformed by books, good books,
though few —
In Nature's presence: thenee may I select
Sorrow, that is not sorrow, but delight;
And miserable love, that is not pain
To hear of, for the glory that redounds
Therefrom to human kind, and what we
are.
Be mine to follow with no timid step 250
Where knowledge leads me: it shall be my
pride
That I have dared to tread this holy
groTmd,
Speaking no dream, but things oraeular;
Matter not lightly to be heaíi by those
Who to the letter of the outward promise
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Do read the invisible soul; by men adroit
In speech, and for commuuion with the
world
Accomplished; ininds whose faculties are
then
Most aetive when they are most eloquent,
And elevated most when most admired. 260
Men may be found of other mould than
these,
Who are their own upholders, to themselves
Encouragement, and energy, and will,
Expressing liveliest thoughts in lively
words
As native passion dictates. Others, too,
There are among the walks of homely life
Still higher, men for contemplation framed,
Shy, and mipraetised in the strife of
phrase;
Meek men, whose very souls perhaps would
sink
Beneath them, summoned to such intercourse:
270
Theirs is the language of the heavens, the
power,
The thought, the image, and the silent
joy:
Words are but míder-agents in their souls;
When they are grasping with their greatest
strength,
They do not breathe among them: this I
speak
In gratitude to God, Who feeds om' hearts
For His own serviee; knoweth, loveth us,
When we are unregarded by the world.
Also, about this time did I receive
Convictions stUl more strong than heretofore,
280
Not only that the inner frame is good,
And graciously composed, but that, no less,
Nature for ali eonditions wants not power
To consecrate, if we have eyes to see,
The outside of her creatures, and to breathe
Grandeur upon the very humblest face
Of human life. I felt that the array
Of act and circumstance, and visible form,
Is mainly to the pleasure of the mind
What passion makes them; that meanwhile
the forms
290
Of Nature have a passion in themselves,
That intermingles with those works of man
To which she summons him; although the
works
Be mean, have nothing lofty of their own;

And that the Genius of the Poet hence
May boldly take his way among mankind
Wherever Nature leads; that he hath
stood
By Nature's side among the men of old.
And so shall stand for ever. Dearest
Friend !
If thou partake the animating faith
300
That Poets, even as Prophets, eaeh with
each
Connected in a mighty seheme of truth,
Have each his own peculiar faculty,
Heaven's gift, a sense that fits him to perceive
Objects unseen before, thou wUt not blame
The humblest of this band who dares to
hope
That imto him hath also been vouchsafed
An insight that in some sort he possesses,
A privilege whereby a work of his,
Proceeding from a source of untaught
things,
310
Creative and enduring, may become
A power like one of Nature's. To a hope
Not less ambitious once among the wilds
Of Sarum's Plain, my youthful spirit was
raised;
There, as I ranged at will the pastoral
downs
Traokless and smooth, cr paced the bare
white roads
Lengthening in solitude their dreary line.
Time with his retinue of ages fled
Baekwards, nor checked his flight until I
saw
Our dim ancestral Past in vision clear; 320
Saw multitudes of men, and, here and
there,
A single Briton clothed in wolf-skin vest,
With shield and stone-axe, stride across the
wold;
The voice of spears was heard, the rattling
spear
Shaken by arms of mighty bone, in
strength,
Long mouldered, of barbaric majesty.
I called on Darkness — but before the word
Was uttered, midnight darkness seemed to
take
Ali objects from my sight; and Io ! again
The Desert visible by dismal flames; 330
It is the sacrificial altar, fed
With living men — how deep the groans J
the voice
Of those that crowd the giant wicker thrills
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The monumental hillocks, and the pomp
Is for both worlds, the living and the dead.
At other moments — (for through that
wide waste
Three snmmer days I roamed) where'er
the Plain
Was figured o'er with cireles, lines, or
mounds,
That yet sm-vive, a work, as some divina,
Shaped by the Druids, so to represent 340
Their knowledge of the heavens, and image
forth
The constellations — gently was I charmed
Into a waking dream, a reverie
That, with believing eyes, where'er I
tumed,
Beheld long-bearded teaehers, with white
wands
Uplifted, pointing to the starry sky,
Alternately, and plain below, while breath
Of music swayed their motions, and the
waste
Rejoioed with them and me in those sweet
sounds.

BOOK XIV

Whence spiritual dignity originates,
Which do both give it being and maintain
A balance, an ennobling interchange
Of aetiou from without and from within;
The excellence, pure function, and best
power
Both of the objects seen, and eye that sees.
BOOK FOURTEENTH
CONCLUSION
In one of those excursions (may they ne'er
Fade from remembrance!) through the
Northern tracts
Of Cambria ranging with a youthful friend,
I left Bethgelert's huts at couching-time,
And westward took my way, to see the sun
Rise, from the top of Snowdon. To the
doer
Of a rude cottage at the mountain's base
We came, and roused the shepherd who
attends
The adventurous stranger's steps, a trusty
guide;
Then, cheered by short refreshment, sallied
forth.
10

This for the past, and things that may
be viewed
350
Or fancied in the obsourity of years
It was a dose, warm, breezeless summer
From monumental hints: and thou, O
Friend !
night,
Pleased with some unpremeditated strains Wan, dull, and glaring, with a dripping fog
That served those wanderings to beguile, Low-hung and thick that covered ali the
sky;
hast said
That then and there my mind had exercised But, undiscouraged, we began to elimb
Upon the vulgar forms of present things,
The mountain-side. The mist soon girt us
round.
The actual world of our familiar days,
Yet higher power; had caught from them And, after ordinary travellers' talk
With our conduotor, pensively we sank
a tone,
Each into commerce with his private
An image, and a charaoter, by books
thoughts:
Not hitherto reflected. Call we this
360
A partial judgment — and yet why ? for Thus did we breast the ascent, and by mythen
self
We were as strangers; and I may not Was nothing either seen or heard that
speak
ehecked
20
Those musings or diverted, save that once
Thus wrongfully of verse, however rude,
Whieh on thy young imagination, trained
The shepherd's lurcher, who, among the
erags,
In the great City, broke like light from
far.
Had to his ioj' unearthed a hedgehog, teased
Moreover, each man's Mind is to herself
His coiled-up prey with barkings turbulent.
Witness and judge; and I remember well
This small adventure, for even such it
seemed
That in life's every-day appearances
I seemed about this time to gain clear sight In that wild plaee and at the dead of night,
Of a new world — a world, too, that was fit Being over and forgotten, on we wound
To be transmitted, and to other eyes
371 In silence as bafore. With forehead bent
Made visible; as ruled by those fixed laws Earthward, as if in opposition set
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Against an enemy, I pantCd up
30
\Vith eager paoe, and no less eager thoughts.
Thus might we wear a midnight hour away,
Ascending at loose distance each from each,
And I, as chanced, the foremost of the
band;
When at my feet the ground appeared to
brighten,
And with a step cr two seemed brighter
stül;
Nor was time given to ask or learn the
cause,
For instantly a light upou the turf
Fell like a flash, and Io ! as I looked up
The Moon hung naked in a firmament 40
Of azure without cloud, and at my feet
Rested a silent sea of hoary mist.
A hundred hills their dusky baeks upheaved
Ali over this still ocean; and beyond,
Far, far beyond, the solid vapours stretched,
In headlands, tongues, and promontory
shapes,
Into the maiu Atlantic, that appeared
To dwindle, and give up his majesty,
Usurped upon far as the sight oould reaoh.
Not so the ethereal vault; encroachment
none
50
Was there, nor loss; only the inferior stars
Had disappeared, or shed a fainter light
In the clear presence of the f ull-orbed Moon,
Who, from her sovereign elevation, gazed
Upon the billowy ocean, as it lay
Ali meek and silent, save that through a
rift —
Not distant from the shore whereon we
stood,
A íixed, abysmal, gloomy, breathingplace—
Mounted the roar of waters, torrents,
streams
Innumerable, roaring with one voice ! 60
Heard over earth and sea, and, in that hour,
Forso it seemed, felt by the starry heavens.
When into air had partially dissolved
That vision, given to spirits of the night
And three chance human wanderers, in calm
thought
Reflected, it appeared to me the type
Of a majestic intellect, its acts
And its possessions, what it has and craves,
What in itself it is, and would become.
There I beheld the emblem of a mind 70
That feeds upon infinity, that broods
Over the dark abyss, intent to hear
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Its voices issuing forth to silent light
In one continuous stream; a mind sustained
By recognitions of transcendent power,
In sense conducting to ideal form,
In soul of more than mortal privilege.
One function, above ali, of such a mind
Had Nature shadowed there, by putting
forth,
'Mid circumstances awful and sublime, 80
That mutual domination which she loves
To exert upon the face of outward things,
So moulded, joined, abstracted, so endowed
With interchangeable supremacy,
That men, least sensitiva, see, hear, perceive.
And cannot choose but feel. The power,
which ali
Acknowledge when thus moved, which Na^
ture thus
To bodily sense exhibits, is the express
Resemblance of that glorious faculty
That higher minds bear with them as their
own.
go
This is the very spirit in which they deal
With the whole compass of the universe:
They from their native selves can send
abroad
Kindred mutations; for themselves create
A like existence; and, whene'er it dawns
Created for them, catch it, or are caught
By its inevitable mastery,
Like angels stopped upon the wing by sound
Of harmony from Heaven's remotest
spheres.
Them the enduring and the transient both
Serve to exalt; they build up greatest
things
101
From least suggestions; ever on the watch,
Willing to work and to be wrought upon,
They need not extraordinary calls
To rouse them; in a world of life they
live,
By sensible impressions not enthralled,
But by their quiekening impulse made more
prompt
To hold íit converse with the spiritual world.
And with the generations of mankind
Spread over time, past, present, and to
come,
iio
Age after age, till Time shall be no more.
Such minds are truly from the Deity,
For they are Powers; and hence the highest bliss
That flesh can know is theirs — the consciousness
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Of Whom they are, habitually infused
Through every image and through eveiy
thought,
And ali affections by communion raised
From earth to heaven, from hrnnan to divine;
Henee endiess occupation for the Soul,
Whether discursive cr intuitive;
120
Hence cheerfulness for acts of daily life,
Emotions wUeh best foresight need not fear,
Most worthy then of trust when most intense.
Hence, amid ills that vex and wrongs that
crush
Our hearts — if here the words of Holy Writ
May with fit reverence be applied — that
peace
Which passeth understanding, that repose
In moral judgments whioh from this pure
source
Must come, or will by man be sought in vain.
Oh ! who is he that hath his whole life
long
130
Preserved, enlarged, this freedom in himself ?
For this alone is genuine liberty:
Where is the favoured being who hath held
That course imchecked, mierring, and imtired,
In one perpetuai progress smooth and
bright ? —
A humbler destiny have we retraoed,
And told of lapse and hesitating choice,
And backward wanderings along thorny
ways;
Yet — compassed romid by monntain solitudes,
Within whose solemn temple I received 140
My earliest visitations, careless then
Of what was given me; and which now I
range,
A meditative, oft a sufEering, man —
Do I declare — in accents which, from
truth
Deriving cheerful confidence, shall blend
Their modulation with these vocal streams—
That, whatsoever falls my better mind,
Revolving with the accidents of life,
May have sustained, that, howsoe'er misled,
Never did I, in quest of right and wrong, 150
Tamper with conscienee from a private
aim;
Nor was in any public hope the dupe
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Of selfish passions; nor did ever yield
Wilfully to mean cares or low pursuits,
But shrunk with apprehensive jealousy
From every combination which might aid
The tendency, too potent in itself,
Of use and cnstom to bow down the soul
Under a growing weight of vulgar sense,
And substitute a universe of death
160
For that which moves with light and life
informed,
Actual, divine, and true. To fear and love.
To love as prime and chief, for there fear
ends,
Be this ascribed; to early intercourse,
In presence of sublime or beautiful forms,
With the adverse principies of pain and
^
Evil as one is rashly named by men
Who know not what they speak. By love
subsists
Ali lasting grandeur, by pervading love;
That gone, we are as dust. — Behold the
fields
170
In balmy spring-time full of rising flowers
And joyous creatures; see that pair, the
lamb
And the lamb's mother, and their tender
ways
Shall touch thee to the heart; thou callest
this love,
And not inaptly so, for love it is,
Far as it carries thee. In some green
bower
Rest, and be not alone, but have thou there
The One who is thy choice of ali the world:
There linger, listening, gazing, with delight
Impassioned, but delight how pitiable ! 180
Unless this love by a still higher love
Be hallowed, love that breathes not without
awe;
Love that adores, but on the knees of
prayer,
By heaven inspired; that frees from chains
the soul,
Lifted, in union with the purest, best,
Of earth-born passions, on the wings of
praise
Bearing a tribute to the Almighty's Throne.
This spiritual Love acts not nor can exist
Without Imagination, which, in truth,
Is but another name for absolute power 190
And clearest insight, amplitude of mind.
And Reason in her most exalted mood.
This faculty hath been the feeding source
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Of our long labour: we have traced the For, spite of thy sweet inãuence and the
touch
stream
From the blind cavem whence is faintly Of kindred hands that opened out the
springs
heard
Of genial thought in chüdhood, and in spite
Its natal murmur; foliowed it to light
Of ali that unassisted I had marked
240
And open day; accompanied its course
In life or nature of those charms minute
Among the ways of Nature, for a time
Lost sight of it bewildered and engulphed; That win their way into the heart by
stealth
Then given it greeting as it rose once
more
200 (Still to the very going-out of youth)
In strength, refleoting from its plaeid breast 1 too exclusively esteemed that love.
The works of man and face of himian life; And sought that beauty, which, as Milton
sings,
And lastly, from its progress have we
Hath terror in it. Thou didst soften down
drawn
Faith in life endless, the sustaining thought This over-sternness; but for thee, dear
Friend !
Of human Being, Etemity, and God.
My soul, too reckless of mild grace, had
stood
Imagination having been our theme,
In her original self too conüdent,
So also hath that intellectual Leve,
For they are each in each, and cannot stand Retained too long a countenance severe; 250
Dividually. — Here must thou be, O Mau ! A rock with torrents roaring, with the
clouds
Power to thyself; no Helper hast thou
here;
210 Familiar, and a favourite of the stars:
But thou didst plant its crevices with flowers,
Here keepest thou in singleness thy state:
Hang it with shrubs that twinkle in the
No other can divide with thee this work:
No secondary hand can intervene
breeze.
To fashion this abüity; 'tis thine,
And teach the little birds to buüd their
The prime and vital principie is thine
nests
In the recesses of thy nature, far
And warble in its chambers. At a time
From any reach of outward fellowship,
When Nature, destined to remain so long
Else is not thine at ali. But joy to hmi,
Foremost in my afCections, had fallen back
Oh, joy to him who here hath sown, hath Into a second place, pleased to become
laid
A handmaid to a nobler than herself, 260
Here, the foundation of his future years ! 220 Wheu every day brought with it some new
For ali that friendship, ali that love can do,
sense
Ali that a darling countenance can look
Of exquisite regard for common things.
Or dear voice utter, to complete the man,
And ali the earth was budding with these
Perfect him, made imperfect in himsclf.
gifts
Ali shall be his: and he whose soul hath Of more refined humanity, thy breath,
risen
Dear Sister ! was a kind of gentler spring
That went before my steps. Thereafter
Up to the height of feeling intellect
Shall want no humbler tenderness; his
came
heart
One whom with thee friendship had early
Be tender as a nursing mother's heart;
paired;
She came, no more a phantom to adorn
Of female softness shall his life be full,
Of humble cares and delicate desires, 230 A moment, but an inmate of the heart.
Mild interests and gentlest sympathies.
And yet a spirit, there for me enshrined 270
To penetrate the lofty and the low;
Child of my parents ! Sister of my soul! Even as one essence of pervading light
Thanks in sincerest verse have been else- Shines, in the brightest of ten thousand stars
where
And the meek worm that feeds her lonely
lamp
Poured out for ali the early tenderness
Which I from thee imbibed: and 'tis most Couched in the dewy grass.
With such a theme,
true
That later seasons owed to thee no less;
Coleridge ! with this my argument, of thee
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Finally, and above ali, O Friend ! (I
Shall I be silent ? O capacious Soul!
speak
Plaeed on this earth to love and understand,
And from thy presence shed the light of With due regret) how much is overlooked
love,
In human nature and her subtle ways.
Shall I be mute, ere thou be spoken of ? 280 As studied flrst in our own hearts, and then
Thy kindred influence to my heart of hearts In life among the passions of mankind,
Varying their composition and their hue,
Did also find its way. Thus fear relaxed
Her overweening grasp; thus thoughts and Where'er we move, under the diverse shapes
things
That individual character presents
To an attentive eye. For progress meet,
In the self-haunting spirit learned to take
Along this intricate and dilücult path, 330
More rational proportions; mystery,
The incumbent mystery of sense and soul,
Whate'er was wanting, something had I
gained,
Of life and death, time and eternity,
Admitted more habitually a mild
As one of many schoolfellows compelled,
Interposition — a serene delight
In hardy independence, to stand up
In closelier gathering cares, such as become Amid conflicting interests, and the shock
A himian creature, howsoe'er endowed, 291 Of various tempers; to endure and note
Poet, or destmed for a humbler name;
What was not understood, though known
And so the deep enthusiastio joy,
to be;
The rapture of the hallelujah sent
Among the mysteries of love and hate,
From ali that breathes and is, was chastened, Honour and shame, looking to right and
stemmed
left,
And balanced by pathetic truth, by trust
Unchecked by innocence too delieate,
In hopeful reason, leaning on the stay
And moral notions too intolerant,
340
Sympathies too contracted. Hence, when
Of Providence; and in reverence for duty,
called
Here, if need be, struggling with storms,
To take a station among men, the step
and there
Strewing in peace life's humblest ground Was easier, the transition more secure.
with herbs,
300 More profitable also; for, the mind
Leams from such timely exercise to keep
At every season green, sweet at ali hours.
In wholesome separation the two natures,
And now, O Friend! this history is The one that feels, the other that observes.
brought
Yet one word more of personal concern;—
To its appointed close: the discipline
Since I withdrew unwillingly from France,
And consummation of a Poefs mind,
I led an undomestic wanderer's life
350
In everything that stood most prominent,
Have faithfully been pictured; we have In London chiefly harboured, whence I
reached
roamed,
The time (our guiding object from the first) Tarrying at wül in many a pleasant spot
When we may, not presumptuously, I hope, Of rural England's cultivated vales
Suppose my powers so far confirmed, and Or Cambrian solitudes. A youth — (he
such
bore
My knowledge, as to make me capable 310 The name of Calvert — it shall live, if
words
Of building up a Work that shall endure.
Yet much hath been omitted, as need was; Of mine can give it life,) in firm belief
Of books how much ! and even of the other That by endowments not from me withheld
wealth
Good might be f urthered — in his last decay
That is collected among woods and flelds,
By a bequest sufficient for my needs
Far more: for líature's secondary grace
Enabled me to pause for choice, and walk
Hath hitherto been barely touched upon,
At large and unrestrained; nor damped too
SOOU
561
The charm more superficial that attends
Her works, as they present to Faucy's choice By mortal cares. Himself no Poet, yet
Apt illustrations of the moral world,
Far less a common follower of the world,
Caught at a glance, or traced with curious He deemed that my pursuits and labours
pains.
320
lay
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Apart from ali that leads to wealth, or
even
A necessary maintenance insures,
Without some hazard to the flner sense;
He cleared a passage for me, and the stream
riowed in the bent of Nature.
Having now
Told what best merits mention, further
pains
370
Our present purpose seems not to require,
And I have other tasks. Reeall to mind
The mood in which this labour was begun,
0 Friend ! The termination of my course
Is nearer now, much nearer; yet even then,
In that distraction and intense desire,
1 said unto the life which I had lived,
Where art thou ? Hear I not a voice from
thee
Which 't is reproach to hear ? Anon I rose
As if on wings, and saw beneath me
stretched
380
Vast prospeet of the world which I had
been
And was; and hence this Song, which, like
a lark,
I have protracted, in the unwearied heavens
Singmg, and ofteu with more plaintive
voice
To earth attempered and her deep-drawn
sighs,
Yet centring ali in love, and in the end
Ali gratulant, if rightly imderstood.
Whether to me shall be allotted life,
And, with life, power to accomplish aught
of worth,
That will be deemed no insufttcient plea 390
For having given the story of myself,
Is ali micertain: but, beloved Friend !
When, looking back, thou seest, in clearer
view
Than any liveliest sight of yesterday,
That summer, nnder whose indulgent skies,
Upon smooth Quantock's airy ridge we
roved
Uncheoked, or loitered 'mid her sylvan
combs,
Thou in bewitching words, with happy
heart,
Didst chaunt the vision of that Ancient
Man,
The bright-eyed Mariner, and rueful woes
Didst utter of the Lady Christabel;
401
And I, associate with such labour, steeped
In soft forgetfulness the livelong hours.
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Murmuring of bim who, joyous hap, was
found,
After the perUs of his moonlight ride,
Near the loud waterfall; or her who sate
In misery near the miserable Thorn —
When thou dost to that summer turn thy
thoughts.
And hast before thee ali which then we
were.
To thee, in memory of that happiness, 410
It will be known, by thee at least, my
Friend !
Felt, that the history of a Poefs mind
Is labour not unworthy of regard;
To thee the work shaU justify itself.
The last and later portions of this gift
Have been prepared, not with the buoyant
spirits
That were our daily portion when we first
Together wantoned in wild Poesy,
But, under pressure of a private grief,
Keen and enduring, which the mind and
heart,
420
That in this meditative history
Have been laid open, needs must make me
feel
More deeply, yet enable me to bear
More firmly; and a comfort now hath risen
From hope that thou art near, and wilt be
soon
Restored to us in renovated health;
When, after the first mingling of our tears,
'Mong other consolations, we may draw
Some pleasure from this offering of my love.
Oh ! yet a few short years of useful life,
And ali will be complete, thy race be run,
Thy monument of glory will be raised; 432
Then, though (too weak to tread the ways
of truth)
This age fali back to old idolatry,
Though men retum to servitude as fast
As the tide ebbs, to ignominy and shame,
By nations, sink together, we shall stUl
Find solace — knowing what we have learnt
to know,
Kich in true happiness if allowed to be
Faithful alike in forwarding a day
440
Of firmer trust, joint labourers in the work
(Should Providence such grace to us vouchsafe)
Of their deliverance, surely yet to come.
Prophets of Nature, we to them will speak
A lasting inspiration, sancti&ed
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By reason, blest by faith: what we have
loved,
Others will love, and we will teach them
how;
Instruct them how the mind of man becomes
A thousand times more beautiful than the
earth

On which he dwells, above this frame of
things
450
(Which, 'mid ali revolution in the hopes
And fears of men, doth still remain unchanged)
In beauty exalted, as it is itself
Of quality and fabric more divine.

THE RECLUSE
1800 (?). 1888
PART FIRST
BOOK FIRST—HOME AT GRASMERE
Once to the verge of yon steep barrier
came
A roving school-boy; what the adventurer's
age
Hath now escaped his memory — but the
hour,
One of a golden summer holiday,
He well remembers, though the year be
gone —
Alone and devious f rom afar he came;
And, with a sudden influx overpowered
At sight of this seclusion, he forgot
His haste, for hasty had his footsteps been
As boyish his pursuits; and sighing said, 10
" What happy fortune were it here to live !
And, if a thought of dying, if a thought
Of mortal separation, could intrude
With paradise before him, here to die !"
No Prophet was he, had not even a hope,
Scarcely a wish, but one bright pleasing
thought,
A fancy ia the heart of what might be
The lot of others, never could be his.
The station whence he looked was soft
and green,
Not giddy yet aerial, with a depth
20
Of vale below, a height of hills above.
For rest of body perfeet was the spot,
Ali that luxurious nature could desire;
But stirring to the spirit; who could gaze
And not feel motions there ? He thought
of clouds
That sail on winds: of breezes that delight
To play on water, or in endless chase
Pursue each other through the yielding
plain
Of grass or corn, over and through and
through.

In bUlow after bülow, evermore
30
Disporting — nor unmindful was the boy
Of sunbeams, shadows, butterílies and birds;
Of fluttering sylphs and sof tly-gliding Fays,
Genii, and winged angels that are Lords
Without restraint of ali which they behold.
The illusion strengthening as he gazed, he
felt
That such unfettered liberty was his,
Such power and joy; but only for this end,
To flit from field to rock, from rock to fleld,
From shore to island, and from isle to
shore,
40
From open ground to covert, from a bed
Of meadow-flowers into a tuft of wood;
From high to low, from low to high, yet
still
Within the bound of this huge concave;
here
Must be his home, this valley be his world.
Since that day forth the Place to him —
to me
(For I who live to registerthe truth
Was that same young and happy Being)
became
As beautiful to thought, as it had been
When present, to the bodUy sense; a haunt
Of pure affections, shedding upon joy
51
A brighter joy; and through such damp
and gloom
Of the gay mind, as ofttimes splenetic youth
Mistakes for sorrow, darting beams of light
That no self-cherished sadness could withstand;
And now 't is mine, perchance for life, dear
Vale,
Beloved Grasmere (let the wandering
streams
Take up, the cloud-capt hills repeat, the
Name)
One of thy lowly Dwellings is my Home.
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And was the cost so great ? and could it
seem
60
An act of courage, and the thing itself
A conquest ? who must bear the blame ?
Sage man
Thy prudence, thy experience, thy desires,
Thy apprehensions ■—• blush thou for them
ali.
Yes the realities of life so cold,
So eowardly, so ready to betray,
So stinted in the measure of their graee
As we pronounce them, doing them much
wrong,
Have been to me more bountiful than hope,
Less timid than desire — but that is past. 70
On Nature's invitation do I come,
By Reason sanctioned. Can the choice mislead,
That madethecalmest,fairest spot of earth
With ali its unappropriated good
My own; and not mine only, for with me
Entrenched, say rather peacefully embowered,
Under yon orchard, in yon hranble cot,
A younger Orphan of a home extinet,
The only Daughter of my Parents dwells.
Ay, think on that, my heart, and cease to
stir,
So
Pause upon that and let the breathing frame
lio longer breathe, but ali be satisfted.
— Oh, if such silence be not thanks to God
For what hath been bestowed, then where,
where then
Shall gratitude find rest ? Mine eyes did
ne'er
Fix on a lovely object, nor my mind
Take pleasure in the midst of happy
thoughts,
But either She whom now I have, who now
Divides with me this loved abode, was
there
Or not far off. Where'er my footsteps
turned,
90
Her voice was like a hidden Bird that sang.
The thought of her was like a flash of light,
Or an unseen companionship, a breath
Of fragrance independent of the Wind.
In ali my goings, in the new and old
Of ali my meditations, and in this
Favourite of ali, in this the most of ali.
— What being, therefore, since the birth of
Man
Had ever more abimdant cause to speak
Thanks, and if favours of the Heavenly
Muse
100
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Make him more thankful, then to call on
Verse
To aid him and in song resound his joy ?
The boon is absolute; surpassing graee
To me hath been vouchsafed; among the
bowers
Of blissful Eden this was neither given
Nor could be given, possession of the good
Whieh had been sighed for, ancient thought
fulfilled.
And dear Imaginations realised,
Up to their highest measure, yea and more.
Embrace me then, ye Hills, and dose me
in;
,10
Now in the clear and open day 1 feel
Your guardianship; I take it to my heart;
'T is like the solemn shelter of the night.
But I would call thee beautiful, for mUd,
And soft, and gay, and beautiful thou art,
Dear Valley, having in thy face a smile,
Though peaceful, full of gladness. Thou
art pleased,
Pleased with thy crags and woody steeps,
thy Lake,
Its one green island and its winding shores;
The multitude of little rocky hills,
120
Thy Church and cottages of mountáin stone
Clustered like stars some few, but single
most.
And lurking dimly in their shy retreats,
Or glancing at each other cheerful leoks
Like separated stars with clouds between.
What want we ? have we not perpetuai
streams,
Warm woods, and sunny hills, and fresh
green fields,
And mountains not less green, and ílocks
and herds.
And thickets full of songsters, and the voice
Of lordly birds, an unexpeeted sound 130
Heard now and then from morn to latest eve,
Admonishing the man who walks below
Of solitude and silence in the sky ?
These have we, and a thousand nooks of
earth
Have also these, but nowhere else is found,
Nowhere (or is it fancy ?) can be found
The one sensation that is here; 't is here,
Here as it found its way into my heart
In childhood, here as it abides by day,
By night, here only; or in chosen minds 140
That take it with them hence, where'er they
.go.
— 'T is, but I cannot name it, 't is the sense
Of majesty, and beauty, and repose.

224

THE RECLUSE

A blended holiness of earth and sky,
Something that makes this individual spot,
This small abiding-place of many men,
A termination, and a last retreat,
A centre, come from wheresoe'er you will,
A whole without dependence or defect,
Made for itself, and liappy in itself,
150
Perfect contentment, Unity entire.
Bleak season was it, turbulent and bleak,
When hitherward we journeyed side by side
Through burst of sunshine and through flying showers;
Paced the long vales — how long they were
— and yet
How fast that length of way was left behind,
Wensley's rich Vale, and Sedbergh's naked
heights.
The frosty wind, as if to make amends
For its keen breath, was aiding to our steps,
And drove us onward like two ships at sea,
Or like two birds, companions in mid-air,
Parted and reunited by the blast.
162
Stemwasthe face of nature; we rejoiced
In that stern conntenance, for our souls
thence drew
A feeling of their strength. The naked
trees,
The icy brooks, as on we passed, appeared
To question us. " Whence come ye, to
what end ? "
They seemed to say. "What would ye,"
said the shower,
"Wild Wanderers, whither through my
dark domain ? "
The sunbeam said, "Be happy." When
this vale
170
We entered, bright and solemn was the sky
That faced us with a passionate welcoming,
And led us to our threshold. Daylight
faüed
Insensibly, and round us gently fell
Composing darkness, with a quiet load
Of full contentment, in a little shed
Disturbed, imeasy in itself as seemed.
And wondering at its new inhabitants.
It loves us now, this Vale so beautiful
Begins to love us ! by a sullen storm, 180
Two months unwearied of severest storm,
It put the temper of our minds to proof.
And found us faithful through the gloom,
and heard
The poet mutter his prelusive songs
With cheerful heart, an unknown voice of
joy

Among the silence of the woods and hills;
Silent to any gladsomeness of sound
With ali their shepherds.
But the gates of Spring
Are opened; churlish winter hath given
leave
That she should entertain for this one day,
Perhaps for many genial days to come, 191
His guests, and make them jocund. — They
are pleased,
But most of ali the birds that haimt the
flood,
With the mild summons; imnates though
they be
Of Winter's household, they keep festival
This day, who drooped, or seemed to droop,
so long;
They show their pleasure, and shall I do
less ?
Happier of happy though I be, like them
I eannot take possession of the sky,
Mount with a thoughtless impulse, and
wheel there
200
One of a mighty multitude, whose way
Is a perpetuai harmony and dance
Magnificent. Behold how with a grace
Of ceaseless motiou, that might scarcely
seem
Inferior to angelical, they prolong
Their curious pastime, shaping in mid-air.
And sometimes with ambitious wing that
soars
High as the levei of the mountain tops,
A circuit ampler than the lake beneath, 209
Their own domain; — but ever, whileintent
On tracing and retracing that large round,
Their jubilant activity evolves
Hundreds of curves and circlets, to and fro,
Upwardsanddownwards; progress intricate
Yet unperplexed, as if one spirit swayed
Their indefatigable flight. 'T is done,
Ten times and more I fancied it had ceased,
But Io ! the vanished company again
Ascending, they approach. I hear their
wings
219
Faint, faint at first; and then an eager sound
Passed in a moment — and as faint again !
They tempt the sun to sport among their
plumes;
Tempt the smooth water, or the gleaming
ice,
To show them a fair image, — 't is themselves,
Their own fair forms upon the glimmering
plain
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Painted more soft and fair as they deseend,
Almost to touch, — then up again aloft,
Up with a sally and a flash of speed,
As if they scorned both resting-place and
rest!
— This day is a thanksgiving, 't is a day 230
Of glad emotion and deep quietness;
Not upon me alone hath been bestowed,
Me rich in many onward-looking thoughts,
The penetrating bliss; oh surely these
Have felt it, not the happy choirs of spring,
Her own peculiar family of love
That sport among green leaves, a blither
train !
But two are missing, two, a lonely pair
Of milk-white Swans; wherefore are they
not seen
Partaking this day's pleasure ? From afar
They came, to sojourn here in solitude, 241
Choosing this Valley, they who had the
choiee
Of the whole world. We saw them day by
day,
Through those two months of mirelenting
storm,
Conspicuous at the centre of the Lake
Their safe retreat, we knew them well, I
guess
That the whole valley knew them; but to us
They were more dear than may be well believed,
Not only for their beauty, and their still
And plaeid way of life, and constant love
Inseparable, not for these alone,
251
But that their state so much resembled ours,
They having also chosen this abode;
They strangers, and we strangers, they a
pair.
And we a solitary pair like them.
They should not have departed; many day s
Did I look forth in vain, nor on the wing
Could see them, nor in that small open
space
Of blue unfrozen water, where they lodged
And lived so long in quiet, side by side. 260
Shall we behold them conseerated friends,
Faithful companions, yet another year
Surviving, they for us, and we for them,
And neither pair be broken ? nay perchance
It is too late already for suoh hope;
The Dalesmen may have aimed the deadly
tube.
And parted them; or haply both are gone
One death, and that were mercy given to
both.
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Reoall, my song, the ungenerous thought;
forgive,
Thrice favoured Region, the con j ecture harsh
Of such inhospitable penalty
271
Inflicted upon confidence so pure.
Ah ! if I wished to follow where the sight
Of ali that is before my eyes, the voice
Which speaks from a presiding spirit here,
Would lead me, I should whisper to myself:
They who are dwellers in this holy place
Must needs themselves be hallowed, they
require
No benediction from the stranger's lips,
For they are blessed already; none would
give
280
The greeting " peace be with you " unto
them.
For peace they have; it cannot but be theirs.
And mercy, and forbearance — nay — not
these —
Their healing offices a pure good-will
Precludes, and charity beyond the bounds
Of charity — an overflowing love;
Not for the creature only, but for ali
That is around them; love for everything
Which in their happy Region they behold !
Thus do we soothe ourselves, and when
the thought
290
Is passed, we blame it not for having come.
— What if I floated down a pleasant stream,
And now am landed, and the motion gone,
Shall I reprove myself ? Ah no, the stream
Is flowing, and will never cease to flow.
And I shall float upon that stream again.
By suoh forgetfulness the soul becomes,
Words cannot say how beautiful: then hail,
Hail to the visible Presence, hail to thee,
Delightful Valley, habitation fair !
300
And to whatever else of outward form
Can give an inward help, can purify.
And elevate, and harmonise, and soothe.
And steal away, and for a while deceive
And lap in pleasing rest, and bear us on
Without desire in full complacency,
Contemplating perfection absolute.
And entertained as in a plaeid sleep.
But not betrayed by tenderness of mind
That feared, or wholly overlooked the truth,
Did we come hither, with romantic hope 311
To flnd in midst of so much loveliness
Love, perfect love: of so much majesty
A like majestie frame of mind in those
Who here abide, the persons like the place.
Not from such hope, or aught of such belief,
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Hath issued any portion of the joy
Which I have felt this day. An awful voice
'T is true hath in my walks been of ten heard,
Sent from the mountains or the sheltered
fields,
320
Shout after shout — reiterated whoop,
In manner of a bird that takes delight
In answering to itself: or like a hound
Single at ohase among the lonely woods,
His yell repeating; yet it was iii truth
A human voice-—a spirit of coming night;
How solemn when the sky is dark, and earth
Not dark, nor yet enlightened, but by snow
Made visible, amid a noise of winds
And bleatings manifold of mountain sheep,
Which in that iteration recognise
331
Their summons, and are gathering round
for food,
Devoured with keenness, ere to grove or
bank
Or rocky bield with patience they retire.
That very voice, which, in some timid
mood
Of superstitiqus fancy, might have seemed
Awful as ever stray demoniac uttered,
His steps to govem in the wilderness;
Or as the Norman Curfew's regular beat
To hearths when first they darkened at the
knell:
340
That shepherd's voice, it may have reached
mine ear
Debased and under profanation, made
The ready organ of articulate sounds
From ribaldry, impiety, or wrath,
Issuing when shame hath ceased to check
the brawls
Of some abused Festivity — so be it.
I came not dreaming of unruflled life,
Untainted manners; born among the hills,
Bred also there, I wanted not a scale
To regulate my hopes; pleased with the
good
350
I shrink not from the evil with disgust,
Or with immoderate pain. I look for Man,
The common creature of the brotherhood,
DifPering but little from the Man elsewhere.
For selfishness and envy and revenge,
111 neighbourhood — pity that this should
be —
Flattery and double - dealing, strife and
wrong.
Yet is it something gained, it is in truth
A mighty g^in, that Labour here preserves
His rosy face, a servant only here
360
Of the fireside or of the open field.

A Freeman therefore sound and unimpaired:
That extreme penury is here unknown,
And cold and himger's abject wretchedness
Mortal to body and the heaven-born mind;
That they who want are not too great a
weight
For those who can relieve; here may the
heart
Breathe in the air of fellow-sufifering
Dreadless, as in a kind of fresher breeze
Of her own native element, the hand 370
Be ready and unwearied without plea,
From tasks too frequent or beyond its
power.
For languor or indifBerence or despair.
And as these lofty barriers break the force
Of winds, — this deep Vale, as it doth in
part
Conceal us from the storm, so here abides
A power and a protection for the mind,
Dispensed indeed to other solitudes
Favoured by noble privUege like this,
Where kindred independence of estate 380
Is prevalent, where he who tills the fíeld,
He, happy man ! is master of the fleld.
And treads the mountains which his Fathers
trod.
Not less than halfway up yon momitain's
side,
Behold a dusky spot, a grove of Firs
That seems still smaller than it is; this
grove
Is haunted — by what ghost ? a gentle spirit
Of memory faithful to the call of love;
For, as reports the Dame, whose fire sends
üp
Yon curling smoke from the grey cot below,
The trees (her first-born child being then a
babe)
391
Were planted by her husband and herself,
That ranging o'er the high and houseless
ground
Their sheep might neither want from perüous storm
Of winter, nor from summer's sultry heat,
A friendly covert; " and they knew it well,"
Said she, " for thither as the trees grew up
We to the patient creatures carried food
In times of heavy snow." She then began
In fond obedience to her private thoughts
To speak of her dead husband; is there not
An art, a music, and a strain of wprds 402
That shall be life, the acknowledged voice
of life,
Shall speak of what is done among the fields.
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Done truly there, or felt, of solid good
And real evil, yet be sweet withal,
More grateful, more harmonious than the
breatb,
The idle breatb of softest pipe attuned
To pastoral fancies ? Is there sucb a stream
Pure and imsullied flowing from the beart
With motions of true dignity and graee ?
Or must we seek that stream wbere Man
is not ?
413
Methinks I could repeat in tuneful verse,
Helicious as the gentlest breeze that somids
Through that aerial fir-grove — could preserve
Some portion of its hmuan history
As gathered from the Matron's lips, and tell
Of tears that have been shed at sigbt of it,
And moving dialogues between tbis Pair
Who in their prime of wedlpck, with joint
hands
420
Did plant the grove, now flourishing, while
they
No longer flourish, be entirely gone,
She witbering in her loneliness. Be tbis
A task above my skill — the silent mind
Has her own treasures, and I think of these,
Love what I see, and honour humankind.
No, we are not alone, we do not stand,
My sister bere misplaced and desolate,
Loving what no one cares for but ourselves.
We shall not scatter through the plains and
rocks
430
Of tbis fair Vale, and o'er its spacious
heights,
Unprofltable kindliness, bestowed
On objeets unaecustomed to the gifts
Of feeling, which were cbeerless and forlom
But few weeks past, and would be so again
Were we not bere; we do not tend a lamp
Whose lustre we alone participate,
Which shines dependent upon us alone,
Mortal though bright, a dying, dying ílame.
Look where we will, some buman hand has
been
440
Before us with its offering; not a tree
Sprinkles these little pastures, but the same
Hath fumisbed matter for a tbought; perchance
For some one serves as a familiar friend.
Joy spreads, and sorrow spreads; and tbis
whole Vale,
Home of untutored sbepberds as it is,
Swarms with sensation, as with gleams of
sunsbine,
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Sbadows or breezes, scents or sounds. Nor
deem
These feelings, though subservient more
than ours
To every day's demand for daily bread, 450
And borrowing more their spirit and their
shape
From self-respeoting interests; deem them
not
Unworthy tberefore, and unhallowed — no,
They lift the animal being, do tbemselves
By nature's kind and ever-present aid
Refine the selíishness from which they
spring,
Redeem by love the individual sense
Of anxiousness, with which they are combined.
And thus it is that fitly they become
Associates in the joy of purest minds: 460
They blend there with congenially: meanwhile
Calmly they breatbe their own undying life
Through tbis their mountain sanctuary; long
Ob long may it remain inviolate,
Diffusing health and sober cheerfulness.
And giving to the moments as they pass
Their little boons of animating tbought
That sweeten labour, make it seen and felt
To be no arbitrary weigbt imposed,
But a glad function natural to man.
470
Fair proof of tbis, newcomer though I be,
Already have I gained; the inward frame,
Though slowly opening, opens every day
With process not unlike to that which cheers
A pensive stranger joumeying at bis leisure
Through some Helvetian Dell; wben lowbung mists
Break up and are beginning to recede;
How pleased be is where thin and tbinner
grows
The veil, or where it parts at once, to spy
The dark pines tbrusting forth their spiky
beads;
480
To watch the spreading lawns with cattle
grazed;
Then to be greeted by the scattered huts
As they shine out; and see the streams whose
murmur
Had soothed his ear while they were hidden;
how pleased
To have about him which way e'er be goes
Sometbing on every side concealed from
view,
In every quarter sometbing visible
Half seen or wholly, lost and found again.
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Alternate progress and impediment,
And yet a growing prospect in the main. 490
Such pleasure now is mine, albeit forced,
Herein less happy than the Traveller,
To oast from time to time a painful look
Upon miweloome things which unawares
Reveal themselves, not therefore is my heart
Depressed, uor does it fear what isto come;
But confident, enriched at every glance,
The more I see the more delight my mind
Receives, or by reflection can create:
Truth justifies herself, and as she dwells
With Hope, who would not follow ■where
she leads ?
501
Nor let me pass unheeded other loves
Where no fear is, and humbler sympathies.
Already hath sprung up within my heart
A liking for the small grey horse that bears
The paralytic man, and for the brute
In Seripture sanctifled — the patient brute
On which the cripple, in the quarry maimed.
Rides to and fro: I know them and their
ways.
The famous sheep-dog, first in ali the
vale,
510
Though yet to me a stranger, will not be
A stranger long; nor will the blind man's
guide,
Meek and neglected thing, of no renown !
Soon will peep forth the primrose, ere it
fades
Friends shall I have at dawn, blaekbird
and thrush
To rouse me, and a hundr^d warblers
more !
And if those Eagles to their ancient hold
Retum, Helvellyn's Eagles ! with the Pair
From my own door I shall be free to olaim
Acquaintance, as they sweep from cloud to
cloud.
520
The owl that gives the name to Owlet-Crag
Have I heard whooping, and he soon will
be
A chosen one of my regards. See there
The heifer in yon little croft belongs
To one who holds it dear; with duteous
care
She reared it, and in speaking of her charge
I heard her seatter some endearing words
Domestic, and in spirit motherly,
She being herself a mother; happy Beast,
If the caresses of a human voice
530
Can make it so, and care of human hands.
And ye as happy under Nature's care,
Strangers to me and ali men, or at least

Strangers to ali particular amity.
Ali intercourse of knowledge or of love
That parts the individual from his kind.
Whether in large communities ye keep
From year to year, not shunning man's
abode,
A settled residence, or be from far
Wild creatures, and of many homes, that
come
540
The gift of winds, and whom the winds
again
Take from us at your pleasure; yet shall ye
Not want for this your own subordinate
place
In my affections. Witness the delight
With which erewhile I saw that multitude
Wheel through the sky, and see them now
at rest,
Yet not at rest upon the glassy lake:
They cannot rest — they gambol like young
whelps;
Active as lambs, and overcome with joy
They try ali frolic motions; flutter, plunge.
And beat the passive water with their
wings.
55,
Too distant are they for plain view, but Io !
Those little fountains, sparkling in the sun,
Betray their occupation, rising up
First one and then another silver spout.
As one or other takes the íit of glee,
Fountains and spouts, yet somewhat in the
guise
Of plaything fireworks, that on festal nights
Sparkle about the feet of wanton boys.
— How vast the compass of this theatre, 560
Yet nothing to be seen but lovely pomp
And silent majesty; the birch-tree woods
Are hung with thousand thousand diamond
drops
Of melted hoar-frost, every tiny knot
In the bare twigs, each little budding-place
Cased with its several beads; what niyriads
these
Upon one tree, while ali the distant grove,
That rises to the summit of the steep,
Shows like a mountain built of silver light:
See yonder the same pageant, and again 570
Behold the universal imagery
Inverted, ali its sun-bright f eatures touehed
As with the vamish and the gloss of
dreams.
Dreamlikc the blending also of the whole
Harmonious landscape: ali along the shore
The boundary lost — the line invisible
That parts the image from reality;
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And the clear hilis, as high as they ascend
Heavenward, so deep piercing the lake below.
Admonished of the days of love to come 580
The raven croaks, and fills the upper air
With a strange sound of genial harmony;
And in and ali about that playful band,
Incapable although they be of rest,
And in their fashion very rioters,
There is a stillness; and they seem to make
Calm revelry in that their calm abode.
Them leaving to their joyous hours I pass,
Pass with a thought the life of the whole
year
That is to come: the throng of woodland
flowers
590
And lilies that will dance upon the waves.
Say boldly then that solitude is not
Where these things are: he truly is alone,
He of the multitude whose eyes are doomed
To hold a vacant commerce day by day
With Objects wanting life — repelling love;
He by the vast metropolis immured,
Where pity shrinks from miremitting calls,
Where numbers overwhelm humanity,
And neighbourhood serves rather "to divide
Thanto imite — what sighs more deep than
his,
6a 1
Whose nobler will hath long been saorifieed;
Who must inhabit míder a black sky
A city, where, if indiÊEerence to disg^st
Yield not to soorn or sorrow, living men
Are ofttimes to their fellow-men no more
Than to the forest Hermit are the leaves
That hang aloft in myriads; nay, far less,
For they protect his walk from sun and
shower,
Swell his devotion with their voice in
storms,
610
And whisper whUe the stars twinkle among
them
His lullaby. From crowded streets remote,
Far from the living and dead Wilderness
Of the thronged world, Society is here
A trne community — a genuine f rame
Of many into one incorporate.
That must be looked for here: paternal
sway,
One household, míder God, for high and
low,
One family and one mansion; to themselves
Appropriate, and divided from the world,
As if it were a cave, a multitude
621
Human and brute, possessors imdisturbed
Of this Recess — their legislative Hall,
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Their Temple, and their glorious Dwellingplace.
Dismissing therefore ali Arcadiandreams,
Ali golden fancies of the golden age,
The bright array of shadowy thoughts from
times
That were before ali time, or are to be
Ere time expire, the pageantry that stirs
Or will be stirring, when our eyes are iixed
On lovely objects, and we wish to part 631
With ali remembrance of a jarring world,
— Take we at once this one sufficient hope,
What need of more ? that we shall neither
droop
Nor pine for want of pleasure in the life
Scattered about us, nor through want of
aught
That keeps in health the insatiable mind.
— That we shall have for knowledge and
for love
Abimdance, and that feeling as we do
How goodly, how exceeding fair, how pure
From ali reproach is yon ethereal vault, 641
And this deep Vale, its earthly counterpart,
By which and under which we are enclosed
To breathe in peace; we shall moreover find
(If sound, and what we ought to be ourselves,
If rightly we observe and justly weigh)
The inmates not unworthy of their home,
The Dwellers of their Dwelling.
And if this
Were otherwise, we have within ourselves
Enough to flll the present day with joy, 650
And overspread the future years with hope,
Our beautiful and quiet home, enriched
Already with a stranger whom we love
Deeply, a stranger of our Father's house,
A never-resting Pilgrim of the Sea,
Who finds at last an hour to his content
Beneath our roof. And others whom we
love
Will seek us also, Sisters of our hearts.
And one, like them, a Brother of our hearts,
Philosopher and Poet, in whose sight 660
These mountains will rejoiee with open joy.
— Such is our wealth ! O Vale of Peace
we are
And must be, with God's will, a happy
Band.
Yet 't is not to enjoy that we exist.
For that end only; something must be done:
I must not walk in unreproved delight
These narrow bounds, and think of nothing
more,
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No duty that looks further, and no care.
Each Being has his office, lowly some
And common, yet ali worthy if fulfilled 670
With zeal, acknowledgment that with the
gift
Keeps pace a harvest answering to the seed.
Of ill-advised Ambition and of Pride
I would stand clear, but yet to me I feel
That an internai brightness is vouchsafed
That must not die, that must not pass
away.
Why does this inward lustre fondly seek
And gladly blend with outward fellowship ?
Why do they shine aromid me whom I love ?
Why do they teach me, whom I thus revere ?
Strange question, yet it answers not itself.
That hmnble Roof embowered among the
trees,
682
That calm fireside, it is not even in them,
Blest as they are, to fm-nish a reply
That satisfies and ends in perfect rest.
Possessions have I that are solely mine,
Something within which yet is shared by
none,
Not even the nearest to me and most dear,
Something which power and effort may impart;
I would impart it, I would spread it wide:
Immortal in the world which is to come —
Forgive me if I add another claim — 692
And would not wholly perish even in this,
Lie down and be forgotten in the dust,
I and the modest Partners of my days
Making a silent company in death;
Love, knowledge, ali my manifold delights,
AIl buried with me without monument
Or proflt unto any but ourselves !
It must not be, if I, divinely taught,
700
Be privileged to speak as I have feít
Of what in man is human or divine.
While yet an innocent little one, with a
heart
That doubtless wanted not its tender moods,
I breathed (for this I better recollect)
Among wild appetites and blind desires,
Motions of savage instinct my delight
And exaltation. Nothing at that time
So welcome, no temptation half so dear
As that which urged me to a daring feat,
Deep pools, tall trees, black chasms, and
dizzy crags,
711
And tottering towers: I loved to stand and
read
Their looks forbidding, read and disobey,
Sometimes in act and evermore in thought.

With impulses, that scarcely were by these
Surpassed in strength, I heard of danger
met
Or sought with courage; enterprise forlorn
By one, sole keeper of his own intent,
Or by a resolute few, who for the sake
Of glory fronted multitudes in arms. 710
Yea, to this hour I cannot read a Tale
Of two brave vessels matched in deadly
fight.
And flghting to the death, but I am pleased
More than a wise man ought to be; I wish,
Fret, burn, and struggle, and in soul am
there.
But me hath Nature tamed, and bade to
seek
For other agitations, or be calm;
Hath dealt with me as with a turbulent
stream.
Some nursling of the mountains which she
leads
Through quiet meadows, after he has leamt
His strength, and had his triumph and his
joy,
731
His desperate course of tumult and of glee.
That which in stealth by Nature was performed
Hath Reason sanctioned: her deliberate
Voice
Hath said; be mild, and cleave to gentle
things,
Thy glory and thy happiness be there.
Nor fear, though thou conflde in me, a want
Of aspirations that have been — of foes
To wrestle with, and victory to complete,
Bounds to be leapt, darkness to be explored;
Ali that inflamed thy infant heart, the love,
The longing, the contempt, the undaunted
quest,
742
Ali shall survive, though changed their offlce, ali
Shall live, it is not in their power to die.
Then farewell to the Warrior's Schemes,
farewell
The forwardness of soul which looks that
way
Upon a less incitement than the Cause
Of Liberty endangered, and farewell
That other hope, long mine, the hope to fill
The heroie trumpet with the Muse's breath !
Yet in this peaceful Vale we will not spend
Unheard-of days, though loving peaceful
thought,
7S2
A voice shall speak, and what will be the
theme ?
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On Man, on_Iíature, and on Human Life,
I oft perceive
Fair trains of imagery before me rise,
Accompanied by feelings of delight
j Pure, or with no unpleasing sadness mixed;
And I am conscious of afEecting thoughts
: And dear remembrances, whose presence
soothes
760
; Or elevates the Mind, intent to weigh
! The good and evil of our mortal state.
— To these emotions, whencesoe'er they
come,
Whether from breath of outward circumstanoe,
Or from the Soul — an impulse to herself—
I would give utteranee in nmnerous verse.
Of Truth, of Grandenr, Beauty, Love, and
Hope,
And melancholy Fear subdued by Faith;
Of blessèd consolations in distress;
Of moral strength, and intellectual Power;
Of joy in widest commonalty spread; 771
Of the individual Mind that keeps her own
Inviolate retirement, subject there
To Conscience only, and the law supreme
Of that Intelligence whioh governs ali —
I sing: — " fit audience let me flnd though
few !"
So prayed, more gaining than he asked,
the Bard —
In holiest mood. Urania, I shall need
Thy guidance, or a greater Muse, if such
Descendto earth or dwell in highest heaven!
For I must tread on shadowy ground, must
sink
781
Deep — and, aloft asoending, breathe in
worlds
To whieh the heaven of heavens is but a veil.
Ali strength — ali terror, single or in bands,
That ever was put forth in personal form —
Jehovah — with his thunder, and the choir
Of shouting Angels, and the empyreal
thrones —
I pass them unalarmed. líot Chãos, not
The darkest pit of lowest Erebus,
Nor aught of blinder vacaney, scooped out
By help of dreams — can breed such fear
and awe
791
As fali upon us often when we look
Into our Minds, into the Mind of Man —
My haunt, and the main region of my song
— Beauty — a living Presence of the earth,
Surpassing the most fair ideal Forms
Which craft of delicate Spirits hath composed
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From earth's materiais — waits upon my
steps;
Pitches her tents before me as I move,
An hourly neighbour. Paradise, and groves
Elysian, Fortunate Fields — like those of
old
801
Sought in the Atlantic Main — why should
they be
A history only of depajcted things,
Or a mere fiction of what never was ?
For the discerning intellect of Man,
When wedded to this goodly universe
In love and holy passion, shall fiud these
A simple produce of the common day.
— I, long before the blissful hour arrives,
Would chant, rn lonely peace, the spousal
verse
810
Of this great consummation : — and, by
words
Whieh speak of nothing more than what we
are,
Would I arouse the sensual from their sleep
Of Death, and win the vacant and the vain
To noble raptures; while my voice proclaims
How exquisitely the individual Mind
^nd the progressivo powersperhaps no less
Of the whole speeies) to the externai World
Is fitted: — and how exquisitely, too — 819
Theme this but little heard of among men—
The externai World is fitted to the Mind;
And the creation (by no lower name
Can it be called) which they with blended
might
Accomplish: — this is our high argument.
— Such grateful haunts foregoing, if I oft
Must turn elsewhere — to travei near the
tribes
And fellowships of men, and see ill sights
Of madding passions mutually inflamed;
Must hear Humanity in fields and groves
Pipe solitary anguish; or must hang
830
Brooding above the fierce confederate storm
Of sorrow, barricadoed evermore
Within the walls of eities — may these
sounds
Have their authentic comment; that even
these
Hearing, I be not downcast or forlorn ! —
Descend, prophetic Spirit ! that inspLr'st
The human Soul of universal earth,
Dreaming ou things to come; and dost possess
A metropolitan temple in the hearts
Of mighty Poets; upon me bestow
840
A gift of genuine insight; that my Song
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With star-like virtue in its place may shine,
Sheddiiig benignant iníluence, and seoure
Itself from ali malevolent effect
Of those mutations that extend their sway
Throughout the nether sphere ! — And if
with this
I mix more lowly matter; with the thing
Contemplated, describe the mind and Man
Contemplating; and who, and what he
was —
The transitory Being that beheld
850
This Vision; — when and where, and how
he lived;

Be not this labour useless. If such theme
May sort with highest objects, then — dread
Power!
Whose gracious favour is the primai source
Of ali illumination — may my Life
Express the image of a better time,
More wise desires, and simpler manners; —
nurse
My Heart in gennine freedom: — ali pure
thoughts
Be with me; — so shall thy unfailing love
Guide, and support, and cheer me to the
end!
860

His wife sate near him, teasing matted
wool,
While, from the twin cards toothed with
glittering wire,
He fed the spindle of his yonngest child,
Who, in the open air, with due accord
Of busy hands and back-and-forward steps
Her large round wheel was turning. Towards tbe field
In which the Parisb Chapei stood alone,
Girt round with a bare ring of mossy wall,
Wbile half an hour went by, the Priest had
sent
Many along look of wonder: andat last, 30
" These Tourists, heaven preserve us! Risen from his seat, beside the snow-white
ridge
needs mnst live
Of carded wool which the old man had piled
A profitable life: some glance along,
He laid his implements with gentle care,
Rapid and gay, as if the earth were air,
Each in the other locked; and, down the
And they were buttei-flies to wheel about
path
Long as the summer lasted: some, as wise,
Perched on the forehead of a jutting crag, That from his cottage to the church-yard
led,
Pencil in hand and book upon the knee,
Wül look and scribble, scribble on and look, He took his w^y, impatient to accost
Until a man might travei twelve stout miles, The Stranger, whom he saw stUl lingering
there.
Or reap an acre of bis neighbour's com. 10
'T was one well known to him in former
But, for that moping Son of Idleness,
days,
Why can he tarry yonder ? -— In onr cburchA Shepherd-lad; who ere his sixteenth year
yard
Had left that calling, tempted to entrust 40
Is neither epitapb nor monnment,
Tombstone nor name — only the turf we His expectations to the fickle winds
And perilous waters; with the mariners
tread
A fellow-mariner; — and so had fared
And a few natural graves."
To Jane, bis wife, Through twenty seasons; but he had been
reared
Thus spake the bomely Priest of Ennerdale.
Among the mountains, and he in his heart
It was a July evening; and he sate
Upon the long stone-seat beneath the eaves Was half a shepherd on the stormy seas.
Of his old cottage, — as it chanoed, that day, Oft in the piping shrouds had Leonard
heard
Employed in winter's work. Upon the
stone
20 The tones of waterfalls, and inland sounds
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1800. 1800
This poem was composed in a groye at the
north-eastem end of Grasmere lake, which
grove was in a great measure destroyed by
tumíng the high-road along the side of the
water. The few trees that are left were spared
at my intercession. The poem aroae out of the
fact, mentioned to me at £nnerdale, that a
shepherd had fallen asleep upon the top of the
rock called The Pillar, and perished as here
described, hia staff being left midway on the
rock.
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Of caves and trees:— and, when the regular
wind
Between the tropics fllled the steady sail, 50
And blew with the same breath through
days and weeks,
Lengthening invisibly its weary line
Along the cloudless Main, he, in those hours
Of tiresome indolence, would often hang
Over the vessePs side, and gaze and gaze;
And, while the broad blue wave and sparkling foam
Flashed round him images and hues that
wrought
In union with the employment of his heart,
He, thus by feverish passion overoome,
Even with the organs of his bodily eye, 60
Below him, in the bosom of the deep,
Saw mountains; saw the forms of sheep
that grazed
On verdant hills — with dwellings among
trees,
And shepherds clad in the same covmtry
grey
Which he himself had worn.
And now, at last,
From perils manifold, with some small
wealth
Acquired by traffie 'mid the Indian Isles,
To his paternal home he is retm-ned,
With a determined purpose to resume
The life he had lived there; both for the
sake
70
Of many darling pleasures, and the love
Which to an only brother he has borne
In ali his hardships, since that happy time
When, whether it blew foul or fair, they two
Were brother-shepherds on their native
hills.
— They were the last of ali their race: and
now,
When Leonard had approached his home,
his heart
Failed in him; and, not venturing to enquire
Tidings of one so long and dearly loved,
He to the solitary churehyard turned; 80
That, as he knew in what particular spot
His family were laid, he thence might learn
If still his Brother lived, or to the file
Another grave was added. — He had found
Another grave, — near which a full halfhour
He had remained; but, as he gazed, there
grew
Such a confusion in his memory,
That he began to doubt; and even to hope
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That he had seen this heap of turf before,—
That it was not another grave; but one 90
He had forgotten. He had lost his path.
As up the vale, that afternoon, he walked
Through fields which once had beeu well
known to him:
And oh what joy this recollection now
Sent to his heart! he lifted up his eyes,
And, looking round, imagined that he saw
Strange alteration wrought on every side
Among the woods and fields, and that the
rocks.
And everlasting hills themselves were
changed.
By this the Priest, who down the field
had come,
100
Unseen by Leonard, at the churehyard gate
Stopped short, — and thence, at leisure,
limb by limb
Perused him with a gay complacency.
thought the Viçar, smiling to himself,
'Tis one of those who needs must leave the
path
Of the world's business to go wild alone:
His arms have a perpetuai holiday;
The happy man will creep about the fields,
Following his fancies by the hour, to bring
Tears down his cheek, or solitary smiles 110
Into his face, until the setting sun
Write fool upon his forehead. — Planted
thus
Beneath a shed that over-arched the gate
Of this rude churehyard, till the stars appeared
The good Man might have communed with
himself,
But that the Stranger, who had left the
grave,
Approached; he recognised the Priest at
once.
And, after greetings interchanged, and
given
By Leonard to the Viçar as to one
Unknown to him, this dialogue ensued. 120
Leonard. You live, Sir, in these dales, a
qniet life:
Your years make up one peaceful family;
And who would grieve and fret, if, welcome come
And welcome gone, they are so like each
other,
They cannot be remembered? Scarce a
fimeral
Comes to this churchyard once in eighteen
months;
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And yet, some chauges must take place
among you:
And you, who dwell here, even among these
rocks,
Can trace the fmger of mortality,
And see, that with our threescore years
and ten
130
We are not ali that perish.
1 remember,
(For many years ago I passed this road)
There was a foot-way ali along the fields
By the brook-side — 't is gone — and that
dark cleft!
To me it does not seem to wear the face
Which then it had !
Priest.
Nay, Sir, for aught I know,
That cha8m is much the same —
Leonard.
Bnt, surely, yonder —
Priest. Ay, there, indeed, yom^ memory
is a friend
That does not play you false. — On that
tall pike
(It is the loneliest place of ali these hUls)
There were two springs which bubbled side
by side,
141
As if they had been made that they might
be
Companions for each other: the huge crag
Was rent with lightniiig — one hath disappeared;
The other, left behind, is flowing still.
For accidents and ehanges such as these,
We want not store of them; — a waterspout
Will bring down half a mountain; what a
feast
For folks that wander up and down like
you
149
To see an acre's breadth of that wide clifE
One roaring cataract! a sharp May-storm
Will come with loads of January snow.
And in one night send twenty score of
sheep
To feed the ravens; or a shepherd dies
By some untoward death among the rocks:
The ice breaks up and sweeps away a
bridge;
A wood is felled: —and then for our own
homes !
A chUd is bom or christened, a field
ploughed,
A daughter sent to service, a web spmi,
The old house-clock is decked with a new
facej
160
And hence, so far from wanting facts or
dates

To chronicle the time, we ali have here
A pair of diaries, — one serving, Sir,
For the whole dale, and one for each flreside —
Yours was a stranger's judgment: for
historians,
Commend me to these valleys !
Leonard.
Yet your Churchyard
Seems, if such freedom may be used with
you.
To say that you are heedless of the past:
An orphan could not find bis mother's
grave:
Here 's neither head nor foot stone, plate of
brass,
170
Cross-bones nor skull, — type of our earthly
state
Nor emblem of our hopes: the dead man's
home
Is but a fellow to that pasture-fleld.
Priest. Why, there, Sir, is a thought
that 's new to me !
The stone-cutters, 't is true, might beg their
bread
If every English churchyard were like ours;
Yet your conclusion wanders from the truth:
We have no need of names and epitaphs;
We talk about the dead by our firesides.
And then, for our immortal part! we want
No symbols, Sir, to tell us that plain
tale:
iSi
The thought of death sits easy on the man
Who has been born and dies among the
mountains.
Leonard. Your Dalesmen, then, do in
each other's thoughts
Possess a kind of second life: no doubt
You, Sir, could help me to the history
Of half these graves ?
Priest.
For eight-score winters past,
With what I 've witnessed, and with what
I Ve heard,
Perhaps I might; and, on a winter-evening,
If you were seated at my chimney's
nook,
igo
By turning o'er these hUlocks one by one,
We two could travei, Sir, through a strange
round;
Yet ali in the broad highway of the world.
Now there's a grave — your foot is half
upon it, —
It looks just like the rest; and yet that man
Died broken-hearted.
Leonard.
'T is a common case.
We '11 take another: who is he that lies
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Beneath yon ridge, the last of those three
graves ?
It touehes on that pieee of native rook 199
Left in the church-yard wall.
Priest.
That 's Walter Ewbank.
He had as white a head and fresh a oheek
As ever were produced by youth and age
Engendering in the blood of hale f ourscore.
Through five long generations had the
heart
Of Walter's forefathers o'erflowed the
botmds
Of their inheritance, that single cottage —
You see it yonder ! and those few green
flelds.
They toiled and wrought, and still, from
sire to son,
Eaeh struggled, and each yielded as before
A Kttle — yet a little, — and old Walter, 210
They left to him the family heart, and land
With other burthens than the orop it bore.
Year after year the old man still kept up
A cheerful mind, — and bnfEeted with bond,
Interest, and mortgages; at last he sank.
And went into his grave before his time.
Poor Walter ! whether it was care that
spurred him
God only knows, but to the very last
He had the lightest foot in Ennerdale:
His paoe was never that of an old man: 220
I almost see him tripping down the path
With his two grandsons after him: — but
you,
Unless our Landlord be your host to-night,
Have far to travei, — and on these rough
paths
Even in the longest day of midsummer —
Leonard. But those two Orphans !
Priest. Orphans ! — Such they were —
Yet not while Walter lived: for, though
their parents
Lay buried side by side as now they lie,
The old man was a father to the boys,
Two fathers in one father: and if tears, 230
Shed when he talked of them where they
were not,
And hauntings from the infirmity of love,
Are aught of what makes up a mother's
heai't,
This old Man, in the day of his old age,
Was half a mother to them. — If you weep,
Sir,
To hear a stranger talking about strangers,
Heaven bless you when you are among
your kindred!
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Ay — you may tum that way — it is a grave
Which will bear looking at.
Leonard.
These boys — I hope
They loved this good old Man ? —
Priest.
They did — andtruly: 240
But that was what we almost overlooked,
They were such darlings of each other.
Yes,
Though from the cradle they had lived with
Walter,
The only kinsman near them, and though
he
Inelined to both by reason of his age,
With a more fond, familiar, tenderness;
They, notwithstanding, had much love to
spare.
And it ali went into each other's hearts.
Leonard, the elder by just eighteen months,
Was two years taller: 'twas a joy to see,
To hear, to meet them ! — From their house
the school
251
Is distant three short miles, and in the time
Of storm and thaw, when every watercourse
And unbridged stream, such as you may
have noticed
Crossing our roads at every huudred steps,
Was swoln into a noisy rivulet,
Would Leonard then, when elder boys remained
At home, go staggering through the slippery
fords,
Bearing his brother on his back. I have
seen him,
On windy days, in one of those stray
brooks,
260
Ay, more than once I have seen him, midleg deep,
Their two books lying both on a dry stone,
Upon the hither side: and once I said,
As I remember, looking round these rocks
And hills on which we ali of us were born,
That God who made the great book of the
world
Would bless such piety —
Leonard.
It may be then —
Priest. Never did worthier lads break
English bread:
The very brightest Sunday Autumn saw
With ali its mealy clusters of ripe nuts, 270
Could never keep those boys away from
church,
Or tempt them to an hour of sabbath
breach.
Leonard and James ! I warrant, every corner
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Among these roeks, and every hollow place
That venturous foot could reach, to one or
both
Waa known as well as to the flowers that
grow there.
Like roe-bucks they went bounding o'er the
hills;
They played like two young ravens on the
crags:
Then they eould write, ay and speak too,
as well
As many of their betters—and for Leonard!
The very night before he went away, 281
In my own house I put into his hand
A Bible, and I 'd wager house and field
That, if he be alive, he has it yet.
Leonard. It seems, these Brothers have
not lived to be
A comfort to each other —
Priest.
That they might
Live to such end is what both old and yoimg
In this onr valley ali of us have wished,
And what, for my part, I have often prayed:
But Leonard —
Leonard. Then James still is left among
you!
290
Priest. 'T is of the elder brother I am
speaking:
They had an micle; — he waa at that time
A thriving man, and trafficked on the seas:
And, but for that same uncle, to this hour
Leonard had never handled rope orshroud:
For the boy loved the life which we lead
here;
And thongh of unripe years, a stripling only,
His soul was knit to this his native soU.
But, as I said, old Walter was too weak
To strive with such a torrent; when he
died,
300
The estate and house were sold; and ali
their sheep,
A pretty flock, and which, for aught I know,
Had clothed the Ewbanks for a thousand
years: —
Well — ali was gone, and they were destitute.
And Leonard, chiefly for his Brother's sake,
Kesolved to try his fortune on the seas.
Twelve years are past since we had tidings
from him.
If there were one among us who had heard
That Leonard Ewbank was come home
again,
From the Great Gavel, down by Leeza's
banks,
310

And down the Enna, far as Egremont,
The day would be a joyous festival;
And those two bells of ours, which there
you see —
Hanging in the open air — but, O good Sir!
This is sad talk •— they '11 never sound for
him —
Living or dead. — When last we heard of
him,
He was in slavery among the Moors
Upon the Barbary coast. — 'T was nót a
little
That would bring down his spirit; and no
doubt,
Before it ended in his death, the Youth 320
Was sadly crossed. — Poor Leonard ! when
we parted,
He took me by the hand, and said to me,
If e'er he should grow rich, he would return,
To live in peace upon his father's land.
And lay his bonés among us.
Leonard.
If that day
Should come, 't would needs be a glad day
for him;
He would himself, no doubt, be happy then
As any that should meet him —
Priest.
Happy ! Sir —
Leonard. You said his kindred ali were
in their graves,
329
And that he had one Brother —
Priest.
That is but
A fellow-tale of sorrow. From his youth
James, though not sickly, yet was delicate;
And Leonard being always by his side
Had done so many offices about him,
That, though he was not of a timid nature,
Yet still the spirit of a mountain-boy
In him was some what checked; and, when
his Brother
Was gone to sea, and he was left alone,
The little colour that he had was soou
Stolen from his eheek; he drooped, and
pined, and pined—
340
Leonard. But these are ali the graves of
full-grown men!
Priest. Ay, Sir, that passed away: we
took him to us;
He was the chUd of ali the dale — he lived
Three months with one, and six months with
another.
And wanted neither food, nor clothes, nor
love:
And many, many happy days were his.
But, whether blithe or sad, 't is my belief
His absent Brother stUl was at his heart.

THE BROTHERS
And, when he dwelt beneath our roof, we
found
(A practice till this time unknown to him)
That often, rising from his bed at night, 351
He in his sleep would walk about, and sleeping
He sought his brother Leonard. — You are
moved!
Forgive me, Sir: bafore I spoke to you,
I judged you most unkindly.
Leonard.
But this Youth,
How did he die at last ?
Priest.
One sweet May-morning,
(It will be twelve years since when Spring
returns)
He had gone forth among the new-dropped
lambs,
With two or three companions, whom their
oourse
Of occupation led from height to height 360
ünder a cloudless sun — till he, at length,
Through weariness, or, haply, to indulge
The humour of the moment, lagged behind.
You see yon precipice; — it wears the shape
Of a vast building made of many erags;
And in the midst is one particular rock
That rises like a column from the vale,
Whence by our shepherds it is called, The
PlLLAE.
Upou its aery summit crowned with heath,
The loiterer, not unnoticed by his comrades,
Lay stretehed at ease; but, passing by the
place
371
On their return, they found that he was gone.
No ill was feared; till one of them by chance
Eutering, when evening was far spent, the
house
Which at that time was James's home, there
learned
That nobody had seen him ali that day:
The morning came, and still he was unheard
of:
The neighbours were alarmed, and to the
brook
Some hastened; some ran to the lake: ere
noon
They foimd him at the foot of that same
rock
380
Dead, and with mangled limbs. The third
day after
I buried him, poor Youth, and there he lies !
Leonard. And that then is his grave ! —Before his death
You say that he saw many happy years ?
Priest. Ay, that he did —
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Leonard. And ali went well with him ? —
Priest. If he had one, the Youth had
twenty homes.
Leonard. And you believe, then, that his
mind was easy ? —
Priest. Yes, long before he died, he found
that time
Is a true friend to sorrow; and unless
His thoughts were turned on Leonard's
luckless fortune,
390
He talked about him with a cheerful love.
Leonard. He could not come to an unhallowed end !
Priest. Nay, God forbid! — You recollect
I mentioned
A habit which disquietude and grief
Had brought upon him; and we ali conjectured
That, as the day was warm, he had lain
down
On the soft heath, — and, waiting for his
comrades,
He there had fallen asleep; that in his sleep
He to the margin of the precipice
Had walked, and from the summit had
fallen headlong:
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And so no doubt he perished. When the
Youth
Fell, in his hand he must have grasped, we
think,
His shepherd's stafB; for on that Filiar of
rock
It had been caught mid-way; and there for
years
It hung; — and mouldered there.
The Priest here ended —
The Stranger would have thanked him, but
he felt
A gushing from his heart, that took away
The power of speech. Both left the spot in
silence;
And Leonard, when they reached the
churchyard gate,
As the Priest lifted up the latch, tumed
round, —
410
And, looking at the grave, he said, " My
Brother !"
The Viçar did not hear the words: and now,
He pointed towards his dwelling-place, entreating
That Leonard would partake his homely
fare:
The other thanked him with an earnest
voice;
But added, that, the evening being calm.
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He would pursue his iourney. So they
parted.
It was not long ere Leonard reached a
grove
That overhung the road: he there stopped
short,
And, sitting down beneath the trees, reviewed
420
Ali that the Priest had said: his early years
Were with him: — his long absence, oherished hopes,
And thoughts which had been his an hour
before,
Ali pressed on him with such a weight, that
now,
This vale, where he had been so happy,
seemed
A place in which he could not bear to live:
So he relinquished ali his purposes.
He travelled back to Egremont: and thence,
That night, he wrote a letter to the Priest,
Reminding him of what had passed between
them;
430
And adding, with a hope to be forgiven,
That it was from the weakness of his heart
He had not dared to tell him who he was.
This done, he went on shipboard, and is now
A Seaman, a grey-headed Mariner.
MICHAEL
A PASTORAL POEM
1800. 1800
Written at Town-end, Grasmere, about the
same time as " The Brothers." The Sheepfold,
on which so xnuch of the poem turns, remains,
or rather the ruins of it. The character and
circiimstances of Luke were taJken from a
family to whom had belonged, many years before, the house we lived in at Town-end, alon^
with some fields and woodiands on the eastem
shore of Grasmere. The name of the Evening
Star was not in fact given to this house, but to
another on the same side of the valley, more to
the north.
Ir from the public way you tum your steps
TJp the tmnnltuous brook of Greenhead
Ghyll,
You will suppose that with an upright path
Yovir feet must struggle; in such bold ascent
The pastoral mountains front you, face to
face.

But, courage ! for around that boisterous
brook
The mountains have ali opened out themselves.
And made a hidden valley of their own.
No habitation can be seen; but they
Who journey thither flnd themselves alone
With a few sheep, with roeks and stones,
and kites
n
That overhead are sailing in the sky.
It is in truth an utter solitude;
Nor should I have made mention of this
Dell
But for one object which you might pass
Might see and notice not. Beside the brook
Appears a straggling heap of unhewn
stones !
And to that simple object appertains
A story — unenriched with strange events,
Yet not unflt, I deem, for the fireside, 20
Or for the summer shade. It was the first
Of those domestic tales that spake to me
Of shepherds, dwellers in the valleys, men
Whom I already loved; not verUy
For their own sakes, but for the fields and
hills
Where was their occupation and abode.
And hence this Tale, whüe I was yet a Boy
Careless of books, yet having felt the power
Of Nature, by the gentle agency
Of natural objects, led me on to feel
30
For passions that were not my own, and
think
(At random and imperfectly indeed)
On man, the heart of man, and human life.
Therefore, although it be a history
Homely and rude, I will relate the same
For the delight of a few natural hearts;
And, with yet fonder feeling, for the sake
Of youthful Poets, who among these hills
Will be my second self when I am gone.
Upon the forest-sidein Grasmere Vale 40
There dwelt a Shepherd, Michael was his
name;
An old man, stout of heart, and strong of
limb.
His bodily frame had been from youth to
age
Of anunusual strength: hismindwas keen,
Intense, and frugal, apt for ali affiairs.
And in his shepherd's calling he was prompt
And watohful more than ordinary men.
Hence had he learned the meaning of ali
winds.
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Of blasts of every tone; and, oftentimes,
Wheu others heeded not, He heard the
South
50
Make subterraneous music, like the noise
Of bagpipers ou distant Highland hills.
The Shepherd, at such warning, of his flock
Bethought him, and he to himself would
say,
"The winds are now devising work for
me !"
And, truly, at ali times, the storm, that
drives
The traveller to a shelter, summoned him
Up to the mountains: he had been alone
Amid the heart of many thousand mists,
That came to him, and left him, on the
heights.
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So lived he till his eightieth year was past.
And grossly that man errs, who should
suppose
That the green valleys, and the streams
and rocks,
Were things indilíerent to the Shepherd's
thoughts.
Fields, where with cheerful spirits he had
breathed
The common air; hills, which with vigorous
step
He had so often climbed; which had impressed
So many incidents upon his mind
68
Of hardship, skül or courage, joy or fear;
Which, like a book, preserved the memory
Of the dnmb animais, whom he had saved,
Had fed or sheltered, linking to such acts
The certainty of honourable gain;
Those fields, those hills — what eould they
less ? had laid
Strong hold on his affections, were to him
A pleasurable feeling of blind love,
The pleasure which there is in life itself.
His days had not been passed in singleness.
His Helpmate was a comely matron, old —
Though younger than himself full twenty
years.
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She was a woman of a stirring life,
Whose heart was inher house: two wheels
she had
Of antique form; this large, for spúming
wool;
That small, for flax; and if one wheel had
rest
It was because the other was at work.
The Pair had but one inmate in their house,
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An only ChUd, who had been born to them
When Michael, telling o'er his years, began
To deem that he was old, — in shepherd's
phrase,
With one foot in the grave. This only Son,
With two brave sheep-dogs tried in many a
storm,
91
The one of an inestimable worth,
Made ali their household. I may truly say,
That they were as a proverb in the vale
For endless industry. When day was gone,
And from their occupations out of doors
The Son and Father were come home, even
then,
Their labour did not cease; unless when ali
Turned to the cleanly supper-board, and
there,
Each with a mess of pottage and skimmed
mUk,
100
Sat round the basket piled with oaten cakes,
And their plain home-made cheese. Yet
when the meai
Was ended, Luke (for so the Son was
named)
And his old Father both betook themselves
To such convenient work as might employ
Their hands by the fireside; perhaps to
card
Wool for the Housewife's spindle, or repair
Some injury done to sickle, flail, or scythe,
Or other implement of house or field.
Down from the ceiling, by the chimney's
edge,
IIO
That in our ancient unconth country style
With huge and black projection overbrowed
Large space beneath, as duly as the light
Of day grew dim the Housewrfe hung a
lamp;
An aged utensil, which had performed
Service beyond ali others of its kind.
Early at evening did it burn — and late,
Surviving comrade of imcounted hours,
Which, going by from year to year, had
found,
And left, the couple neither gay perhaps
Nor cheerful, yet with objects and with
hopes,
121
Living a life of eager industry.
And now, when Luke had reached his
eighteenth year,
There by the light of this old lamp they
sate,
Father and Son, while far into the night
The Housewife plied her own peculiar work,
Making the cottage through the silent hours
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Murmur as with the sound of summer íiies.
This light was famous in its neighbourhood,
And was a public symbol of the life
130
That thrifty Pair had lived. For, as it
chanced,
Their cottage on a plot of rising ground
Stood single, with large prospect, north
and south,
High into Easedale, up to Dunmail-Raise,
And westward to the village near the lake;
And from this constant light, so regular
And so far seen, the House itself, by ali
Who dwelt within the limits of the vale,
Both old and young, was named The
Evening Star.
Thus living on through such a length of
years,
140
The Shepherd, if he loved himself, must
needs
Have loved his Helpmate; but to Michael's
heart
This son of his old age was yet more dear —
Less from instinetive tenderness, the same
Fond spirit that blindly works in the blood
of ali —
Than that a child, more than ali other gif ts
That earth can offer to declining man,
Brings hope with it, and forward-looking
thoughts,
And stirrings of inquietude, when they
By tendency of nature needs must fail. 150
Exceeding was the love he bare to him,
His heart and his hearfs joy ! For oftentimes
Old Michael, while he was a babe in arms,
Had done him female service, not alone
For pastime and delight, as is the use
Of fathers, but with patient mind enforced
To acts of tenderness; and he had rocked
His cradle, as with a woman's gentle hand.
And, in a later time, ere yet the Boy
Had put on boy's attire, did Michael love,
Albeit of a stern unbending mind,
161
To have the Young-one in his sight, when
he
Wrought in the field, or on his shepherd's
stool
Sate with a fettered sheep bafore him
stretched
Under the large old oak, that near his door
Stood single, and, from matchless depth of
shade,
Chosen for the Shearer's covert from the
sun,
Thence in our rustic dialect was called

The Clipping Tree, a name whieh yet it
bears.
There, while they two were sitting in the
shade,
170
With others roímd them, eamest ali and
blithe,
Would Michael exercise his heart with looks
Of fond correction and reproof bestowed
Upon the Child, if he disturbed the sheep
By catching at their legs, or with his
shouts
Scared them, while they lay still beneath
the shears.
And when by Heaven's good grace the
boy grew up
A healthy Lad, and carried in his cheek
Two steady roses that were five years old;
Then Michael from a winter coppice cut 180
With his own hand a sapling, which he
hooped
With iron, making it throughout in ali
Due requisites a perfect shepherd's stafp.
And gave it to the Boy; wherewith equipt
He as a watchman oftentimes was placed
At gate or gap, to stem or turn the flock;
And, to his office prematurely called,
There stood the urchin, as you will divine,
Something between a hindrance and a help;
And for this cause not always, I believe, 190
Receiving from his Father hire of praise;
Though nought was left undone which
staff, or voice,
Or looks, or threatening gestures, could
perform.
But soon as Luke, full ten years old,
could stand
Against the mountain blasts; and to the
heights,
Not fearing toil, nor length of weary ways,
He with his Father daily went, and they
Were as companions, why should I relate
That objects which the Shepherd loved
before
Were dearer now ? that from the Boy there
came
200
Feelings and emanations — things which
were
Light to the sun and music to the wind;
And that the old Man's heart seemed born
again ?
Thus in his Father's sight the Boy grew
up:
And now, when he had reached his eighteenth year,
He was his comfort and his daUy hope.
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While in this sort the simple household
lived
From day to day, to Michael's ear there
carne
DistressM tidings. Long before the time
Of which I speak, the Shepherd had been
bound
210
In surety for his brother's son, a man
Of an industrious life, and ample means;
But unforeseen misfortunes suddenly
Had prest upon him; and old Michael uow
Was suinmoned to discharge the forfeiture,
A grievous penalty, but little less
Than half his substance. This unlooked-for
claim,
At the first hearing, for a moment took
More hope out of his life than he supposed
That any old man ever could have lost. 220
As soon as he had armed himself with
strength
To look his trouble in the face, it seemed
The Shepherd's sole resource to sell at once
A portion of his patrimonial íields.
Such was his first resolve; he thought again,
And his heart failed him. " Isabel," said he,
Two evenings after he had heard the news,
"I have been toiling more than seventy
years,
And in the open sunshine of God'8 love 229
Have we ali lived; yet if these flelds of ours
Should pass into a stranger's hand, I think
That I could not lie quiet in my grave.
Our lot is a hard lot; the sun himself
Has soarcely been more diligent than I;
And I have lived to be a fool at last
To my own family. An evil man .
That was, and made an evil choice, if he
Were false to us; and if he were not false,
There are ten thousand to whom loss like
this
239
Had been no sorrow. I forgive him; — but
'T were better to be dumb than to talk thus.
When I began, my purpose was to speak
Of remedies and of a oheerful hope.
Our Luke shall leave us, Isabel; the land
Shall not go from us, and it shall be free;
He shall possess it, free as is the wind
That passes over it. We have, thou know'st,
Another kinsman — he will be our friend
In this distress. He is a prosperous man,
Thriving in trade — and Luke to him shall
go,
250
And with his kinsman's help and his own
thrift
He quickly will repair this loss, and then

241

He may return to us. If here he stay,
What can be done ? Where every one is
poor,
What can be gained ? "
At this the old Man paused,
And Isabel sat silent, for her mind
Was busy, looking back into past times.
There 's Richard Bateman, thought she to
herself,
He was a parish-boy — at the church-door
They made a gathering for him, shillings,
pence
260
And halfpennies, wherewith the neighbours
bought
A basket, which they filled with pedlar's
wares;
And, with this basket on his arm, the lad
Went up to London, found a master there,
Who, out of many, chose the trusty boy
To go and overlook his merchandise
Beyond the seas; where he grew wondrous
rich,
And left estates and monies to the poor.
And, at his birth-place, built a chapei,
floored
With marble which he sent from foreigu
lands.
270
These thoughts, and many others of like
sort,
Passed quickly through the mind of Isabel,
And her face brightened. The old Man
was glad.
And thus resumed: — " Well, Isabel! this
scheme
These two days, has been meat and drink
to me.
Far more than we have lost is left us yet.
— We have enough— I wish indeed that I
Were younger; — but this hope is a good
hope.
— Make ready Luke's best garments, of
the best
Buy for him more, and let us send him
forth
280
To-morrow, or the next day, or to-night:
— If he could go, the Boy should go tonight."
Here Michael ceased, and to the flelds
went forth
With a light heart. The Housewife for
five days
Was restless morn and night, and ali day
long
Wrought on with her best fingers to prepare
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Things needful for the journey of her son.
But Isabel was glad when Sunday carne
To stop her in her work: for, when she
lay
By Michael's side, she through the last two
nights
290
Heard him, how he was troubled in his
sleep:
And when they rose at morning she could
see
That ali his hopes were gone. That day
at noon
She said to Luke, while they two by themselves
Were sitting at the door, " Thou must not
go:
We have no other Child but thee to lose —
None to remember — do not go away,
For if thou leave thy Father he will die."
The Youth made answer with a jocund
voice;
And Isabel, when she had told her fears,
Reeovered heart. That evening her best
fare
301
Did she bring forth, and ali together sat
Like happy people round a Christmas fira.
With daylight Isabel resumed her work;
And ali the ensuing week the house appeared'
As eheerful as a grove in Spring: at length
The expected letter from their kinsman
carne,
With kind assurances that he would do
His utmost for the welfare of the Boy;
To which, requests were added, that forthwith
310
He might be sent to him. Ten times or
more
The letter was read over; Isabel
Went forth to show it to the neighbours
round;
Nor was there at that time on English land
A prouder heart than Luke's. When Isabel
Had to her house returned, the old Man
said,
" He shall depart to-morrow." To this
word
The Housewife answered, talking much of
things
Which, if at such short notice he should
go>
319
Would svirely be forgotten. But at length
She gave consent, and Michael was at ease.
Near the tumultuous brook of Greenhead
Ghyll,

In that deep valley, Michael had designed
To build a Sheepfold; and, before he heard
The tidings of his melancholy loss,
For this same purpose he had gathered np
A heap of stones, which by the streamlefs
edge
Lay thrown together, ready for the work.
With Luke that evening thitherward he
walked:
And soou as they had reached the place he
stopped,
330
And thus the old Man spake to him: —
" My Son,
To-morrow thou wüt leave me: with full
heart
I look upon thee, for thou art the same
That wert a promise to me ere thy birth,
And ali thy life hast been my daily joy.
I wUl relate to thee some little part
Of our two histories; 't will do thee good
When thou art from me, even if I should
touch
On things thou caust not know of.
After thou
First cam'st into the world — as oft befalls
To new-born infants — thou didst sleep
away
341
Two days, and blessings from thy Father's
tongue
Then fell upon thee. Day by day passed
on.
And still I loved thee with increasing love.
Ne ver to living ear came sweeter sounds
Than when I heard thee by our own fireside
First uttering, without words, a natural
tune;
While thou, a feeding babe, didst in thy joy
Sing at thy Mother's breast. Month followed month.
And in the open fields my life was passed
And on the mountains; else I think that
thou
351
Hadst been brought up upon thy Father's
knees.
But we were playmates, Luke: among
these hills,
As well thou knowest, in us the old and
young
Have played together, nor with me didst
thou
Lack any pleasure which a boy can know."
Luke had a manly heart; but at these
words
He sobbed aloud. The old Man grasped
his hand.
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And said, " Nay, do not take it so — I see
That these are things of which I need not
speak.
360
— Even to the utmost I have been to thee
A kind and a good Father: and herein
I but repay a gift which I myself
Keceived at others' hands; for, though now
old
Beyond the common life of man, I still
Remember them who loved me in my youth.
Both of them sleep together: here they
lived,
As ali their Forefathers had done; and
when
At length their time was come, they were
notloth
To give their bodies to the family mould.
I wished that thou should'st live the life
they lived:
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But, 't is a long time to look back, my Son,
And see so little gain from threescore years.
These fields were burthened when they
came to me;
Till I was forty years of age, not more
Than half of my inheritance was mine.
I toUed and toUed; God blessed me in my
work,
And till these three weeks past the land
was free.
— It looks as if it never could endure
Another Master. Heaven forgive me,
Luke,
380
If I judge ill for thee, but it seems good
That thou shouWst go."
At this the old Man paused;
Then, pointing to the stones near which
they stood,
Thus, after a short silence, he resumed:
" This was a work for us; and now, my Son,
It is a work for me. But, lay one stone —
Here, lay it for me, Luke, with thine own
hands.
Nay, Boy, be of good hope; — we both
may live
To see a better day. At eighty-four
I still am strong and hale; — do thou thy
part;
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I will do mine. — I will begin again
With mauy tasks that were resigned to
thee:
Up to the heights, and in among the storms,
Will I without thee go again, and do
Ali works which I was wont to do alone,
Before I knew thy face. — Heaven bless
thee, Boy !
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Thy heart these two weeks has been beating fast
With many hopes; it should be so — yes —
yes —
I knew that thou could'st never have a wish
To leave me, Luke: thou hast been bound
to me
4cx>
Only by links of love: when thou art gone,
What will be left to us ! — But, I forget
My purposes. Lay now the corner-stone,
As I requested; and hereafter, Luke,
When thou art gone away, should evil men
Be thy companions, think of me, my Son,
And of this moment; hither turn thy
thoughts.
And God will strengthen thee: amid ali fear
And ali temptation, Luke, I pray that thou
May'st bear iu mind the life thy Fathers
lived,
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Who, being innocent, did for that cause
Bestir them in good deeds. Now, fare thee
well^—•
When thou return'st, thou in this place wilt
see
A work which is not here: a covenant
'T will be between us; but, whatever fate
Befall thee, I shall love thee to the last,
And bear thy memory with me to the
grave."
'
The Shepherd ended here; and Luke
stooped down.
And, as bis Father had requested, laid
The first stone of the Sheepfold. At the
sight
420
The old Man's grief broke from him; to
his heart
He pressed his Son, he kissèd him and wept;
And to the house together they retumed.
— Hushed was that House in peace, or
seeming peace,
Ere the night fell: —with morrow's dawn
the Boy
Began his joumey, and when he had reached
The public way, he put on a bold face;
And ali the neighbours, as he passed their
doors,
Came forth with wishes and with farewell
prayers,
That followed him till he was out of sight.
A good report did from their Kinsman
come,
431
Of Luke and his well-doing: and the Boy
Wrote loving letters, full of wondrous news,
Which, as the Housewife phrased it, were
throughout
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" The prettiest letters that were ever seen."
Both parents read them with rejoicing
hearts.
So, many months passed ou: and once again
The Shepherd went about his daily work
With oonfldent and cheerful thoughts; and
now
439
Sometimes when he could find a leisure hour
He to that valley took his way, and there
Wrought at the Sheepfold. Meantime Luke
began
To slacken in his duty; and, at length,
He in the dissolute city gave himself
To evU courses: ignominy and shame
Fell on him, so that he was driven at last
To seek a hiding-place beyond the seas.
There is a comfort in the strength of love;
'T wül make a thing endurable, which else
Would overset the brain, or break the heart:
I have conversed with more than one who
well
451
Remember the old Man, and what he was
Years after he had heard this heavy news.
His bodily f rame had been from yonth to age
Of an unusual strength. Among the rocks
He went, and still looked up to sun and
clond,
And listened to the wind; and, as before,
Performed ali kinds of labour for his sheep,
And for the land, his small inheritance. 459
And to that hollow deli from time to time
Did he repair, to build the Fold of which
His flock had need. 'T is not forgotten yet
The pity which was then in every heart
For the old Man — and 't is believed by ali
That many and many a day he thither went,
And never lifted up a single stone.
There, by the Sheepfold, sometimes was
he seen
Sitting alone, or with his faithful Dog,
Then old, beslde him, lying at his feet.
The length of full seven years, from time to
time,
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He at the building of this Sheepfold wrought.
And left the work unfinished when he died.
Three years, or little more, did Isabel
Survive her Husband: at her death the estate
Was sold, and went into a stranger's hand.
The Cottage which was named the EvenING Star
Is gone — the ploughshare has been through
the ground
On which it stood; great changes have been
wrought

In ali the neighbourhood: —yet the oak is
left
That grew beside their door; and the remains
48a
Of the unfinished Sheepfold may be seen
Beside the boisterous brook of Greenhead
Ghyll.
THE IDLE SHEPHERD-BOYS
OR, DUNGEON-GHYLL FORCE
A PASTORAL
1800. 1800
Written at Town-end, Qrasmere. I ■will only
add a little monitory anecdote concerning this
subject. When Coleridge and Southey were
walking together upon the Fells, Southey
obserTed that, if I -wished to be considered a
faithful painter of rural mauners, I ought not
to have said that my Shepherd-boys trimmed
their rustic hats as described in the poem. Just
as the wordg had passed his lips two boys appeared with the very plant eutwined round
their hats. I have often wondered that Southey,
who rambled so much about the mountains,
should haye falleu into this mistake, aud I re<
cord it as a waming for others who, with far
less opportunity than my dear friend had of
knowing what things are, and far less sagacity,
give way to presumptuous criticism, from
which he was free, though in this matter mistaken. In describing a tarn under Helvellyn,
I say —
" There sometimes doth a leaping fish
Send through the tarn a lonely cheer."
This was branded by a critie of these days, in
a review ascribed to Mrs. Barbauld, as unnatural and absurd. I admire the genius of Mrs.
Barbauld, and am certain that, had her education been faTOurable to imaginative influences,
no female of her day would hare been more
likely to sympathise with that image, and to
acknowledge the truth of the sentiment.
The valley rings with mirth and joy;
Among the hills the echoes play
A never never ending song.
To welcome in the May.
The magpie ehatters with delight;
The mountain raven's youngling brood
Have left the mother and the nest;
And they go rambling east and west
In search of their own food;
Or through the glittering vapours dart
In very wantonness of heart.
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Beneath a rock, upon the grass,
Two boys are sitting in the sun;
Their work, if any work they have,
Is out of mind— or done.
On pipes of sycamore they play
The fragmenta of a Christmas hymn;
Or with that plant which in our dale
We call stag-hom, or fox's tail,
Their rusty hats they trim:
And thus, as happy as the day,
Those Shepherds wear the time away.
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His pulse is stopped, his breath is lost,
He totters, pallid as a ghost,
And, looking down, espies
A lamb, that in the pool is pent
Within that black and frightful rent.
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Along the river's stony marge
The sand-lark chants a joyous song;
The thrush is busy in the wood,
And carols loud and strong.
A thousand lambs are on the rocks,
Ali newly born ! both earth and sky
Keep jubilee, and more than ali,
Those boys with their green coronal;
30
They never hear the cry,
That plaintive cry ! which up the hill
Comes from the depth of Dungeon-Ghyll.
Said Walter, leaping from the ground,
" Down to the stump of yon old yew
We '11 for our whistles run a race."
Away the shepherds flew;
They leapt — they ran — and when they
came
Kight opposite to Dungeon-Ghyll,
Seeing that he should lose the prize,
40
"Stop !" to his comrade Walter cries —
James stopped with no good will:
Said Walter then, exulting; " Here
You '11 find a task for half a year.
" Cross, if you dare, where I shall cross —
Come on, and tread where I shall tread."
The other took him at his word.
And followed as he led.
It was a spot which you may see
If ever you to Langdale go;
50
Into a chasm a mighty block
Hath fallen, and made a bridge of rock:
The gulf is deep below;
And, in a basin black and small,
Keceives a lofty waterfall.
With stafE in hand across the cleft
The ehallenger pursued his march;
And now, ali eyes and feet, hath gained
The middle of the arch.
When list! he hears a piteous moan — 60
Again ! — his heart within him dies —

The lamb had slipped into the stream,
And safe without a bruise or wound
The cataract had borne him down
Into the gulf profound.
70
His dam had seen him when he fell,
She saw him down the torrent borne;
And, whUe with ali a mother's love
She from the lofty rocks above
Sent forth a cry forlorn,
The lamb, still swimming round and round,
Made answer to that plaintive sound.
When he had leamt what thing it was,
That sent this rueful cry; I ween
The Boy recovered heart, and told
80
The sight which he had seen.
Both gladly now deferred their task;
Nor was there wantmg other aid —
A Poet, one who loves the brooks
Far better than the sages' books,
By chance had thither strayed;
And there the helpless lamb he found
By those huge rocks eneompassed round.
He drew it from the troubled pool.
And brought it forth into the light:
90
The Shepherds met him with his charge,
An unexpected sight!
Into their arms the lamb they took,
Whose life and limbs the flood had spared;
Then up the steep ascent they hied,
And placed him at his mother's side;
And gently did the Bard
Those idle Shepherd-boys upbraid.
And bade them better mind their trade.
THE PET-LAMB
A PASTORAL
1800. 1800
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. Barbara
Lewthwaite, now liring at Ambleside (1843),
though much changed as to beauty, was one of
two most lovely sisters. Almost the first words
my poor brother John said, when he visited us
for the first time at Grasmere, were, '' Were
those two Angels that I have just seen ? " and
from his description I have no doubt they were
those two sisters. The mother died in childbed;
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and one of our neighbours at Grasmere told me
that the loveliest aight she Had ever seen was
that mother as she lay in her coíBid with her
babe in her arm. I mention thia to notice what
I cannot but tbink a salutary custom once universal in these vales. Every attendant on a
funeral made it a duty to look at the corpse in
the coffin before the lid was closed, which was
never done (nor I believe is now) till a minute
cr two before the corpse was removed. Barbara
Lewthwaite was not in faot the ehild whom I
had seen and overheard as described in the
poem. I chose the name for reasons implied in
the above; and will here add a caution against
the use of names of living persons. Within a
few months after the publication of this poem,
I was much surprised, and more hurt, to find it
in a ehild's school-book which, having been
compiled by Lindley Murray, had come into
use at Grasmere School where Barbara was a
pupil; and, alas! I had the mortifícation of
hearing that she was very vain of being thus
disting^ished; and, in after-life,she used to say
that she remembered the incident and what I
said to her upon the occasion.

Now with her empty can the Maiden turned
away:
But ere ten yards were gone her footsteps
did she stay.
Right towards the lamb she looked; and
from a shady place
I imobserved could see the workings of her
face:
If Nature to her tongue could measured
nimíbers bring,
Thus, thought I, to her lamb that little
Maid might sing:
20
" What ails thee, young One ? what ? Why
pull so at thy cord ?
Is it not well with thee ? well both for bed
and board ?
Thy plot of grass is soft, and green as grass
can be;
Rest, little young One, rest; what is 't that
aileth thee ?

The dew was falling fast, the stars began
to blink;
I heard a voice; it said, " Drink, pretty
creature, drink !"
And, looking o'er the hedge, before me I
espied
A snow-white mountain-lamb with a Maiden
at its side.

" What is it thou wouldst seek ? What is
wanting to thy heart ?
Thy limbs are they not strong ? And beautiful thou art:
This grass is tender grass; these flowers
they havc no peers;
And that green com ali day is rustling in
thy ears !

Nor sheep nor kine were near; the lamb
was ali alone,
And by a slender cord was tethered to a
stone;
With one knee on the grass did the little
Maiden kneel,
While to that mountaiti-lamb she gave its
evening meai.

" If the sun be shining hot, do but stretch
thy woollen chain,
This beech is standing by, its eovert thou
canst gain;
30
For rain and mountain-storms! the like
thou need'st not fear,
The rain and storm are things that scarcely
can come here.

The lamb, whUe from her hand he thus his
supper took,
Seemed to feast with head and ears; and
his tail with pleasure shook .
IO
" Drink, pretty creature, drink," she said
in such a tone
That I almost received her heart into my
own.

" Kest, little young One, rest; thouhastforgot the day
When my father found thee first in places
far away;
Many flocks were on the hills, but thou
wert owned by none.
And thy mother from thy side for evermore
was gone.

'T was little Barbara Lewthwaite, a child of
beauty rare !
I watched them with delight, they were a
lovely pair.

" He took thee in his arms, and in pity
brought thee home:
A blessèd day for thee I then whither
wouldst thou roam ?
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A faithful nurse thou hast; the dam that
did thee yeau
Upon the mountain-tops no kinder could
have been.
40

And it seemed, as I retraced the ballad line
by line,
That but half of it was hers, and one half
of it was mine.

" Thou know'st that twice a day I have
brought thee in this can
Fresh water from the brook, as clear as ever
ran;
And twice in the day, when the ground is
wet with dew,
I bring thee draughts of mük, warm milk
it is and new.

Again, and once again, did I repeat
song;
"líay," said I, "more than half to
damsel must belong.
For she looked with such a look and
spake with such a tone,
That I almost received her heart into
own."

" Thy limbs will shortly be twice as. stout
as they are now,
Then I '11 yoke thee to my cart like a pony
in the plough;
My playmate thou shalt be; and when the
wind is eold
Our hearth shall be thy bed, our house shall
be thy fold.
" It wUl not, will not rest! — Poor creature,
can it be
That 't is thy mother's heart which is working so in thee ?
50
Things that I know not of belike to thee are
dear,
And dreams of things which thou canst
neither see nor hear.
" Alas, the mountain-tops that look so green
and fair !
I 've heard of fearful winds and darkness
that come there;
The little brooks that seem ali pastime and
ali play,
When they are angry, roar like lions for
their prey.
" Here thou need'st not dread the raven in
the sky;
Night and day thou art safe, — our cottage
is hard by.
Why bleat so after me ? Why pull so at
thy chain ?
Sleep — and at break of day I will come to
thee again !"
60
— As homeward through the lane I went
with lazy feet,
■This song to myself did I oftentimes repeat;

the
the
she
my

POEMS ON THE NAMING OF
PLACES
1800. 1800
ADVERTISEMENT
By persons resident in the oountry and attached to rural objects, many places will be
found unnamed cr of unknown names, where
little Incidents must hare occnrred, or feelings
been experienoed, which will haye giren to
such places a private and peculiar interest.
From a wish to giye some sort of reeord to such
Incidents, and renew the gratifícation of such
feelings, Kames have been given to Places by
the Author and some of his Friends, and the
following Poems written in consequence.
I
Written at Grasmere. This poem was suggested on the banks of the brook that runs
through Easedale, which is, in some parts of
its course, as wild and beautiful as brook can
be. I have composed thousands of verses by
the side of it.
It was an April moming: fresh and clear
The Kivulet, delighting in its strength,
Kan with a young man'sspeed; and yet the
voice
Of waters which the winter had supplied
Was softened down into a vernal tone.
The spirit of enjoyment and desire.
And hopes and wishes, from ali living things
Went circling, like a multitude of sounds.
The budding groves seemed eager to urge
on
9
The steps of June; as if their various hues
Were only hindrances that stood between
Them and their object: but, meanwhUe,
prevailed
Such an entire contentment in the air
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That every naked ash, and tardy tree
Yet leafless, showed as if the ooimtenance
With which it looked on this delightful day
Were native to the summer. — Up tlie brook
I roamed in the confusion of my heart,
Alive to ali things and forgetting ali.
At length I to a sudden turning carne 20
In this continuous glen, where down a rock
The Stream, so ardent in its course before,
Sent forth such sallies of glad sound, that
ali
Which I till then had heard, appeared the
voice
Of common pleasure: beast and bird, the
lamb,
The shepherd's dog, the linnet and the
thrush
Vied with this waterfall, and made a song,
Which, whilp. I listened, seemed like the
wUd growth
Or like some natural produce of the air,
That could not cease to be. Green leaves
were here;
3°
But 't was the f oliage of the rooks — the
birch,
The yew, the hoUy, and the bright green
thorn,
With hanging islands of resplendent furze:
And, on a summit, distant a short space,
By any who should look beyond the deli,
A single mountain-cottage might be seen.
I gazed and gazed, and to myself I said,
" Our thoughts at least are ours; and this
wild nook,
My Emma, I will dedicate to thee."
Soon did the spot become my other
home,
40
My dwelling, and my out-of-doors abode.
And, of the Shepherds who have seen me
there,
To whom I sometimes in our idle talk
Have told this fancy, two or three, perhaps,
Years after we are gone and in our graves,
When they have cause to speak of this wild
place,
May call it by the name of Emma's Dell.
II
TO JOANNA
Written at Grasmere. The efBect of her
laugh is an extravaganee; though the e£Eeet
of the reverberation of voices in some parta
of the mountains is very striking. There is, in
the " Excursion," an allusion to the bleat of a

lamb thus re-echoed, and described without
any exaggeration, as I heard it, on the side of
Stiekle Tarn, from the precipice that stretches
on to Langdale Pikes.
Amid the smoke of cities did you pass
The time of early youth; and there you
learned,
From years of quiet industry, to love
The living Beings by your own fireside,
With such a strong devotion, that your
heart
Is slow to meet the sympathies of them
Who look upon the hills with tenderness,
And make dear friendships with the streams
and groves.
Yet we, who are transgressors in this kind,
Dwelling retired in our simplicity
10
Among the woods and flelds, we love you
well,
Joamia ! and I guess, since you have been
So distant from us now for two long years,
That you will gladly lijten to discourse,
However trivial, if you thence be taught
That they, with whom you once were happy,
talk
Familiarly of you and of old times.
While I was seated, now some ten days
past,
Beneath those lofty firs, that overtop
Their ancient neighbour, the old steepletower,
20
The Viçar from his gloomy house hard by
Came forth to greet me; and when he had
asked,
"How fares Joanna, that wild-hearted
Maid !
And when will she return to us ?" he
paused;
And, after short exchange of village news,
He with grave looks demanded, for what
cause,
Reviving obsolete idolatry,
I, like a Runic Priest, in characters
Of formidable size had chiselled out
Some unoouth name upon the native rock,
Above the Rotha, by the forest-side.
31
— Now, by those dear immunities of heart
Engendered between malice and true love,
I was not loth to be so catechised.
And this was my reply; — " As it befell,
One summer morning we had walked abroad
At break of day, Joanna and myself.
— 'T was that delightful season when the
broom.
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Full-flowered, and visible on every steep,
Along the copses runs in veins of gold. 40
Our pathway led us on to Rotha's banks;
And wheu we carne in front of that tall rock
That eastward looks, I there stopped short
— and stood
Tracing the lofty barrier with my eye
From base to summit; sucb delight I found
To note in shrub and tree, in stone and
flower
That intermixture of delicious hues,
Along so vast a surface, ali at once,
In one impression, by connecting force
Of their own beauty, imaged in the heart.
— When I had gazed perhaps two minutes'
space,
51
Joanna, looking in my eyes, beheld
That ravishment of mine, and laughed
aloud.
The Rock, like something starting from a
sleep,
Took up the Lady's voice, and laughed
again;
That aneient Woman seated on Helm-orag
Was ready with her cavem; Hammar-scar,
And the tall Steep of Silver-how, sent f orth
A noise of laughter; southern Loughrigg
heard,
And Fairfield answered with a mountain
tone;
60
Helvellyn far into the clear bine sky
Carried the Lady's voice, — old Skiddaw
blew
His speaking-tmmpet; — back out of the
clouds
Of Glaramara southward came the voice;
And Kirkstone tossed it from his misty
head.
— Now whether (said I to our cordial
Friend,
Who in the hey-day of astonishment
Smiled in my face) this were in simple
truth
A work accomplished by the brotherhood
Of aneient mountains, or my ear was
touched
70
With dreams and visionary impulses
To me alone imparted, sure I am
That there was a loud uproar in the hills.
And, while we both were listening, to my
side
The fair Joanna drew, as if she wished
To shelter from some object of her fear.
— And hence, long afterwards, when eighteen moons

Were wasted, as I chanced to walk alone
Beneath this rock, at sunrise, on a calm
And silent morning, I sat down, and there,
In memory of affections old and true, 81
I chiselled out in those rude characters
Joanna's name deep in the living stone: —
And I, and ali who dwell by my fireside,
Have called the lovely rock, Joanna'8
Rock."
III
It Í3 not aocurate that the Eminence here alluded to could be seen from our orchard-seat.
It rises above the road by the side of Grasmere lake, towards Keswick, and its name ia
Stone-Arthur.
There is an Eminence, — of these our
bills
The last that parleys with the setting sun;
We can behold it from our orchard-seat;
And, when at evening we pursue our walk
Along the public way, this Peak, so high
Above us, and so distant in its height,
Is visible; and often seems to send
Its own deep quiet to restore our hearts.
The meteors make of it a favourite haunt:
The star of Jove, so beautiful and large
In the mid heavens, is never half so fair
As when he shines above it. 'T is in truth
The loneliest place we have among the
clouds.
And She who dwells with me, whom I have
loved
With such communion, that no place on
earth
Can ever be a solitude to me,
Hath to this lonely Summit given my
Name.
IV
The character of the eastem shore of Qrasmere lake is quite chanced, since these verses
were written, by the public road belng carried
along its side. The friends spoken of were
Coleridge and my Sister, and the facts occurred strictly as recorded.
A NARROW girdle of rough stones and
crags,
A rude and natural causeway, interposed
Between the water and a winding slope
Of copse and thicket, leaves the eastern
shore
Of Grasmere safe in its own privacy:
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And there myself and two belovèd Friends,
One calm September morning, ere the mist
Had altogether yielded to the sun,
Sauntered on this retired and diffioult way.
111 suits the road with one in haste;
but we
10
Played with our time; and, as we strolled
along,
It was our occnpation to observe
Suoh objects as the waves had tossed
ashore —
Feather, or leaf, or weed, or withered
bough,
Each on the other heaped, along the line
Of the dry wreck. And, in our vacant
mood,
Not seldom did we stop to watch some
tuft
Of dandelion seed or thistle's beard,
That skimmed the surface of the dead calm
lake,
Suddenly halting now — a lifeless stand ! 20
And starting off again with freak as sudden;
In ali its sportive wanderings, ali the while,
Makhig report of an invisible breeze
That was its wings, its chariot, and its
horse,
Its playmate, rather say, its moving sonl.
And often, trifling with a privilege
Alike indulged to ali, we paused, one now.
And now the other, to point out, perchance
To pluck, some flower or water-weed, too
fair
Either to be divided from the placa
30
On which it grew, or to be left alone
To its own beauty. Many such there are,
Fair ferns and flowers, and chiefly that tall
fern,
So stately, of the queen Osmnnda named;
Plant lovelier, in its own retired abode
On Grasmere's beach, than Naiad by the
side
Of Grecian brook, or Lady of the Mere,
Sole-sitting by the shores of old romance.
— So fared we that bright morning: from
the flelds
Meanwhile, a noise was heard, the busy
mirth
40
Of reapers, men and women, boys and girls.
Delighted much to listen to those sounds,
And feeding thus our fancies, we advanced
Along the indented shore; when suddenly,
Through a thin veil of glittering haze was
seen
Before us, on a point of jutting land.

The tall and upright figure of a Man
Attired in peasanPs garb, who stood alone,
Angling beside the margin of the lake.
" Improvident and reckless," we exclaimed,
" The Man must be, who thus can lose a
day
SI
Of the mid harvest, when the labourer's
hire
Is ample, and some little might be stored
Wherewith to eheer him in the winter time."
Thus talking of that Peasant, we approached
Close to the spot where with his rod and
line
He stood alone; whereat he tumed his
head
To greet us — and we saw a Man worn
down
By sickness, gaunt and lean, with sunken
eheeks
59
And wasted limbs, his legs so long and lean
That for my single self 1 looked at them,
Forgetful of the body they sustained. —
Too weak to labour in the harvest field,
The Man was using his best skill to gain
A pittanee from the dead unfeeling lake
That knew not of his wants. I will not say
What thoughts immediately were ours, nor
how
The happy idleness of that sweet morn,
With ali its lovely images, was changed
To serious musing and to self-reproach. 70
Nor did we fail to see within ourselves
What need there is to be reserved in speech,
And temper ali our thoughts with charity.
— Therefore, unwilling to forget that day,
My Friend, Myself, and She who then received
The same admonishment, have called the
place
By a memorial name, uncouth indeed
As e'er by mariner was given to bay
Or foreland, on a new-discovered coast;
And Point Rash-Judgment is the name
it bears.
V
TO M. H.
The pool alluded to is in Rydal Upper Park.
OuRwalk was faramongthe ancient trees:
There was no road, nor any woodman's
path;
But a thick umbrage — checking the wild
growth

THE WATERFALL AND THE EGLANTINE
Of weed and sapling, along soft green turf
Beneath the branches — of itself had made
A traok, that brought us to a slip of lawn,
And a small bed of water in the woods.
Ali round this pool both flocks and herds
might drink
On its flrm margin, even as from a well,
Or some stone-basin which the herdsman's
hand
Had shaped for their refreshment; nor did
sun,
Or wind from any quarter, ever come,
But as a blessing to this calm recess,
This glade of water and this one green
field.
The spot was made by Nature for herself;
The travellers know it not, and 't will remain
Unknown to them; but it is beautiful;
And if a man should plant his cottage near,
Should sleep beneath the shelter of its trees,
And blend its waters with his daily meai,
He would so love it, that in his death-hour
Its image would survive among his thoughts:
And therefore, my sweet Mary, this still
Nook,
With ali its beeches, we have named from
You!
THE WATERFALL AND THE
EGLANTINE
1800. 1800
Suggested nearer to Grasmere, on the same
mountain track as that referred to in the following Note. The Eglantine remained many
years afterwards, but is now gone.
I
"Begone, thou fond presumptuous Elf,"
Exclaimed an angry Voice,
" Nor dare to thrust thy foolish self
Between me and my choice ! "
A small Cascade fresh swoln with snows
Thus threatened a poor Briar-rose,
That, ali bespattered with his foam,
And dancing high and dancing low,
Was living, as a chUd might know,
In an unhappy home.
10
II
" Dost thou presume my course to block ?
OfP, off! or, puny Thing !

I '11 hurl thee headlong with the rock
To which thy fibres cling."
The Flood was tyrannous and strong;
The patient Briar suffered long,
Nor did he utter groan or sigh,
Hoping the danger would be past;
But, seeing no relief, at last,
He ventured to reply.

251

20

III
" Ah ! " said the Briar, " blame me not;
Why should we dwell in strife ?
We who in this sequestered spot
Once lived a happy life !
You stirred me on my rocky bed —
What pleasure through my veins you spread
The summer long, from day to day,
My leaves you freshened and bedewed;
Nor was it common gratitude
That did your cares repay.
30
IV
"When spring came on with bud and
bell,
Among these rocks did I
Before you liang my wreaths to tell
That gentle days were nigh !
And in the sultry summer hours,
I sheltered you with leaves and flowers;
And in my leaves — now shed and gone,
The linnet lodged, and for us two
Chanted his pretty songs, when you
Had little voice or none.
40
V
" But now proud thoughts are in your
breast —
What grief is mine you see,
Ah ! would you think, even yet how blest
Together we might be !
Though of both leaf and flower bereft.
Some ornaments to me are left —
Rich store of scarlet hips is mine,
With which I, in my humble way,
Would deck you many a winter day,
A happy Eglantine !"
50
VI
What more he said I cannot tell,
The Torrent down the rocky deli
Came thxmdering loud and fast;
I listened, nor aught else could hear;
The Briar quaked — and much I f ear
Those accents were his last.
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THE OAK AND THE BROOM
A PASTORAL
1800. 1800
Suggested upon the mountain pathway that
leads from Upper Rydal to Grasmere. The
pouderous block of stone which is mentioned
in the poem remains, I believe, to thia day, a
good way up Nab-Scar. Broom grows under
it, and in many places on the side of the
precipice.
I
His simple truths did Andrew glean
Beside the babbling rills;
A eareful student he had been
Among the woods and hills.
One winter's night, when tbrough the trees
The wind was roaring, on his knees
His youngest bom did Andrew hold:
And while the rest, a ruddy quire,
Were seated round their blazing fire,
This Tale the Shepherd told.
10
II
" I saw a crag, a lofty stone
As ever tempest beat!
Out of its head an Oak had grown,
A Broom out of its feet.
The time was March, a cheerful noon —
The thaw-wind, with the breath of Jmie,
Breathed gently from the warm south-west:
When, in a voice sedate with age,
This Oak, a giant and a sage,
His neighbour thus addressed: —
30
III
■"'Eight weary weeks, through rock and
clay,
Along this mountain's edge,
The Frost hath wrought both night and day,
Wedge driving after wedge.
Look up ! and think, above your head
What trouble, surely, will be bred;
Last night I heard a crash — 't is true,
The splinters took another road —
I see them yonder — what a load
For such a Thing as you !
3°
IV
" ' You are preparing as before.
To deek your slender shape;
And yet, j ust three years back — no more—
You had a strange escape:

Down from yon clifl a fragment broke;
It thundered down, with flre and smoke,
And hitherward pursued its way;
This ponderous block was caught by me,
And o'er your head, as you may see,
'T is hanging to this day !
40
V
"' If breeze or bird to this rough steep
Your kind's first seed did bear;
The breeze had better been asleep,
The bird caught in a snare:
For you and your green twigs decoy
The little witless shepherd-boy
To come and slumber in your bower;
And, trust me, on some sultry noon,
Both you and he, Heaven knows how soon !
Will perish in one hour.
50
VI
"' From me this friendly warning take ' —
The Broom began to doze,
And thus, to keep herself awake,
Did gently interpose:
' My thanks for your discourse are due;
That more than what you say is true,
I know, and I have known it long;
Frail is the bond by which we hold
Out beiiig, whether young or old,
Wise, foolish, weak, or strong.
60
VII
"' Disasters, do the best we can,
Will reach both great and small;
And he is oft the wisest man,
Who is not wise at ali.
For me, why should I wish to roam ?
This spot is my paternal home,
It is my pleasant heritage;
My father many a happy year,
Spread here his careless blossoms, hera
Attained a good old age.
7c
VIII
"' Even such as his may be my lot.
What cause have I to haunt
My heart with terrors ? Am I not
In truth a favoured plant!
On me such bounty Summer pours,
That I am covered o'er with flowers;
And, when the Frost is in the sky,
My branches are so fresh and gay
That you might look at me and say,
This Plant can never die.
80

HART-LEAP WELL
"' The butterfly, ali green and gold,
To me hath often flown,
Here in my blossoms to behold
Wings lovely as his own.
When grass is chill with rain or dew,
Beneath my shade, the mother-ewe
Lies with her infant lamb; I see
The love they to each other make,
And the sweet joy which they partake,
It is a joy to me.'
90
X
" Her voioe was blithe, her heart was light:
The Broom might have pursued
Her speech, mitil the stars of night
Their journey had renewed;
But in the branches of the oak
Two ravens now began to croak
Their nuptial song, a gladsome air;
And to her own green bower the breeze
That instant brought two stripling bees
To rest, or murmur there.
100
XI
" One night, my Children ! from the north
There came a fm^ious blast;
At break of day I ventured forth.
And near the clifB I passed.
The storm had fallen upon the Oak,
And struck him with a mighty stroke.
And whirled, and whirled him far away;
And, in one hospitable cleft,
The little careless Broom was left
To live for many a day."
no
HART-LEAP WELL
1800. 1800
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. The first
«ight stanzas were composed eztempore one
winter evening in the cottage; when, after having tired myself with labouring at an awkward
passage in " The Brothers," I started with a
sudden impulse to this to get rid of the other,
and finished it in a day or two. My Sister and
I had past the place a few weeks before in our
•wild winter journey from Sockburn on the
bauks of the Tees to Grasmere. A peasant
whom we met near the spot told us the story so
far as coneemed the name of the Well, and the
Hart, and pointed out the Stones. Both the
Stones and the Well are objeots that may easily
be missed; the tradition by this time may be
•extinct in the neighbourhood : the man who
related it to us was very old.
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Hart-Leap Well is a small springf of water,
about five miles from Bichmond in Yorkahire,
and near the side of the road that leads frozn
Richniond to Aski-ig-g. Its uame is derived
from a remarkable Chase, the iiiemory of which
is preserved by the luonumeuts spoken of in
the second Part of the foUowing Poem, which
monuments do now exist as I have there described them.
PART FIRST
The Knight had ridden down from Wensley
Moor
With the slow motiou of a suminer's cloud,
And now, as he approached a vassal's door,
" Bring forth another horse ! " he cried
aloud.
" Another horse !" — That shout the vassal
heard
And saddled his best Steed, a comely grey;
Sir Walter momited him; he was the third
Which he had mounted on that glorious day.
Joy sparkled in the prancing courser's eyes;
The horse and horseman are a happy
p3.ir)
10
But, though Sir Walter like a falcou flies,
There is a doleful silence in the air.
A rout this morning left Sir Walter's Hall,
That as they galloped made the echoes roar;
But horse and mau are vanished, one and
ali;
Such race, I think, was never seen before.
Sir Walter, restless as a veering wind,
Calls to the few tired dogsthat yet remain:
Blanch, Swift, and Music, noblest of their
kind,
Follow, and up the weary mountain strain. 20
The knight hallooed, he cheered and chid
them on
With suppliant gestures and upbraidings
steru;
But breath and eyesight fail; and, one by
one,
The dogs are stretched among the mountain
fern.
Where is the throng, the tumult of the race ?
The bugies that so joyfully were blown ?
— This chase it looks not like an earthly
chase;
Sir Walter and the Hart are left alone.

•
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HART-LEAP WELL

The poor Hart toils along the mountainside;
I will not stop to tell how far he fled,
30
Nor will I mention by what death he died;
But now the Knight beholds him lying dead.

j

Dismounting, then, he leaned against a
thorn;
He had no follower, dog, nor man, nor boy:
He neither cracked his whip, nor blew his
hom,
But gazed npon the spoil with silent joy.

" And, gallant Stag ! to make thy praises
known,
Another monument shall here be raised;
Three several pillars, each a rough-hewn
stone.
And planted where thy hoofs the turf have
grazed.

Close to the thorn on which Sir Walter
leaned,
Stood his dnmb partner in this glorious feat;
Weak as a lamb the hour that it is yeaned;
And white with foam as if with cleaving
sleet.
40

" And, in the summer-time when days are
long,
I will come hither with my Paramour; 70
And with the dancers and the minstrel's
song
We will make merry in that pleasant bower.

Upon his side the Hart was lying stretched:
His nostril touched a spring beneath a hill,
And with the last deep groan his breath had
fetehed
The waters of the spring were trembling
stUl.

" Till the foundations of the mountains fail
My mansion with its arbour shall endure; —
The joy of them who till the flelds of
Swale,
And them who dwell among the woods of
Ure ! "

And now, too happy for repose or rest,
(Never had living man such joyful lot !)
Sir Walter walked ali ronnd, north, south,
and west.
And gazed and gazed upon that darling spot.

Then home he went, and left the Hart,
stone-dead,
With breathless nostrils stretched above the
spring.
— Soon did the Knight perform what he
had said;
79
And far and wide the f ame thereof did ring.

And climbing up the hill — (it was at least
Four roods of sheer ascent) Sir Walter
found
50
Three several hoof-marks which the hunted
Beast
Had left imprinted on the grassy ground.
Sir Walter wiped his face, and cried, " Till
now
Such sight was never seen by human eyes:
Three leaps have borne him from this íofty
brow,
Down to the very fountain where he lies.
" I '11 buUd a pleasure-house upon this spot.
And a small arbour, made for rural joy;
'T will be the traveller's shed, the pilgrim's
cot,
S9
A place of love for damsels that are coy.
" A cunning artist will I have to frame
A. basin for that fountain in the deli !

r

And they who do make mention of the
same,
From this day forth, shall call it Hakti£AP WEI.1,.

Ere thrice the Moon into her port had
steered,
A cup of stone received the living well;
Three pillars of rude stone Sir Walter
reared,
And buüt a house of pleasure in the deli.
And near the fountain, flowers of stature
tall
With trailing plants and trees were intertwined, —
Which soon composed a Uttle sylvan hall,
A leafy shelter from the sun and wind.
And thither, when the summer days were
long,
Sir Walter led his wondering Paramour; 90
And with the dancers and the minstrel's
song
Made merriment within that pleasant bower.

HART-LEAP WELL
The Knight, Sir Walter, died in course of
time,
And his bonés lie in his patemal vale. —
But there is matter for a second rhyme,
And I to this would add another tale.
PART SECOND
The moving aooident is not my trade;
To freeze the blood I have no ready arts:
'T is my delight, alone in summer shade,
To pipe a simple song for thinking hearts.
As I from Hawes to Richmond did repair,
It chaneed that I saw standing in a deli
Three aspens at three comers of a square;
And one, not four yards distant, near a well.
What this imported I could ill divine;
And, pulling now the rein my horse to stop,
I saw three pillars standing in a line, — 11
The last stone-pUlar on a dark hill-top.
The trees were grey, with neither arms nor
head;
Half wasted the square moimd of tawny
green;
Sc that you just might say, as then I said,
" Here in old time the hand of man hath
been."
I looked npon the hill both far and near,
More doleful place did never eye survey;
It seemed as if the spring-time came not
here.
And Nature here were willing to decay. 20
I stood in various thonghts and faneies lost,
When one, who was in shepherd's garb
attired,
Came up the hollow: — him did I aceost.
And what this place might be I then
inquired.
The Shepherd stopped, and that same story
told
Which in my former rhyme I have rehearsed.
" A jolly place," said he, " in times of old !
But something ails it now: the spot is cnrst.
"You see these lifeless stumps of aspen
wood —
Some say that they are beeches, others
elms —
30
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These were the bower; and here a mansion
stood,
The finest palace of a hundred realms !
" The arbour does its own condition tell;
You see the stones, the fountain, and the
stream;
But as to the great Lodge ! you might as
weU
Hunt half a day for a forgotten dream.
" There 's neither dog nor heifer, horse nor
sheep,
Will wet his lips within that cup of stone;
And oftentimes, when ali are fast asleep, 39
This water doth send forth a dolorous groan.
"Some say that here a murder has been
done.
And blood cries out for blood: but, for my
part,
I 've guessed, when I 've been sitting in the
snn,
That it was ali for that unhappy Hart.
"What thoughts must through the crea^
ture's brain have past!
Even from the topmost stone, upon the
steep,
Are but three bounds — and look, Sir, at
this last —
O Master ! it has been a cruel leap.
"For thirteen hours he ran a desperate
race;
And in my simple mind we eannot tell 50
What cause the Hart might have to love
this place.
And come and make his deathbed near the
well.
" Here on the grass perhaps asleep he sank,
Lulled by the fcrantain in the summertide;
This water was perhaps the flrst he drank
When he had wandered from his mother's
side.
" In AprU here beneath the flowering thom
He heard the birds their moming carols
smg;
And he, perhaps, for aught we know, was
born
Not half a furlong from that self-same
spring.
60
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" 'T IS SAID, THAT SOME HAVE DIED FOR LOVE"

"Now, here is neither grass nor pleasant
shade;
The svin on drearier hollow never shone;
So will it be, as I have often said,
Till trees, and stones, and fountain, ali are
gone."
" Grey-headed Shepherd, thou hast spoken
well;
Small difEerence lies between thy ereed and
mine:
This Beast not unobaerved by Nature fell;
His death was monrned by sympathy divine.
" The Being, that is in the clouds and air,
That is in the green leaves among the
groves,
70
Maintains a deep and reverential care
For the unofEending creatures whom he
loves.
"The pleasure-house is dust: — behind,
before,
This is uo common waste, no common
gloom;
But Nature, in due course of time, once
more
ShaU here put on her beauty and her bloom.
" She leaves these objects to a slow deeay,
That what we are, and have been, may be
known;
But at the coming of the mUder day,
These monuments shall ali be overgrown. 80
" One lesson, Shepherd, let us two divide,
Taught both by what she shows, and what
conceals;
Never to blend our pleasure or our pride
With sorrow of the meanest thing that
feels."
"'TIS SAID, THAT SOME HAVE
DIED FOR LOVE"
1800. 1800
'T18 said, that some have died for love:
And here and there a churchyard grave is
found
In the cold north's unhallowed ground,
Because the wretched man himself had slain,
His love was such a grievous pain.
And there is one whom I flve years have
known;

He dwells alone
Upon Helvellyn's side:
He loved — the pretty Barbara died;
And thus he makes his moan:
10
Three years had Barbara in her grave been
laid
When thus his moan he made:
" Oh, move, thou Cottage, from behind
that oak!
Or let the aged tree uprooted lie,
That in some other way yon smoke
May mount into the sky !
The clouds pass on; they from the heavens
depart.
I look — the sky is empty space;
I know not what I trace;
But when I cease to look, my hand is on
my heart.
jo
" Oh ! what a weight is in these shades!
Ye leaves,
That murmur once so dear, when will it
cease ?
Your sound my heart of rest bereaves,
It robs my heart of peace.
Thou Thrush, that singest loud — and loud
and free,
Into yon row of willows flit,
Upon that alder sit;
Or sing another song, or choose another
tree.
" Roll back, sweet Eill! back to thy
mountain-bounds.
And there for ever be thy waters chained!
For thou dost haunt the air with sounds 31
That cannot be sustained;
If stUl beneath that pine-tree's raeeed
bough
Headlong yon waterfall must come,
Oh let it then be dumb !
Be anything, sweet RUI, but that which
thou art now.
"Thou Eglantine, so bright with sunny
showers,
Proud as a rainbow spanning half the vale,
Thou one fair shrub, oh ! shed thy flowers,
And stir not in the gale.
40
For thus to sce thee nodding in the air,
To see thy arch thus stretch and bend,
Thus rise and thus descend, —
Disturbs me tül the sight is more than I can
bear."

RURAL ARCHITECTURE
The Man who makes this f everish complaint
Is one of giant stature, who could dance
Equipped from head to foot in iron mail.
Ah gentie Leve ! if ever thought was thine
To store up kindred hours for me, thy face
Turn from me, gentie Love ! nor let me
walk
50
Within the somid of Emma's voice, nor
know
Such happiness as I have known to-day.
THE CHILDLESS FATHER
1800. 1800
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. When I
was a child at Cockermonth, no funeral took
place without a basin fíUed with sprigs of boxwood being placed upon a table covered with
a white cloth in front of the house. The huntings on foot, in which the old man is supposed
to join as here descríbed, were of common, almost habitual, occurrence in our Tales when I
was a boy; and the people took mnch delight in
them. They are now less frequent.
" Up, Timothy, up with your staff and away!
Not a soul in the village this morning will
stay;
The hare has just started from Hamilton's
gromids.
And Skiddaw is glad with the cry of the
hoimds."
— Of coats and of jackets grey, scarlet, and
green,
On the slopes of the pastm^es ali colours
were seen;
With their comely blue aprons, and caps
white as snow,
The girls on the hUls made a holiday show.
Fresh sprigs of green box-wood, not six
months before,
Filled the funeral basin at Timothy's door;
A coffin through Timothy's threshold had
past;
One Child did it bear, and that Child was
his last.
Now fast up the deli came the noise and the
fray,
The horse and the hom, and the hark !
hark away !
Old Timothy took up his stafp, and he shut
With a leisurely motion the door of his hut.
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Ferhaps to himself at that moment he said;
" The key I must take,for myEllenis dead."
But of this in my ears not a word did he
speak;
And he went to the chase with a tear on his
cheek.
SONG
FOR THE WANDERING JEW
1800. 1800
Though the torrents from their fountains
Roar down many a craggy steep,
Yet they find among the mounteins
Resting-places calm and deep.
Clouds that love through air to hasten,
Ere the storm its fury stills,
Hehnet-like themselves will fasten
On the heads of towering hills.
What, if through the frozen centre
Of the Alps the Chamois bound,
Y et he has a home to enter
In some nook of chosen ground:
And the Sea^-horse, though the ocean
Yield him no domestic cave,
Slumbers without sense of motion,
Couohed upon the rocking wave.
If on windy days the Raven
Gambol like a dancing skiff,
Not the less she loves her haven
In the bosom of the cliff.
The fleet Ostrieh, till day doses,
Vagrant over desert sands,
Brooding on her eggs reposes
When chill night that care demands.
Day and night my toUs redouble,
Ne ver nearer to the goal;
Night and day, I feel the trouble
Of the Wanderer in my soul.
RURAL ARCHITECTURE
1800. i8oo
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. These
structures, as every one knows, are common
amongst oiir hills, being bnilt by shepherds, as
conspicuous marks, and occasionally by boys in
sport.
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ELLEN IRWIN

There 's George Fisher, Charles Fleming,
and Beginald Shore,
Three rosy-cheeked school-boys, the highest
not more
Than the height of a counsellor's bag;
To the top of Gbeat How did it please
them to climb:
And there they built up, without mortar or
lime,
A Man on the peak of the crag.
They built him of stones gathered up as
they lay:
They built him and christened him ali in
one day,
An urchin both vigorous and bale;
And so without scruple they called bitn
Ralph Jones.
Now Ralph is renowned for the length of
his bonés;
The Magog of Legberthwaite dale.
Just half aweek af ter, the wind sallied forth,
And,in anger or merriment, out of the north,
Coming on with a terrible pother,
From the peak of the crag blew the giant
away.
And what did these school-boys ? — The
very next day
They went and they buüt np another.
— Some little I 've seen of blind boisterous
works
By Christian disturbers more savage than
Turks,
Spirits busy to do and undo:
At remembrance whereof my blood sometimes will flag;
Then, light-hearted Boys, to the top of the
crag !
And I '11 buüd up a giant with you.
ELLEN IRWIN
OR, THE BRAES OF KIRTLE
1800. 1800
It may be worth while to observe that as
there are Scotch Foems on this subject in
simple ballad strain, I thought it would be
both presumptuous and snperfluous to attempt
treating it in the same way j and, aeoordingly,
I choae a construction of stanza quite new in
OUT langnage; in fact, the same as that of
Bürger's Leonora, except that the first and

third lines do not, in my stanzas, rhyme. Ât
the outset I threw out a classical image to pre>
pare the reader for the style in which I meant
to treat the story, and so to preclude ali compariaon.
Fair Ellen Irwin, when she sate
Upon the braes of Kirtle,
Was lovely as a Grecian maid
Adomed with wreaths of myrtle.;
Young Adam Bruce beside her lay.
And there did they beguile the day
With love and gentle speeches,
Beneath the budding beeches.
From many knights and many squires
The Bruce had been selected;
And Gordon, fairest of them ali,
By Ellen was rejected.
Sad tidings to that noble Youth !
For it may be proclaimed with truth,
If Bruce hath loved sincerely,
That Gordon loves as dearly.
But what are Gordon's form and face,
His shattered hopes and crosses,
To them, 'mid Kirtle's pleasant braes,
Reclined on flowers and mosses ?
Alas that ever he was born !
The Gordon, couched behind a thorn,
Sees them and their caressing;
Beholds them blest and blessing.

i«
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Proud Gordon, maddened by the thoughts
That through his brain are travelling,
Rushed forth, and at the heart of Bruce
He launched a deadly javelin !
Fair Ellen saw it as it came.
And, starting up to meet the same,
30
Did with her body cover
The Youth, her chosen lover.
And, falling into Bruce's arms,
Thus died the beauteous Ellen,
Thus, from the heart of her True-love,
The mortal spear repelling.
And Bruce, as soon as he had slain
The Gordon, saüed away to Spain;
And fought with rage incessant
Against the Moorish crescent.
40
But many days, and many months,
And many years ensuing,
This wretched Knight did vainly seek
The death that he was wooing.

THE TWO THIEVES

And lience I said, that Andrew's boys
Will ali be trained to waste and pillage;
And wished the press-gang, or the drum
With its tantara sound, would come
And sweep him from the village.

So, coming his last help to crave,
Heart-broken, upon Ellen's grave
His body he extended,
And there his sorrow ended.
Now ye, who willingly have heard
The tale I have been telling,
May in Kirkconnel churchyard view
The grave of lovely Ellen:
By Ellen's side the Bruce is laid;
And, for the stone upon his head,
May no rude hand deface it,
And its forlorn
jacet!

50
THE TWO THIEVES
OR, THE LAST STAGE OF AVARICE
1800. 1800
This is descríbed from the Ufe, as I was in
the habit of obserring when a boy at Hawkshead School. Daniel was more than eighty
years older than myself when he was daily,
thna occupied, under my notice. No book
could have so early taught me to think of the
changes to which human Ufe is subject; and
while looking at him I could not but say to
myself — we may, one of us, I or the happiest
of my playmates, live to become still more the
object of pity than this old man, this half-doating pilferer I

ANDREW JONES
1800. 1800
I HATE that Andréw Jones; he '11 breed
His children up to waste and pillage.
I wish the press-gang or the drum
With its tantara souud would come,
And sweep him from the village !
I said not this, because he loves
Through the long day to swear and tipple;
But for the poor dear sake of one
To whom a foul deed he had done,
A friendless man, a travelling cripple ! 10
For this poor crawling helpless wretch.
Some horseman who was passing by,
A penny on the ground had thrown;
But the poor cripple was alone
And could not stoop — no help was nigh.
Inch-thick the dust lay on the ground
For it had long been droughty weather;
So with his stafí the cripple wrought
Among the dust till he had brought
The half-pennies together.
20
It chanced that Andrew passed that way
Just at the time; and there he found
The cripple in the mid-day heat
Standing alone, and at his feet
He saw the penny on the ground.
He stopped and took the penny up:
And when the cripple nearer drew,
Quoth Andrew, " Under half-a-erown,
What a man finds is ali his own.
And so, my Friend, good-day to you."
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O NOW that the genius of Bewick were mine.
And the skill which he leamed on the banks
of the Tyne.
Then the Muses might deal with me just aa
they chose.
For I 'd take my last leave both of verse
and of prose.
What feats would I work with my magical
hand !
Book-learning and books should be banished
the land:
And, for hunger and thirst and such troublesome calls,
Every ale-house should then have a feast
on its walls.
The traveller would hang his wet clothes
on a chair;
Let them smoke, let them bum, not a straw
would he care !
10
For the Prodigal Son, Joseph's Dream and
his sheaves,
Oh, what would they be to my tale of two
Thieves ?
The One, yet unbreeched, is not three birthdays old,
His Grandsire that age more than thirty
times told;
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A CHARACTER

There are ninety good seasons of fair and
foul weather
Between them, and both go a-pilfering
together.
With chips is the carpenter strewing his
floor ?
Is a cart-load of turf at an old woman's
door ?
Old Daniel his hand to the treasure will
slide !
And his Grandson 's as busy at work by his
side.
20
Old Daniel begins; he stops short — and
his eye,
Through the lost look of dotage, is cunning
and sly:
'T is a look which at this time is hardly his
own,
But tells a plain tale of the days that are
flown.
He once had a heart which was moved by
the wires
Of manifold pleasures and many desires:
And what if he eherished his purse? 'T was
no more
Than treading a path trod by thousands
before.
T was a path trod by thousands; but Daniel
is one
Who went something farther than others
have gone,
30
And now with old Daniel you see how it
fares;
You see to what end he has brought his
grey hairs.

Neither checked by the rich nor the needy
they roam;
For the grey-headed Sire has a daughter at
home,
Who will gladly repair ali the damage
that 's done;
And three, were it asked, would be rendered for one.
Old Man! whom so oft I with pity have eyed,
I love thee, and love the sweet Boy at thy
side:
Long yet may'st thou live! for a teacher we
see
That lifts up the veil of our nature in thee.
A CHARACTER
1800. 1800
The principal featnres are taken from that
of my friend Rohert Jones.
I MABVEL how Nature could ever find space
For so many strange contrasts in one human
face:
There 's thought and no thought, and there 's
paleness and bloom
And bustle and sluggishness, pleasure and
gloom.
There 's weakness, and strength both redimdant and vain;
Such strength as, if ever affliction and pain
Could pierce through a temper that 's soft to
disease,
Would be rational peace — a philosopher's
ease.

The pair sally forth hand in hand: ere the
sun
Has peered o'er the beeches, their work is
begun:
And yet, into whatever sin they may fali,
This child but half knows it, and that, not
at ali.

There 's indilference, alike when he fails or
sueceeds,
And attention full ten times as much ab
there needs;
Pride where there 's no envy, there 's so
much of joy;
And mildness, and spirit both forward and
coy.

They hunt through the streets with deliberate tread,
And each, in his turn, becomes leader or led;
And, wherever they carry their plots and
their wiles,
Every face in the village is dimpled with
smiles.
40

There 's freedom, and sometimes a difBdent
stare
Of shame scarcely seeming to know that
she 's there,
There's virtue, the title it surely may claim,
Yet wants heaven knows what to be worthy
the name.

INSCRIPTIONS
This picture from nature may seem to depart,
Yet the Man would at once rnn away with
your heart;
And I for flve centuries right gladly would
be
Such an odd,such a kind happy creature as
he.
INSCRIPTIONS
FOR THE SPOT WHERE THE HERMITAGE
STOOD ON ST. HERBERT'S ISLAND,
DERWENTWATER
1800. 1800
If thou in the dear love of some one Friend
Hast been so happy that thou know'st what
thoughts
Will sometimes in the happiness of love
Make the heart sink, then wilt thou reverence
This quiet spot; and, Stranger ! not unmoved
Wilt thou behold this shapeless heap of
stones,
The desolate ruins of St. Herberfs Cell.
Here stood his threshold; here was spread
the roof
That sheltered him, a self-secluded Man,
After long exercise in social cares
And offices humane, intent to adore
The Deity, with undistraoted mind,
And meditate on everlasting things,
In utter solitude. — But he had left
A Fellow-labourer, whom the good Man
loved
As his own soul. And, when with eye upraised
To heaven he knelt before the cruciflx,
While o'er the lake the cataraot of Lodore
Pealed to his orisons, and when he paced
Along the beach of this small isle and
thought
Of his Companion, he would pray that both
(Now that their earthly duties were fulfiUed)
Might die in the same moment. Nor in vain
So prayed he: — as our chronioles report,
Though here the Hermit numbered his last
day
Far from St. Cuthbert his belovèd Friend,
Those holy Men both died in the same
hour.
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WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL UPON A STONE
IN THE WALL OF THE HOUSE (AN OUTHOUSE), ON THE ISLAND AT GRASMERE
1800. 1800
Küde is this Ediíice, and Thou hast seen
Buildings, albeit rude, that have maintained
Proportions more harmonious, and approached
To closer fellowship with ideal grace.
But take it in good part: — alas ! the poor
Vitruvius of our village had no help
From the great City; never, upon leaves
Of red Morocco folio, saw displayed,
In long succession, pre-existing ghosts
9
Of Beauties yet unborn — the rustio Lodge
Antique, and Cottage with verandah graced,
Nor lacking, for fit company, alcove,
Green-house, shell-grot, and moss-lined
hermitage.
Thou see'st a homely Pile, yet to these walls
The heifer comes in the snow-storm, and
here
The new-dropped lamb finds shelter from
the wind.
And hither does one Poet sometimes row
His pinnace, a small vagrant barge, up-piled
With plenteous store of heath and withered
fem,
(A lading which he with his sickle cuts, 20
Among the mountains) and beneath this roof
He makes his summer couch, and here at
noon
Spreads out his limbs, while, yet vmshorn,
the Sheep,
Panting beneath the burthen of their woôl.
Lie round him, even as if they were a part
Of his own Household: nor, while from
his bed
He looks, through the open door-place,
toward the lake
And to the stirring breezes, does he want
Creations lovely as the work of sleep —
Fair sights, and visions of romantic joy! 30
WRITTEN WITH A SLATE PENCIL UPON A
STONE, THE LARGEST OF A HEAP
LYING NEAR A DESERTED QUARRY,
UPON ONE OF THE ISLANDS AT RYDAL
1800. 1800
Stranger ! this hillock of mis-shapen
stones
Is not a Ruin spared or made by time,
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THE SPARROWS NEST

Nor, as perchance thou rashly deem'st, the
Caim
Of some old British Chief: 'tis nothing
more
Than the rude embryo of a little Dome
Or Pleasure-house, once destined to be
built
Among the birch-trees of this rocky isle.
But, as it chaneed, Sir William having
learned
That from the shore a full-grown man
might wade,
9
And make himself a freeman of this spot
At any hour he chose, the prudent Knight
Desisted, and the quarry and the momid
Are monuments of his mifinished task.
The blook on which these lines are traced,
perhaps,
Was once seleeted as the corner-stone
Of that intended PUe, which would have
been
Some quaint odd plaything of elaborate
skill,
So that, I guess, the linnet and the thrush,
And other little builders who dwell here,
Had wondered at the work. But blame
him not,
20
For old Sir William was a gentle Knight,
Bred in this vale, to which he appertained
With ali his ancestry. Then peace to him,
And for the outrage which he had devised
Entire forgiveness ! — But if thou art one
On flre with thy impatienee to become
An inmate of these mountains, — if, disturbed
By beautiful conceptions, thou hast hewn
Out of the quiet rock the elements
Of thy trim Mansion destined soou to blaze
In snow-white splendour, — think again;
and, taught
31
By old Sir William and his quarry, leave
Thy fragments to the bramble and the
rose;
There let the vemal slow-worm sun himself,
And let the redbreast hop from stone to
stone.
THE SPARROWS NEST
1801. 1807
Written in the Orchard, Town-end, Grasmere. At the end of the garden of my fatlier's
house at CockeTmouth was a high terrace that

commanded a fine view of the river Derwent
and Cockermouth Castle. This was our favourite play-gTound. The terrace-wall, a low one,
was coTered with closely-cUpt privet and roses,
which gave an almost imperrious shelter to
birds that built their nests there. The latter
of these stanzas allndes to one of those nests.
Behold, within the leafy shade,
Those bright blue eggs together laid !
On me the chance-discoVered sight
Gleamed like a vision of delight.
I started — seeming to espy
The home and sheltered bed,
The Sparrow's dwelling, which, hard by
My Father's house, in wet or dry
My sister Emmeline and I
Together visited.
She looked at it and seemed to fear it;
Dreading, tho' wishing, to be near it;
Such heart was in her, being then
A little Prattler among men.
The Blessing of my later years
Was with me when a boy:
She gave me eyes, she gave me ears;
And humble cares, and delicate fears;
A heart, the fountain of sweet tears;
And love, and thought, and joy.
"PELION AND OSSA FLOURISH
SIDE BY SIDE"
1801. 1815
Pelion and Ossa flourish side by side,
Together in immortal books enrolled:
His ancient dower Olympus hath not sold;
And that inspiring Hill, which "did divide
Into two ample horns his forehead wide,"
Shines with poetic radiance as of old;
While not an English Mountain we behold
By the celestial Muses glorifled.
Yet round our sea-girt shore they rise in
crowds:
What was the great Parnassus' self to
Thee,
Mount Skiddaw ? In his natural sovereiçnty
Our British Hill is nobler far; he shrouds
His double front among Atlantic clouds.
And pours forth streams more sweet than
Castaly.
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That down didst ravish from the Deity,
THE PRIORESS'S TALE
Through humbleness, the spirit that did
FROM CHAUCER
alight
Upon thy heart, whence, through that
180I. 1820
glory's might,
" Call up him who left half told
Conceivèd was the Father's sapience,
20
The story of Gambuscan bold.'*
Help me to tell it in thy reverence 1
In the foUowing Põem no fiirther deviation
IV
from the original has been made than was
necessary for the fluent reading and instant un- " Lady ! thy goodness, thy magnificence,
derstanding of the Anthor: so mueh, however, Thy virtue, and thy great humility,
Í3 the language altered since Chaucer's time, ea- Surpass ali science and ali utterance;
pecially in prommciation, that mnch waa to be
removed, and its place supplied with as littie For sometimes, Lady ! ere men pray to thee
incongruity as po3SÍble. The ancient accent Thou goest before in thy benignity,
has been retained in a few conjunctions, as The light to us vouchsaflng of thy prayer,
alsò and alwày, from a conTÍotion that auch To be our guide unto thy Son so dear.
sprinklings of antiqnity -would be admitted, by
V
persons of taste, to haye a graceful accordance
with the subject. The fierce bigotry of the " My knowledge is so weak, O blissful
Prioress fonns a fine baekgronnd for her ten!
der-hearted sympathies with the Mother and To tell Queen
abroad
thy mighty worthiness, 30
Child; and the mode in which the story is told That I the weight
of it may not sustain;
amply atones for the extravagance of the
But as a child of twelvemonths old or less,
miracle.
•That laboureth his language to express,
I
Even so fare I; and therefore, I thee pray,
" O Lord, our Lord I how wondrously," Guide thou my song which I of thee shall
(quoth she)
say.
" Thy name in this large world is spread
VI
abroad !
"
There
was
in
Asia,
in a mighty town,
For not alone by men of dignity
Thy worship is performed and precious 'Mong Christian folk, a street where Jews
might be,
laud;
But by the mouths of children, gracious Assigned to them and given them for their
own
God!
Thy goodness is set forth; they when they By a great Lord, for gain and usury,
Hateful to Christ and to his company; 40
lie
And through this street who list might ride
Upon the breast thy name do glorify.
and wend;
II
Free was it, and unbarred at either end.
" Wherefore in praise, the worthiest that I
VII
may,
" A littie school of Christian people stood
Jesu 1 of thee, and the white Lily-flower
Which did thee bear, and is a Maid for Down at the farther end, in which there
were
aye,
10
A nest of children come of Christian blood,
To tell a story I will use my power;
Not that I may inerease her honour's That leamèd in that school from year to
year
11
dower,
Such sort of doctrine as men usèd there, 1
For she herself is honour, and the root
Of goodness, next her Son, our soul's best That is to say, to sing and read alsò.
As littie children in their childhood do.
boot.
VIII
III
" O Mother Maid! O Maid and Mother "Among these children was a Widow's
son,
50
free 1
O bush unburnt! buming in Moses' sight! A littie scholar, scarcely seven years old.
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Who day by day unto this school hath goue,
And eke, when he the image did behold
Of Jesu's Mother, as he had beeu told,
This Child was wont to kneel adown and
say
Ave Mane, as he goeth by the way.
IX
" This Widow thus her little Son hath taught
Our blissful Lady, Jesu's Mother dear,
To worship aye, and he forgat it not;
For simple infant hath a ready ear.
60
Sweet is the holiness of youth: and hence,
Calling to mind this matter when I may,
Saint Nicholas in my presence standeth
aye,
For he so young to Christ did reverenee.
X
" This little Child, while in the school he
sate
His Primer conning with an earnest cheer,
The whUst the rest their anthem-book repeat
The Alma Redemptoris did he hear;
And as he durst he drew him near and near.
And hearkened to the words and to the
note,
70
Till the first verse he leamed it ali by rote.
XI
" This Latin knew he nothing what it said,
For he too tender was of age to know;
But to his comrade he repaired, and prayed
That he the meaning of this song would
show.
And unto him declare why men sing so;
This oftentimes, that he might be at ease,
This chUd did him beseech on his bare
knees.
XII
" His Sehoolfellow, who elder was than he,
Answered him thus: —' This song, I have
heard say,
80
Was fashioned for our blissful Lady free;
Her to salute, and also her to pray
To be our help upon our dying day:
If there is more in this, 1 know it not;
Song do I learn, — small grammar I have
got.'
XIII
" ' And is this song fashioned in reverenee
Of Jesu's Mother ? ' said this Innocent;

' Now, certès, I will use my diligence
To con it ali ere Christmas-tide be spent;
Although I for my Primer shall be shent, 90
And shall be beaten three times in an hour,
Our Lady I will praise with ali my power.'
XIV
"His Sehoolfellow, whom he had so besought,
As they went homeward taught him privily,
And then he sang it well and fearlessly,
From word to word according to the note:
Twice in a dayit passèd throughhisthroat;
Homeward and schoolward whensoe'er he
wentj
On Jesu's Mother fíxed was his intent.
XV
" Through ali the Jewry (this before said
I)
100
This little Child, as he came to and fro,
FuU merrily then would he sing and cry,
O Alma Redemptoris ! high and low:
The sweetness of Chrisfs Mother piercèd so
His heart, that her to praise, to her to pray,
He cannot stop his singing by the way.
XVI
" The Serpent, Satan, our first foe, that hath
His wasp's nest in Jew's heart, upswelled
—' O woe,
O Hebrew people !' said he in his wrath,
' Is it an honest thing ? Shall this be so ? no
That sueh a Boy where'er he lists shall go
In your despite, and sing his hymns and
saws,
Which is against the reverenee of our laws !'
XVII
" From that day forward have the Jews conspired
Out of the world this Innocent to chase;
And to this end a Homicide they hired,
That in an alley had a privy place,
And, as the Child 'gan to the school to pace,
This cruel Jew him seized, and held him fast
And cut his throat, and in a pit him cast. 120
XVIII
" I say that him into a pit they threw,
A loatbsome pit, whence noisome scents
exhiile;
O cursèd folk ! away, ye Herods new !
What may your ill intentions you avail ?
Murder will out; certès it will not faü;
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Know, that the honour of high God may
spread,
The blood cries out on yoiir accursèd deed.
XIX
" O Martyr 'stablished in virginity !
Now may'st thou sing for aye before the
throne,
129
Following the Lamb celestial," quoth she,
" Of which the great Evangelist, Saint John,
In Patmos wrote, who saith of them that go
Before the Lamb singing continually,
That never fleshly woman they did know.
XX
"Now this poor widow waiteth ali that
night
After her little Child, and he carne not;
For which, by earliest glimpse of moming
light,
With face ali pale with dread and busy
thought,
She at the School and elsewhere him hath
sought
Until thus far she learned, that he had
been
140
Li the Jews' street, and there he last was
seen.
XXI
" With Mother's pity in her breast enclosed
She goeth, as she were half out of her
mind.
To every place wherein she hath supposed
By likelihood her little Son to find;
And ever on Chrisfs Mother meek and kind
She cried, till to the Jewry she was brought,
And him among the accursèd Jews she
sought.
XXII
" She asketh, and she piteously doth pray
To every Jew that dwelleth in that place ijo
To tell her if her child had passed that
way;
They ali said — Nay; but Jesu of his grace
Gave to her thought, that in a little space
She for her Son in that same spot did cry
Where he was cast into a pit hard by.
XXIII
" O thou great God that dost perform thy
laud
By mouths of Innocents, Io! here thy
might;
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This gem of chastity, this emerald,
And eke of martyrdom this ruby bright,
There, where with mangled throat he lay
upright,
160
The Alma Redemptoris 'gan to sing,
So loud, that with his yoice the place did
ring.
XXIV
" The Christian folk that through the Jewry
went
Come to the spot in wonder at the thing;
And hastUy they for the Provost sent;
Immediately he carne, not tarrying.
And praiseth Christ that is our heavenly
King,
And eke his Mother, honour of Mankind:
Which done he bade that they the Jews
should bind.
XXV
" This ChUd with piteous lamentation then
Was taken up, singing his song alwày; 171
And with procession great and pomp of
men
To the next Abbey him they bare away;
His Mother swooning by the body lay:
And scarcely could the people that were
near
Remove this second Rachel from the bier.
XXVI
"Torment and shameful death to every
one
This Provost doth for those bad Jews prepare
That of this murder wist, and that anon;
Such wickedness his judgments cannot
spare;
180
Who will do evil, evil shall he bear;
Them therefore with wild horses did he
draw.
And after that he hung them by the law.
XXVII
" Upon his bier this Innocent doth lie
Before the altar while the Mass doth last:
The Abbot with his convenfs company
Then sped themselves to bury him full
fast;
And, when they holy water on him cast,
Yet spake this Child when sprinkled was
the water.
And sang, O Alma Redemptoris Mater! 190
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XXVIII
" This Abbot, for he was a holy man,
As ali Monks are, or surely ought to be,
In supplication to the Child began
Thus saying, ' O dear Child ! I summon
thee
In virtue of the holy Trinity
Tell me the cause why thou dost sing this
hymn
Since that thy throat is cut, as it doth
seem.'
XXIX
"' My throat is cut unto the bone, I trow,'
Said this young Chüd, • and by the law of
kind
I should have died, yea many hours ago; 200
But Jesus Christ, as in the books ye find,
Will that his glory last, and be in mind;
And, for the worship of his Mother dear,
Yet may I sing O Alma ! loud and dear.
XXX
"' This well of mercy, Jesu's Mother sweet,
After my knowledge I have loved alwày;
And in the hour when I my death did
meet
To me she came, and thus to me did say,
" Thou in thy dying sing this holy lay," 209
As ye have heard; and soon as I had sung
Methought she laid a graia upon my tongue.
XXXI
"' Wherefore I sing, nor can from song refrain,
In honour of that blissful Maiden free,
Till from my tongue ofB-taken is the grain;
And after that thus said she unto me;
" My little Child, then will I come for thee
Soon as the grain from ofB thy tongue they
take:
Be not dismayed, I wUl not thee f orsake!" '
XXXII
" This holy Monk, this Abbot — him mean
Touohed then his tongue, and took away
the grain;
220
And he gave up the ghost full peacefully;
And, when the Abbot had this wonder seen,
His salt tears trickled down like showers of
rain;
And on his face he dropped upon the
ground.
And still he lay as if he had been bound.

XXXIII
" Eke the whole Convent on the pavement
lay,
Weeping and praising Jesu's Mother dear;
And after that they rose, and took their
way,
And lifted up this Martyr from the bier.
And in a tomb of precious marble dear 230
Enclosed his uncorrupted body sweet. —
Where'er he be, God grant us him to meet!
XXXIV
" Young Hew of Lincoln ! in like sort laid
low
By cursèd Jews — thing well and widely
known.
For it was done a little while ago —
Pray also thou for us, while here we tarry
Weak sinful folk, that God, with pitying
eye,
In mercy would his merey multiply
On us, for reverence of his Mother Mary !"
THE CUCKOO AND THE
NIGHTINGALE
FROM CHAUCER
180I. 1842
I
The God of Love —aí, benedicite!
How mighty and how great a Lord is he !
For he of low hearts can make high, of
high
He can make low, and unto death bring
nigh;
And hard hearts he can make them kind
and free.
II
Within a little time, as hath been found,
He can make sick folk whole and fresh and
sound;
Them who are whole in body and in mind,
He can make sick, — bind can he and unbind
Ali that he will have bound, or have unbound.
IO
III
To tell his might my wit may not suffice;
Foolish men he can make them out of
wise; —
For he may do ali that he will devise;
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Loose livers he can make abate their vice,
And proud heaits can make tremble in a
trice.
IV
In brief, the whole of what he will, he may;
Against him dare not any wight say nay;
To humble or afflict whome'er he will,
To gladdeu or to grieve, he hath like skill;
But most his might he sheds on the eve of
May.
20
V
For every true heart, gentle heart and free,
That with him is, or thinketh so to be,
Now against May shall have some stirring
— whether
To joy, or be it to some mourning; never
At other time, methinks, in like degree.
VI
For now when they may hear the small
birds' song.
And see the budding leaves the branches
throng,
This unto their remembrance doth bring
AU kinds of pleasure mixed with serrowing;
And longing of sweet thoughts that ever
long.
30
VII
And of that longing heaviness doth come,
Whence oft great sickness grows of heart
and home:
Siek are they ali for lack of their desire;
And thus in May their hearts are set on flre,
So that they bum forth in great martyrdom.
VIII
In sooth, I speak from feeling, what though
now
Old am I, and to genial pleasure slow;
Yet have I felt of sickness through the May,
Both hot and cold, and heart-aches every
day,—
How hard, alas ! to bear, I only know. 40
IX
Such shaking doth the fever in me keep
Through ali this May that I have little
sleep;
And also 't is not likely unto me,
That any living heart should sleepy be
In which Love's dart its flery point doth
steep.
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X
But tossing lately on a sleepless bed,
I of a token thonght which Lovers heed;
How among them it was a common tale,
That it was good to hear the Nightingale,
Ere the vüe Cuckoo's note be utterèd. 50
XI
And then I thonght anon as it was day,
I gladly would go somewhere to essay
If I perehance a Nightingale might hear.
For yet had I heard none, of ali that year.
And it was then the third night of the
May.
XII
And soon as I a glimpse of day espied,
No longer would I ia my bed abide,
But straightway to a wood that was hard
i>y.
Forth did I go, alone and fearlessly.
And held the pathway down by a brookside;
60
XIII
Till to a lawn I came ali white and green,
I in so fair a one had never been.
The ground was green, with daisy powdered
over;
Tall were the flowers, the grove a lofty
cover.
Ali green and white; and nothing else was
seen.
XIV
There sate I down among the fair fresh
flowers.
And saw the birds come tripping from their
bowers,
Where they had rested them ali night; and
they,
Who were so joyful at the light of day, 69
Began to honour May with ali their powers.
XV
Well did they know that service ali by
rote.
And there was many and many a lovely
note,
Some, singing loud, as if they had complained;
Some with their notes another manner
feigned;
And some did sing ali out with the fuU
throat.
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XVI
They pruned themselves, and made themselves right gay,
Dancing and leaping light upon the spray;
And ever two and two together were,
The same as they had ohosen for the year,
Upon Saint Valentine's returning day. 8o
XVII
Meanwhile the stream, whose bank I sate
upon,
Was inaking suoh a noise as it ran on
Accordant to the sweet Birds' harmony;
Methought tliat it was the best melody
Whioh ever to man's ear a passage won.
XVIII
And for delight, but how I never wot,
I in a slumber and a swoon was caught,
Not ali asleep and yet not waking wholly;
And as I lay, the Cuckoo, bird nnholy,
Broke silence, or I heard hini in my
thought.
90
XIX
And that was right upon a tree fast by,
And who was then ill satisfled but I ?
Now, God, quoth I, that died upon the
rood,
From thee and thy base throat, keep ali
that 's good,
FuU little joy have I now of thy cry.
XX
And, as I with the Cuckoo thus 'gan chide,
In the next bush that was me fast beside,
I heard the lusty Nightingale so sing,
That her clear voiee made a loud rioting,
Echoing thorough ali the green wood
wide.
100
XXI
Ah! good sweet Nightingale ! for my
hearfs cheer,
Hence hast thou stayed a little whUe too
long;
For we have had the sorry Cuckoo here.
And she hath been before thee with her
song;
Evil light on her ! she hath done me wrong.
XXII
But hear you now a wondrous thing, I
pray;
As long as in that swooning-fit I lay,

Methought I wist right well what these
birds meant.
And had good knowing both of their intent.
And of their speech, and ali that they
would say.
no
XXIII
The Nightingale thus in my hearing
spake:—
Good Cuckoo, seek some other bush or
brake.
And, prithee, let us that can sing dwell here;
For every wight eschews thy song to hear,
Such uncouth singing verily dost thou make.
XXIV
What! quoth she then, what is 't that ails
thee now ?
It seems to me I sing as well as thou;
For mine 's a song that is both true and
plain, —
Although I cannot quayer so in vain
As thou dost in thy throat, I wot not
how.
120
XXV
Ali men may understanding have of me,
But, Nightingale, so may they not of thee;
For thou hast many a foolish and quaint
cry: —
Thou say'st OsEE, Osee, then how may I
Have knowledge, I thee pray, what this
may be ?
XXVI
Ah, fool! quoth she, wist thou not what it
is ?
Oft as I say Osee, Osee, I wis,
Then mean I, that I should be wonderous
fain
That shamefully they ono and ali were
slain,
Whoever against Love mean anght amiss. 130
XXVII
And also would I that they ali were dead,
Who do not think in love their life to leadf
For who is loth the God of Love to obey,
Is only fit to die, I dare well say.
And for that cause Osee I cry; take heed I
XXVIII
Ay, quoth the Cuckoo, that is a quaint law,
That ali must love or die; but I withdraw.
And take my leave of ali such company,
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For mine intent it neither is to die,
139
Nor ever while I live Love's yoke to draw.
XXIX
For lovers of ali folk that be alive,
The most disquiet have and leastdothrive;
Most feeling have of sorrow, woe and care,
And the least welfare cometh to their share;
What need is there against the truth to
strive ?
XXX
What! quoth she, thou art ali out of thy
miud,
That in thy churlishness a cause canst find
To speak of Love's true Servants in this
mood;
For in this world no service is so good
To every wight that gentle is of kind. 150
XXXI
For thereof comes ali goodness and ali
worth;
Ali gentiless and honour thence come forth;
Thenee worship comes, content and true
hearfs pleasure,
And full-assurèd trust, joy without measure,
And jollity, fresh cheerfulness, and mirth;
XXXII
And bounty, lowliness, and courtesy,
And seemliness, and faithful company,
And dread of shame thatwill not doamiss;
For he that faithfully Love's servant is,
Rather than be disgraced, would chuse to
die.
160
XXXIII
And that the very truth it is which I
Now say — in such belief I'll live and
die;
And Cuokoo, do thou so, by my advice.
Then, quoth she, let me never hope for
bliss,
If with that counsel I do e'er comply.
XXXIV
Good Nightúigale ! thou speakest wondrous
fair,
Yet for ali that, the truth is found elsewhere;
For Love in young folk is but rage, I wis:
And Love in old folk a great dotage is;
VVho most it useth, him 't will most impair.
170
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XXXV
For thereof come ali contraries to gladness !
Thence sickness comes, and overwhehning
sadness,
Mistrust and jealousy, despite, debate,
Dishonour, shame, envy importunate,
Pride, anger, mischief, poverty, and madness.
XXXVI
Loving is aye an office of despair,
And one thing is therein which is not fairj
For whoso gets of love a little bliss,
Unless it alway stay with him, I wis
179
He may f ull soon go with an old man's hair.
XXXVII
And, therefore, Nightingale ! do thou keep
nigh.
For trust me well, in spite of thy quaint
cry,
If long time from thy mate thou be, or f ar,
Thou 'It be as others that forsaken are;
Then shalt thou raise a clamovu- as do I.
XXXVIII
Fie, quoth she, on thy name, Bird ill beseen 1
The God of Love afílict thee with ali teen.
For thou art worse than mad a thousand
fold;
For many a one hath virtues manifold,
Who had been nought, if Love had never
been.
190XXXIX
For evermore his servants Love amendeth.
And he from every blemish them defendeth;
And maketh them to burn, as in a flre,
In loyalty, and worshipful desire,
And, when it likes him, joy enough them
sendeth.
XL
Thou Nightingale ! the Cuckoo said, be still,.
For Love no reason hath but his own will; —
For to th' imtrue he oft gives ease and joy;
True lovers doth so bitterly annoy,
He lets them perish through that grievous
ill.
200
XLI
With such a master would I never be;
For he, in sooth, is blind, and may not
see,
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And knows not when he hurts and when he
heals;
Within this court full seldom Truth avails,
So diverse in his wilfulness is he.
XLII
Then of the Nightingale did I take note,
How from her inmost heart a sigh she
brought,
And said, Alas ! that ever I was born,
Not one word have I now, I am so forlorn, —
And with that word, she into tears burst out.
XLIII
Alas, alas ! my very heart will break, m
Quoth she, to hear this churlish bird thus
speak
Of Love, and of his holy services;
Now, God of Love; thou help me in some
wise,
That vengeanoe on this Cuckoo I may
wreak.
XLIV
And so methought I started up anon.
And to the brook I ran and got a stone,
Which at the Cuckoo hardily I cast,
And he for dread did fly away full fast; 219
And glad, in sooth, was I when he was gone.
XLV
And as he flew, the Cuckoo, ever and aye,
Kept crying " Farewell! — farewell, Popinjay !"
As if in scornful mockery of me;
And on I hunted him from tree to tree,
Till he was far, ali out of sight, away.
XLVI
Then straightway came the Nightingale to
me.
And said, Forsooth, my friend, do I thank
thee,
That thou wert near to rescue me; and
now,
Unto the God of Love I make a vow, 229
That ali this May I wül thy songstress be.
XLVII
Well satisfled, I thanked her, and she said,
By this mishap no longer be dismayed,
Though thou the Cuckoo heard, ere thou
heard'st me;
íet if I live it shall amended be,
When next May comes, it I am not afraid.

XLVIII
And one thing wül I counsel thee alsò,
The Cuckoo trust not thou, nor his Love's
saw;
Ali that she said is an outrageous lie.
Nay, nothing shall me bring thereto, quoth
I,
_
239
For Love, and it hath done me mighty woe.
XLIX
Yea, hath it ? use, quoth she, this medicine;
This May-time, every day before thou dine,
Go look on the fresh daisy; then say I,
Although for pain thou may'st be like to
die,
Thou wilt be eased, and less wilt droop and
pine.
L
And mind always that thou be good and
true.
And I wül sing one song, of many new.
For love of thee, as loud as I may cry;
And then did she begin this song full high,
" Beshrew ali them that are in love untrue."
LI
And soon as she had sung it to the end, 251
Now farewell, quoth she, for I hence must
wend;
And, God of Love, that can right well and
may,
Send vmto thee as mickle joy this day,
As ever he to Lover yet did send.
Lll
Thus takes the Nightingale her leave of
me;
I pray to God with her always to be.
And joy of love to send her evermore;
And shield us from the Cuckoo and her lore.
For there is not so false a bird as she. 260
LIII
Forth then she flew, the gentle Nightingale,
To ali the Birds that lodged within that
dale.
And gathered each and ali into one place;
And them besought to hear her doleful case
And thus it was that she began her tale.
LIV
The Cuckoo — 't is not well that I should
hide
How she and I did each the other chide.
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And without eeasing, since it was daylight;
And now I pray vou ali to do me right 269
Of that false Bird whom Love can not abide.
LV
Then spake one Bird, and fuU assent ali
gave;
This matter asketh counsel good as grave,
For birds we are—allheretogetherbrought;
And, in good sooth, the Cuekoo here is not;
And therefore we a Parliament will have.
LVI
And thereat shall the Eagie be our Lord,
And other Peers whose names are on record;
A summons to the Cnokoo shall be sent.
And judgment there be given; or that intent
Failing, we flnally shall make accord. 2S0
LVII
And ali this shall be done, without a nay,
The morrow after Saint Valentine's day,
ünder a maple that is well beseen,
Before the chamber-window of the Queen,
At Woodstock, on the meadow green and
gayLVIII
She thankèd them; and then her leave she
took,
And flew into a hawthorn by that brook;
And there she sate and sung — upon that
tree —
" For term of life Love shall have hold of
me " —
So loudly, that I with that song awoke. 290
Unlearned Book and rude, as well I know.
For beauty thou hast none, nor eloquence,
Who did on thee the hardmess bestow
To appear before my Lady ? but a sense
Thou surely hast of her benevolence,
Whereof her hourly bearing proof doth
give;
For of ali good she is the best alive.
Alas, poor Book ! for thy unworthiness,
To show to her some pleasant meanings
writ
In winning words, since through her gentiless,
300
'Thee she accepts as for her service flt!
Oh ! it repents me I have neither wit
Nor leisure unto thee more worth to give;
For of ali good she is the best alive.
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Beseeeh her meekly with ali lowliness,
Though I be far from her I reverence.
To think upon my truth and stedfastness.
And to abridge my sorrow's violence,
Caused by the wish, as knows your sapience,
She of her liking proof to me woidd give;
For of ali good she is the best alive.
311
l'envoy
Pleasure's Aurora, Day of gladsomeness !
Luna by night, with heavenly influence
Illimiined ! root of beauty and goodnesse,
Write, and allay, by yojir beneíicence,
My sighs breathed forth in silence, — comfort give !
Since of ali good, you are the best alive.
EXPLICIT
TROILUS AND CRESIDA
FROM CHAUCER
I80I. 1842
Next morning TroUus began to clear
His eyes from sleep, at the flrst break of
day,
And unto Pandarus, his own Brother dear,
For love of God, full piteously did say,
We must the Palace see of Cresida;
For since we yet may have no other feast,
Let us behold her Palace at the least!
And therewithal to cover his intent
A cause he found into the Town to go,
And they right forth to Cresid's Palace
went;
10
But, Lord, this simple Troilus was woe,
Him thought his sorrowful heart would
break in two;
For when he saw her doors fast bolted ali,
Well nigh for sorrow down he 'gan to fali.
Therewith when this true Lover 'gan behold,
How shut was every window of the place,
Like frost he thought his heart was icy
cold;
For which, with changèd, pale, and deadly
face,
Without word uttered, forth he 'gan to
pace;
And on his purpose bent so fast to ride, 20
That no wight his continuance espied.

TROILUS AND CRESIDA
Then said he thus, — O Palace desolate !
O house of houses, once so richly dight!
O Palace empty and disconsolate !
Thou lamp of which extinguished is the
light;
O Palace whilom day that now art night,
Thou ought'st to fali and I to die; since
she
Is gone who held ns both in sovereignty.
O, of ali houses once the crownèd boast!
Palace illumined with the sun of bliss; 30
O ring of which the ruby now is lost,
0 cause of woe, that cause has been of
bliss:
Yet, since I may no better, would I kiss
Thy cold doors; but I dare not for this rout;
Farewell, thou shrine of which the Saint is
out.
Therewith he cast on Pandarus an eye,
With changèd face, and piteous to behold;
And when he might his time aright espy,
Aye as he rode, to Pandarus he told
Both his new sorrow and his joys of old, 40
So piteously, and with so dead a hue,
That every wight might on his sorrow rue.
Forth from the spot he rideth up and down.
And everything to his rememberànce
Carne as he rode by places of the town
Where he had felt such perfect pleasure
once.
Lo, yonder saw I mine own Lady dance.
And in that Temple she with her bright
eyes,
My Lady dear, flrst bound me captive-wise.
And yonder with joy-smitten heart have I
Heaid my own Cresid's laugh; and once
at play
51
1 yonder saw her eke full blissfully;
And yonder once she unto me 'gan say —
Now, my sweet Troilus, love me well, I
pray !
And there so graciously did me behold,
That hers unto the death my heart I hold.
And at the corner of that self-same house
Heard I my most belovèd Lady dear,
So womanly, with voice melodious
Singing so well, so goodly, and so clear, 60
That in my soul methinks I yet do hear
The blissful sound; and in that very place
My Lady first me took unto her grace.

O blissful God of Love ! then thus he cried,
When I the process have in memory,
How thou hast wearied me on every side,
Men thence a book might make, a history;
What need to seek a conquest over me,
Since I am wholly at thy will ? what joy
Hast thou thy own liege subjects to destroy ?
70
Dread Lord ! so fearful when provoked,
thine ire
Well hast thou wreaked on me by pain and
grief.
Now mercy, Lord! thou know'st well I
desire
Thy grace above ali pleasures first and
chief;
And live and die I wUl in thy belief;
For which I ask for guerdon but one boon,
That Cresida again thou send me soon.
Constrain her heart as quickly to retum.
As thou dost mine with longing her to see,
Then know I well that she would not sojoum.
80
Now, blissful Lord, so cruel do not be
Unto the blood of Troy, I pray of thee,
As Juno was imto the Theban blood,
From whence to Thebes came griefs in multitude.
And after this he to the gate did go,
Whence Cresid rode, as if in haste she was;
And up and down there went, and to and f ro,
And to himself full oft he said, alas !
From hence my hope, and solace forth did
pass.
0 would the blissful God now for his joy,
1 might her see again coming to Troy ! 91
And up to yonder hill was I her guide;
Alas, and there I took of her my leave;
Yonder I saw her to her Father ride.
For very grief of which my heart shall
cleave; —
And hither home 1 came when it was eve;
And here I dwell an outcast from ali joy.
And shall, unless I see her soon in Troy.
And of himself did he imagine oft,
That he was blighted, pale, and waxen less
Than he was wont; and that in whispers
Soft
loi
Men said, what may it be, can no one guess
Why Troilus hath ali this heaviness ?

THE SAILOR'S MOTHER
AH which he of himself conceited wholly
Out of his weakness and his melancholy.
Another time he took into his head,
That every wight, who in the way passed
by.
Had of him ruth, and fancied that they
said,
I am right sorry Troilus will die:
And thus a day cr two drove wearily; no
As ye have heard; such life 'gan he to lead
As one that standeth betwixt hope and
dread.
For which it pleased him in his songs to
show
The occasion of his woe, as best he might;
And made a fitting song, of words but few,
Somewhat his woeful heart to make more
light;
And when he was removed from ali men's
sight,
With a soft night voice, he of his Lady
dear,
That absent was, 'gan sing as ye may hear.
0 star, of which I lost have ali the light, 120
With a sore heart well ought I to bewail,
That ever dark in torment, night by night,
Toward my death with wind I steer and
sail;
For which upon the tenth night if thou fail
With thy bright beams to guide me but
one hour,
My ship and me Charybdis will devour.
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For when thy horns begin once more to
spring,
Then shall she come, that with her bliss
may bring.
140
The day is more, and longer every night
Than they were wont to be — for he thought
so;
And that the sun did take his course not
right,
By longer way than he was wont to go;
And said, I am in constant dread I trow,
That Phaetou his son is yet alive,
His too fond father's car amiss to drive.
Upon the walls fast also would he walk.
To the end that he the Grecian host might
866 y
149
And ever thus he to himself would talk: —
Lo ! yonder is my own bright Lady free;
Or yonder is it that the tents must be;
And thence does come this air which is so
sweet,
That in my soul I feel the joy of it.
And certainly this wind, that more and
more
By moments thus increaseth in my face,
Is of my Lady's sighs heavy and sore;
I prove it thus; for in no other space
Of ali this town, save only in this place, 159
Feel I a wind, that soundeth so like pain;
It saith. Alas, why severed are we twain ?

As soon as he this song had thus sung
through,
He fell again into his sorrows old;
And every night, as was his wont to do,
Troilus stood the bright moon to behold; 130
And ali his trouble to the moon he told.
And said; I wis, when thou art horn'd
anew,
1 shall be glad if ali the world be true.

A weary while in pain he tosseth thus,
Till fully past and gone was the ninth
night;
And ever at his side stood Pandarus,
Who busily made use of ali his might
To comfort him, and make his heart more
light;
Giving him always hope, that she the
morrow
Of the tenth day will come, and end his
sorrow.

Thy horns were old as now upon that
morrow,
When hence did jourftey my bright Lady
dear,
That cause is of my torment and my sorrow;
For which, oh, gentle Luna, bright and
clear;
For love of God, run fast above thy sphere;

THE SAlLOR'S MOTHER
1802. 1807
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. I met this
woman near the Wishing-g^ate, on the highroad that then led from Grasmere to Ambleside. Her appearance was exactly as here
described, and such was her account, nearly to
the letter.
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ALICE FELL

One morning (raw it was and wet —
A foggy day in winter time)
A Womaa on the road I met,
Not old, though something past her
prime:
Majestic in her person, tall and stxaight;
And like a Roman matron's was her mien
and gait.
The ancient spirit is not dead;
Old times, thought I, are breathing there;
Proud was I that my comitry bred
Suoh strength, a dignity so fair:
10
She begged an alins, like one in poor
estate;
I looked at her again, nor did my pride
abate.
When from these lofty thoughts I woke,
" What is it," said I, " that you bear,
Beneath the covert of your Cloak,
Protected from this oold damp air ? "
She answered, soon as she the question
heard,
"A simple burthen, Sir, a little Singingbird."
And, thus continuing, she said,
" I had a Son, who many a day
20
SaUed on the seas, but he is dead;
In Denmark he was cast away:
And I have travelled weary miles to
see
If anght which he had owned might still
remain for me.
"The bird and cage they both were
his:
T was my Son's bird; and neat and
trim
He kept it: many voyages
The singing-bird had gone with him;
When last he sailed, he left the bird
behind;
From bodings, as might be, that hung upon
his mind.
30
" He to a fellow-lodger's care
Had left it, to be watched and fed.
And pipe its song in safety;— there
I found it when my Son was dead;
And now, God help me for my little
wit!
I bear it with me, Sir; — he took so much
delight in it."

ALICE FELL
OR, POVERTY
1802. 1807
Written to gratify Mr. Graham of Glasgow,
brother of the Author of " The Sabbath." He
was a zealous coadjutor of Mr. Clarkson, and a
man of ardent humanity. The incident had
happened to himself, and he nrged me to put
it into Terse, for humamty'8 sake. The hnmblenesg, meanness if you like, of the subject,
together with the homely mode of treating it,
brought upon me a world of ridicule by the
sraall critics, so that in policy I excluded it
from many editions of my Poems, tUl it was
reatored at the request of some of my friends,
in particular my son-in-law, Edward Quillinan.
The post-boy drove with flerce career,
For threatening clouds the moon had
drowned;
When, as we hurried on, my ear
Was smitten with a startling sonnd.
As if the wind blew many ways,
I heard the sonnd, — and more and more,
It seemed to follow with the chaise,
And stiU I heard it as before.
At length I to the boy called ont;
He stopped his horses at the word,
But neither cry, nor voice, nor shout,
Nor aught else like it, could be heard.

10

The boy then smacked his whip, and fast
The horses scampered through the rain;
But, hearing soon upon the blast
The cry, I bade him halt again.
Forthwith alightine on the ground,
" Whence comes, said I, " this piteous
moan ? "
And there a little Girl I found,
Sitting behind the chaise, alone.
20
" My cloak !" no other word she spake,
But loud and bitterly she wept.
As i£ her innocent heart would break;
And down from ofB her seat she leapt.
" What aUs you, child ? " — she sobbed
" Look here !"
I saw it in the wheel entangled,
A weather-beaten rag as e'er
From any garden scare-crow dangled.

BEGGARS
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There, twisted between nave and spoke,
It hving, nor could at once be freed;
30
But our joint pains unloosed the cloak,
A miserable rag indeed 1

Descending with a graceful flow,
And on her head a cap as white as new-fallen
snow.

" And whither are you going, child,
To-night along these lonesome ways ? "
" To Durham," answered she, half wild—
" Then come with me into the chaise."

Her skin was of Egyptian brown;
Haughty, as if her eye had seen
Its own light to a distance thrown,
She towered, fit person for a Queen
10
To lead those ancient Amazonian files;
Or ruling Bandifs wife ajnong the Grecian
isles.

Insensible to ali relief
Sat the poor girl, and forth did send
Sob after sob, as if her grief
Could never, never have an end.

40

" My child, in Durham do you dwell ? "
She checked herself in her distress,
And said, " My uame is Alice Fell;
I 'm fatherless and motherless.
" And I to Durham, Sir, belong."
Again, as if the thought would choke
Her very heart, her grief grew strong;
And ali was for her tattered cloak !
The chaise drove on; our journey's end
Was nigh; and, sitting by my side,
50
As if she had lost her only friend
She wept, nor would be pacified.
Up to the tavern-door we post;
Of Alice and her grief I told;
And I gave money to the host.
To buy a new cloak for the old.
" And let it be of dufSl grey.
As warm a cloak as man can sell ! "
Proud creature was she the next day,
The little orphan, Alice Fell!

60

BEGGARS
1802. 1807
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. Met, and
described to me by my Sister, near the quarry
at the head of Rydal lake, a place still a chosen
resort of Tagrants travelling with their families.
She had a tall man's height or more;
Her face from sunmier's noontide heat
No bonnet shaded, but she wore
A mantle, to her very feet

Advancing, forth she stretched her hand
And begged an alms with doleful plea
That ceased not; on our English land
Such woes, I knew, could never be;
And yet a boon I gave her, for the creature
Was beautifvd to see — a weed of glorious
feature.
I left her, and pursued my way;
And soon before me did espy
20
A pair of little Boys at play,
Chasing a crimson butterfly;
The taller followed with his hat in hand,
Wreathed round with yellow flowers the
gayest of the land.
The other wore a rimless crown
With leaves of laurel stuck about;
And, whUe both followed up and down,
Each whooping with a merry shout,
In their fraternal features I could trace
Unquestionable lines of that wild Suppliant's face.
30
Yet they, so blithe of heart, seemed fit
For flnest tasks of earth or air:
Wings let them have, and they might flit
Precursors to Aurora's car,
Scattering fresh flowers; though happier
far, I ween.
To hunt their fluttering game o'er rock and
levei green.
They dart across my path — but Io,
Each ready with a plaintive whine !
Said I, " not half an hour ago
Your Mother has had alms of mine."
40
" That cannot be," one answered — " she
is dead:" —
I looked reproof — they saw — but neither
hung his head.
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TO A BUTTERFLY

" She has been dead, Sir, many a day." —
" Hush, boys ! you 're telling me a lie;
It was yoxir Mother, as I say !"
And, in the twinkling of an eye,
" Come ! Come !" cried one, and without
more ado,
Ofl to some other play the joyous Vagrants
flew !

To a poor neighbouring cottage; as I found,
For sake of a young Child whose home was
there.

Once having seen her clasp with fond embrace
This ChUd, I chanted to myself a lay, 10
Endeavouring, in our English tongue, to
trace
Such things as she unto the Babe might
TO A BUTTERFLY
say:
And thus, from what I heard and knew, or
1802. 1807
guessed,
Written in the orchard, Town-end, Grasmere.
the workings of her heart exMy sister and I \rere parted immediately after My song
pressed.
the death of our mother, who died in 1778,
both being very young.
I
Stay near me — do not take thy flight!
" Dear Babe, thou daughter of another,
A little longer stay in sight!
One moment let me be thy mother !
Much converse do I find in thee,
An infant's face and looks are thine,
Historian of my infancy !
And sure a mother's heart is mine:
Float near me; do not yet depart!
Thy own dear mother 's far away,
Dead times revive in thee:
At labour in the harvest field:
20
Thou bring'st, gay creature as thou art !
Thy little sister is at play; —
A solemn image to my heart,
What warmth, what comfort would it yield
My father's family !
To my poor heart, if thou wouldst be
One little hour a child to me !
Oh ! pleasant, pleasant were the days,
II
The time, when, in our childish plays,
My sister Emmeline and I
" Across the waters I am come,
Together ehased the butterfly !
And I have left a babe at home;
A very hunter did I rush
A long, long vf&j of land and sea !
Upon the prey: — with leaps and springs
Come to me — I 'm no enemy:
I followed on from brake to hush;
I am the same who at thy side
But she, God love her, feared to brush
Sate yesterday, and made a nest
30
The dust from ofE its wings.
For thee, sweet Baby ! — thou hast tried,
Thou know'st the pillow of my breast;
Good, good art thou: — alas ! to me
THE EMIGRANT MOTHER
Far more than I can be to thee.
1802. 1807
III
Suggested by what I have notioed in more " Here, little Darling, dost thou lie;
than one French fugitive during the time of An infant thou, a mother I!
the French Revolution. If I am not mistaken, Mine wilt thou be, thou hast no fears;
the Unes were composed at Sockbum, when I Mine art thou — spite of these my tears.
waa on a visit to Mrs. Wordsworth and her Alas ! before I left the spot,
brother.
My baby and its dwelling-place;
40
The nurse said to me, ' Tears should not
Once in a lonely hamlet I sojoumed
In which a Lady driven from France did Be shed upon an infanfs face,
It was unlucky' — no, no, no;
dwell;
The big and lesser griefs with which she No truth is in them who say so 1
moumed,
IV
In friendship she to me would often tell.
" My own dear Little-one will sigh,
This Lady, dwelling upon British ground,
W^here she was childless, daily would repair Sweet Babe ! and they will let him die.

"AMONG ALL LOVELY THINGS MY LOVE HAD BEEN"
' He pines,' they '11 say, ' it is his doom,
And you may see his hour is come.'
Oh ! had he but thy cheerful smiles,
Limbs stout as thine, and lips as gay,
jo
Thy looks, thy cunning, and thy wiles,
And countenanee like a summer's day,
They would have hopes of him; — and
then
I should behold his face again !
V
" 'T is gone — like dreams that we forget;
There was a smile or two — yet — yet
I can remember them, I see
The smiles, worth ali the world to me.
Dear Baby ! I must lay thee down;
Thou troublest me with strange alarms; 60
Smiles hast thou, bright ones of thy own;
I cannot keep thee in my arms;
For they conf omid me; — where — where is
That last, that sweetest smile of his ?
VI
"Oh ! how I love thee ! — we will stay
Together here this one half day.
My sister's child, who bears my name,
From Franee to sheltering England came;
She with her mother crossed the sea;
The babe and mother near me dwell:
70
Yet does my yearning heart to thee
Turn rather, though I love her well:
Rest, little Stranger, rest thee here 1
Never was any child more dear !
VII
" — I cannot help it; ill intent
I 've none, my pretty Innooent 1
I weep — I luiow they do thee -wTong,
These tears — and my poor idle tongue.
Oh, what a kiss was that! my cheek
How cold it is ! but thou art good;
80
Thine eyes are on me — they would speak,
I think, to help me if they could.
Blessings upon that soft, warm face,
My heart again is in its plaee !
VIII
" While thou art mine, my little Love,
This cannot be a sorrowful grove;
Contentment, hope, and mother's glee,
I seem to find them ali in thee:
Here 's grass to play with, here are flowers;
I '11 call thee by my darling's name;
90
Thou hast, I think, a look of ours,
Thy features seem to me the same;
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His little sister thou shalt be;
And, when once more my home I see,
I '11 tell him many tales of Thee."
"MY HEART LEAPS UP WHEN
I BEHOLD"
1802. 1807
Written at Town-end, Grasmere.
My heart leaps up when I behold
A rainbow in the sky:
So was it when my life began;
So is it now 1 am a man;
So be it when I shall grow old,
Or let me die !
The Child is father of the Man;
And I could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural piety.
"AMONG ALL LOVELY THINGS
MY LOVE HAD BEEN"
1802. 1807
Among ali lovely things my Love had been;
Had noted well the stars, ali flowers that
grew
About her home; but she had never seen
A glow-worm, never one, and this I knew.
WhUe riding near her home one stormy
night
A single glow-worm did I chance to espy;
I gave a fervent weleome to the sight.
And from my horse I leapt; great joy had I.
Upon a leaf the glow-worm did I lay.
To bear it with me through the stormy
night:
And, as before, it shone without dismay;
Albeit putting forth a fainter light.
When to the dwelling of my Love I came,
I went into the orchard quietly;
And left the glow-worm, blessing it by name,
Laid safely by itself, beneath a tree.
The whole next day, I hoped, and hoped
with fear;
At night the glow-worm shone beneath the
tree;
I led my Lucy to the spot, " Look here,"
Oh ! joy it was for her, and joy for me !
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WRITTEN IN MARCH
WRITTEN IN MARCH

WHILE RESTING ON THE BRIDGE AT
THE FOOT OF BR0THER'S WATER
1802. 1807
Extempore. This little poem waa a favonrite with Joanna Baillie.
The Cock is crowing,
The stream is flowing,
The small birds twitter,
The lake doth glitter,
The green field sleeps in the sun;
The oldest and youngest
Are at work with the strongest;
The cattie are grazing,
Their heads never raising;
There are forty feeding like one !
Like an army defeated
The snow hath retreated,
And now doth fare ill
On the top of the bare hill;
The ploughboy is whooping — anon — anon:
There 's joy in the mountaius;
There 's life in the fountains;
Small clouds are sailing,
Blue sky prevailing;
The rain is over and gone !
THE REDBREAST CHASING THE
BUTTERFLY
1802. 1807
Obserred, as described, in the then beautiful
orchard, Town-end, Grasmere.
Art thou the bird whom Man loves
best,
The pious bird with the scarlet breast,
Our little English Robin;
The bird that comes about our doors
When Autmnn-winds are sobbing ?
Art thou the Peter of Norway Boors ?
Their Thomas in Finland,
And Rússia far inland ?
The bird, that by some name or other
Ali men who know thee call their brother,
The darling of chUdren and men ?
11
Could Father Adam open bis eyes
And see this sight beneath the skies,
He 'd wish to close them again.

— If the butterfly knew but his friend,
Hither his flight he would bend;
And find his way to me,
Under the branches of the tree:
In and out, he darts about;
Can this be the bird, to man so good,
20
That, after their bewildering,
Covered with leaves the little children,
So painfully in the wood ?
What ailed thee, Robin, that thou could'st
pursue
A beautiful creature,
That is gentle by nature ?
Beneath the summer sky
From flower to flower let bim fly;
'T is ali that he wishes to do.
29
The cheerer Thou of our in-door sadness,
He is the friend of our summer gladnesa:
What hinders, then, that ye should be
Playmates in the sunny weather.
And fly about in the air together !
His beautiful wings in crimson are drest,
A crimson as bright as thine own:
Would'st thou be happy in thy nest,
O pious Bird ! whom man loves best,
Loye him, or leave him alone !
TO A BUTTERFLY
1802. 1807
Written in the orchard, Town-end, Grasmere.
I 'vE watched you now a full half-hour,
Self-poised upon that yellow flower;
And, little Butterfly I indeed
I know not if you sleep or feed.
How motionless ! — not frozen seas
More motionless ! and then
What joy awaits you, when the breeze
Hath found you out among the trees,
And calls you forth again !
This plot of orchard-ground is ours;
My trees they are, my sister's flowers;
Here rest your wings when they are
weary;
Here lodge as in a sanctuary !
Come often to us, fear no wrong;
Sit near us on the bough !
We '11 talk of sunshine and of song.
And summer days, when we were young;
Sweet childish days, that were as long
As twenty days are now.

TO THE SMALL CELANDINE
FORESIGHT
1802. 1807
Also composed in tbe orchard, Town-end,
Grasmere.
That is work of waste and ruin —
Do as Charles and I are doing !
Strawberry-blossoms, one and ali,
We must spare them — here are many:
Look at it — the flower is small,
Small and low, though fair as any:
Do not touch it! summers two
I am older, Anne, than you.
Pull the primrose, sister Anne !
Pull as many as you can.
— Here are daisies, take your fill;
Pansies, and the cuckoo-flower:
Of the lofty dafEodü
Make your bed, or make your bower;
Fill your lap, and fill your bosom;
Only spare the strawberry-blossom !

10

Primroses, the Spring may love them —
Summer knows but little of them:
Violets, a barren kind,
Withered on the ground must lie;
20
Daisies leave no fruit behind
When the pretty flowerets die;
Pluok them, and another year
As many will be blowing here.
God has given a kindlier power
To the favoured strawberry-flower.
Hither soon as spring Is fled
You and Charles and I will walk;
Lurking berries, ripe and red,
Then wül hang on every stalk,
30
Each within its leafy bower;
And for that promise spare the flower !
TO THE SMALL CELANDINE
1802. 1807
Written at Town-end, Qrasmere. It is remarkable that this flower, coming out so early
in the spring as it does, and so bright and
beautiful, and in sueh profosion, shonld not
have been notieed earlier in English verse.
What adds much to the interest that attends
it Í3 its habit of shutting itself up and opening out aocording to the degree of light and
temperature of the air.
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Pansies, lilies, kingcups, daisies,
Let them live upon their praises;
Long as there 's a sun that sets,
Primroses wül have their glory;
Long as there are violets,
They will have a place in story:
There 's a flower that shall be mine,
'T is the little Celandine.
Eyes of some men travei far
For the flnding of a star;
10
Up and down the heavens they go,
Men that keep a mighty rout !
I 'm as great as they, I trow,
Since the day I found thee out,
Little Flower ! — I '11 make a stir,
Like a sage astronomer.
Modest, yet withal an Elf
Bold, and lavish of thyself;
Since we needs must flrst have met
I have seen thee, high and low,
20
Thirty years or more, and yet
'T was a face I did not know;
Thou hast now, go where I may,
Fifty greetings in a day.
Ere a leaf is on a bush,
In the time before the thrush
Has a thought about her nest,
Thou wilt come with half a call,
Spreading out thy glossy breast
Like a eareless Prodigal;
30
Telling tales about the sun,
When we 've little warmth, or none.
Poets, vain men in their mood !
Travei with the multitude:
Never heed them; I aver
That they ali are wanton wooers;
But the thrifty cottager,
Who stirs little out of doors,
Joys to spy thee near her home;
Spring is coming, Thou art come !

40

Comfort have thou of thy merit,
Kindly, nnassuming Spirit!
Careless of thy neighbourhood,
Thou dost show thy pleasant face
On the moor, and in the wood,
In the lane; — there 's not a place,
Howsoever mean it be,
But 't is good enough for thee.
111 befall the yellow flowers,
Children of the flaring hours l
50
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TO THE SAME FLOWER
Blithe of heart, from week to week
Thou dost play at hide-and-seek;
While the patient primrose sits
Like a beggar in the cold,
Thou, a flower of wiser wits,
Slipp'8t into thy sheltering hold;
Liveliest of the vernal train
When ye ali are out again.

Buttercups, that will be seen,
Whether we will see or no;
Others, too, of lofty mien;
They have done as worldlings do,
Taken praise that shovdd be thine,
Little, humble Celandine !
Prophet of delight and mirth,
Ill-requited upon earth;
Herald of a mighty band,
Of a joyous train ensuing,
Serving at my hearfs command,
Tasks that are no tasks renewing,
I will sing, as doth behove,
Hymns in praise of what I love !

6o

TO THE SAME FLOWER
1802. 1807
Pleasures newly found are sweet
When they lie about ovir feet:
February last, my heart
First at sight of thee was glad;
Ali unheard of as thou art,
Thou must needs, I think, have had,
Celandine ! and long ago,
Praise of whieh I nothing know.
I have not a doubt but he,
Whosoe'er the man might be,
Who the first with pointed rays
(Workman worthy to be sainted)
Set the sign-board in a blaze,
When the rising sun he painted
Took the fancy from a glance
At thy glittering countenance.

Soon as gentle breezes bring
News of wrnter's vanishing,
And the children build their bowers,
Sticking 'kerchief-plots of mould 20
Ali about with full-blown flowers,
Thick as sheep in shepherd's fold 1
With the prondest thou art there,
Mantling in the tiny square.
Often have I sighed to measure
By myself a lonely pleasure,
Sighed to think, I read a book
Only read, perhaps, by me;
Yet I long could overlook
Thy bright eoronet and Thee,
And thy arch and wily ways,
And thy store of other praise.

Drawn by what peculiar spell,
By what charm of sight or smell,
Does the dim-eyed curious Bee,
Labouring for her waxen cells,
Fondly settle upon Thee
Prized above ali buds and bells
Opening daily at thy side,
By the season multiplied ?
Thou art not beyond the moon,
But a thing " beneath our shoon: "
Let the bold Diseoverer thrid
In his bark the polar sea;
Rear who will á pyramid;
Praise it is enough for me,
If there be but three or four
Who wül love my little Flower.

10
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RESOLUTION AND INDEPENDENCE
1802. 1807
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. This old
Man I met a few hundred yards from my cottage ; and the account of him is taken from
his own mouth. I was in the state of feeling
described in the beginning of the poem, while
CTossing over Barton Fell from Mr. ClaTkson's,
at the foot of Ullswater, towards Askham.
The image of the hare I then observed on the
ridge of the Fell.
I
There was a roaring in the wind ali night;
The rain came heavily and fell in floods;
But now the sun is rising calm and bright;
The birds are singing in the distant woods;
Over his own sweet voice the Stock-dove
broods;
The Jay makes answer as the Magpie
chatters;
And ali the air is fílled with pleasant noise
of waters.
II
Ali things that love the sun are out of doors;
The sky rejoices in the moming's birth;

RESOLUTION AND INDEPENDENCE
The grass is bright with rain-drops; — on
the moors
10
The hare is riinning races in her mirth;
And with her feet she from the plashy
earth
Kaises a mist, that, glittering in the sun,
Runs with her ali the way, wherever she
doth run.
III
I was a Traveller then upon the moor,
I saw the hare that raced about with joy;
I heard the woods and distant waters roar;
Or heard them not, as happy as a boy:
The pleasant season did my heart employ:
My old remembrances went from me wholly;
And ali the ways of men, so vain and melancholy.
3,
IV
But, as it sometimes chanceth, from the
might
Of joy in minds that can no further go,
As high as we have mounted in delight
In onr dejeetion do we sink as low;
To me that momin^ did it happen so;
And fears and fancies thick upon me came;
Dim sadness — and blind thoughts, I knew
not, nor could name.
V
I heard the sky-lark warbling in the sky;
And I bethought me of the playful hare:
Even such a happy Child of earth am I; 31
Even as these blissful creatures do I fare;
Far from the world I walk, and from ali
care;
But there may come another day to me —
Solitude, pain of heart, distress,and poverty.
VI
My whole life I have lived in pleasant
thought,
As if life's business were a summer mood;
As if ali needful things would come unsought
To genial faith, still rich in genial good;
But how can He expect that others should
Build for him, sow for him, and at his eall
Leve him, who for himself will take no heed
at ali ?
^2
VII
I thought of Chatterton,the marvellousBoy,
The sleepless Soul that perished in his
pride;
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Of Him who walked in glory and in joy
Foliowing his plough, along the mountainside:
By our own spirits are we deifled:
We Poets in our youth begin in gladness;
But thereof come in the end despondency
and madness.
VIII
Now, whether it were by peculiar grace, 50
A leading from above, a something given,
Yet it befell, that, in this lonely place,
When I with these untoward thoughts had
striven,
Beside a pool bare to the eye of heaven
I saw a Man before me unawares:
The oldest mau he seemed that ever wore
grey hairs.
IX
As a huge stone is sometimes seen to lie
Couched on the bald top of an eminence;
Wonder to ali who do the same espy,
By what means it could thither come, and
whence;
60
So that it seems a thing endued with sense:
Like a sea-beast crawled forth, that on a
shelf
Of rock or sand reposeth, there to sun itself;
X
Such seemed this Man, not ali alive nor
dead,
Nor ali asleep — in his extreme old age:
His body was bent double, feet and head
Coming together in life's pilgrimage;
As if some dire constraint of paia, or rage
Of sickness felt by him in times long past,
A more than human weight upon his frame
had cast.
70
XI
Himself he propped, limbs, body, and pale
face,
Upon a long grey stafE of shaven wood:
And, still as I drew near with gentle pace,
Upon the margin of that moorish flood
Motionless as a cloud the old Man stood,
That heareth not the loud winds when they
call
And moveth ali together, if it move at ali.
XII
At length, himself unsettling, he the pond
Stirred with his stalf, and fixedly did look
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"I GRIEVED FOR BUONAPARTÉ"

Upon the muddy water, which he conned,
As if he had been reading in a book:
81
And now a straiiger's privüege I took;
And, drawing to his side, to him did say,
" This morning gives us promise of a glorious day."
XIII
A gentle answer did the old Man make,
In courteous speech which forth he slowly
drew:
And him with further words I thus bespake,
" What occupation do you there pursue ?
This is a lonesome plaee for one like you."
Ere he replied, a flash of mUd surprise 90
Broke from the sable orbs of his yet-vivid
eyes,
XIV
His words carne feebly, from a feeble chest,
But each in solemn order followed each,
With something of a lofty utterance drest —
Choice word and measnred phrase, above
the reach
Of ordinaxy men; a stately speech;
Such as grave Livers do in Seotland use,
Keligious men, who give to God and man
their dues.
XV
He told, that to these waters he had come
To gather leeches, being old and poor: 100
Employment hazardous and wearisome !
And he had many hardships to endure:
From pond to pond he roamed, from moer
to moor;
Housing, with 6od's good help, by choice or
chance,
And in this way he gained an honest maintenance.
XVI
The old Man still stood talking bymy side;
But now his voice to me was like a stream
Scarce heard; nor word from word could
I divide;
And the whole body of the Mau did seem
Like one whom I had met with in a dream;
Or like a man from some far region sent.
To give me himxan strength, by apt admonishment.
112
XVII
My former thoughts returned: the fear that
kills;
And hope that is unwilling to be fed;

Cold, pain, and labour, and ali fleshly üls;
And mighty Poets in their misery dead.
— Perplexed, and longing to be comforted,
My question eagerly did I renew,
" How is it that you live, and what is it you
do?"
XVIII
He with a smile did then his words repeat;
And said, that, gathering leeches, far and
wide
121
He travelled; stirring thus above his feet
The waters of the pools where they abide.
" Once I could meet with them on every
side;
But they have dwindled long by slow deoay;
Yet still I persevere, and find them where I
may."
XIX
While he was talking thus, the lonely place,
The old Man's shape, and speech — ali troubled me:
In my mind's eye I seemed to see him pace
About the weary moors continually,
130
Wandering about alone and sUently.
While I these thoughts within myself pursued,
He, having made a pause, the same discourse
renewed.
XX
And soon with this he other matter blended,
Cheerfully uttered, with demeanour kind,
But stately in the main; and when he ended,
I could have laughed myself to scorn to
íind
In that decrepit Man so firm a mind.
" God," said I, " be my help and stay secure;
I'll think of the Leech-gatherer on the
lonely moor! "
140
"I GRIEVED FOR BUONAPARTÉ"
1802. 1807
I GRIEVED for Buonaparté, with a vain
And an unthinking grief ! The tenderest
mood
Of that Man's mind — what can it be ?
what food
Fed his first hopes ? what knowledge could
he gain ?

A FAREWELL
Tis not in battles that from youth we
train
The Govemor who must be wise and good,
And temper with the sternness of the brain
Thoughts motherly, and meek as womanhood.
Wisdom doth live with children round her
knees:
Books, leisure, perfect freedom, and the
talk
Man holds with week-day man in the honrly
walk
Of the niind's business: these are the
degrees
By which true Sway doth mount; this is
the stalk
True Power doth grow on; and her rights
are these.
A FAREWELL
1802. 1815
Composed jnst before my sister and I went
to fetch Mrs. Wordsworth from Gallow-hill,
near Scarborongh.
Farewell, thou little Nook of mountainground,
Thou rocky comer in the lowest stair
Of that magniflcent temple which doth
bound
One side of our whole vale with grandeur
rare;
Sweet garden-orchard, eminently fair,
The loveliest spot that man hath ever
found,
Farewell! — we leave thee to Heaven's
peaceful care,
Thee, and the Cottage which thou dost
surround.
Our boat is safely anchored by the shore,
And there will safely ride when we are
gone;
10
The flowering shrubs that deck our humble
door
Wül prosper, though untended and alone:
Fields, goods, and far-off chattels we have
none:
These narrow bounds contain our private
store
Of things earth makes, and sun doth shine
upon;
Here are they in our sight — we have no
more.
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Sunshine and shower be with you, bud and
bell!
For two months now in vain we shall be
sought:
We leave you here in solitude to dwell
With these our latest gifts of tender
thought;
20
Thou, like the morning, in thy saffron coat,
Bright gowan, and marsh-marigold, farewell !
Whom from the borders of the Lake we
brought,
And placed together near our rocky Well.
We go for One to whom ye wUl be dear;
And she will prize this Bower, this Indian
shed,
Our own contrivance, Building without
peer !
— A gentle Maid, whose heart is lowly bred,
Whose pleasures are in wild fields gatherèd,
With joyousness, and with a thoughtful
cheer,
30
Will come to you; to you herself wül wed;
And love the blessed llfe that we lead here.
Dear Spot! which we have watched with
tender heed,
Bringing thee chosen plants and blossoms
blown
Among the distant mountains, flower and
weed,
Which thou hast taken to thee as thy own,
Making ali kindness registered and known;
Thou for our sakes, though Nature's chUd
indeed,
Fair in thyself and beautiful alone,
Hast taken gifts which thou dost little
need.
And O most constant, yet most fickle Place,
Thou hast thy wayward moods, as thou
dost show
To them who look not daUy on thy face;
Who, being loved, in love no bounds dost
know,
And say'st, when we forsake thee, "Let
them go !"
Thou easy-hearted Thing, with thy wild race
Of weeds and flowers, till we return be slow,
And travei with the year at a soft pace.
Help us to tell Her tales of years gone by,
And this sweet spring, the best beloved and
best;
50-
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"THE SUN HAS LONG BEEN SET"

Joy will be flown in its mortality;
Something must stay to tell us of the rest.
Here, thronged with primroses, the steep
rock's breast
Glittered at evening like a starry sky;
And in this bush our sparrow built her nest,
Of which I sang one song that will not die.
O happy Garden ! whose seclusion deep
Hath been so friendly to industrious hours;
And to soft slumbers, that did gently steep
Our spirits, carrying with them dreams of
flowers,
60
And wUd notes warbled among leafy bowers;
Two burning months let summer overleap,
And, coming back with Her who will be
. ours,
Into thy bosom we again shall creep.
"THE SUN HAS LONG BEEN
SET "
1802. 1807
Repiinted at the request of my Sister, in
whose preaence the lines were thrown ofE.
This Impromptu appeared, many years age,
among the Author's poems, from which, in subsequent editions, it was ezcluded.
The sun has long been set,
The stars are out by twos and threes,
The little birds are piping yet
Among the bushes and trees;
Tbere 's a ouckoo, and one or two thrushes,
And a far-ofE wind that rushes,
And a sound of water that gushes,
And the cuckoo's sovereign cry
Fills ali the hollow of the sky.
Who would " go parading "
In London, " and masquerading,"
On such a night of June
With that beautiful soft half-moon,
And ali these innocent blisses ?
On such a night as this is !
COMPOSED UPON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE, Sept. 3, 1802
1802. 1807
Written on the roof of a coach, on my way
to France.
Earth has not anything to show more fair:
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by
A sight so touching in its majesty:

This City now doth, like a garment, wear
The beauty of the morning; silent, bare,
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples
lie
Open imto the fields, and to the sky;
AU bright and glittering in the smokeless
air.
Never did sun more beautifully steep
In his íirst splendour, yalley, rock, or hill;
Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep !
The river glideth at his own sweet will:
Dear God ! the very houses seem asleep;
And ali that mighty heart is lying still!
COMPOSED BY THE SEA-SIDE,
NEAR CALAIS, August 1802
1802. 1807
Fair Star of evening, Splendour of the west,
Star of my Country ! — on the horizon's
briii
Thou hangest, stooping, as might seem, to
sink
On England's bosom; yet well pleased to
rest,
Meanwhile, and be to her a glorious crest
Conspicuous to the Nations. Thou, I think,
Should'st be my Country's emblem; and
should'st wink,
Bright Star ! with laughter on her banners, drest
In thy fresh beauty. There ! that dusky
spot
Beneath thee, that is England; there she lies.
Blessings be on you both ! one hope, one lot,
One life, one glory ! — I, with many a fear
For my dear Country, many heartfelt sighs,
Among men who do not love her, linger
here.
CALAIS, August 1802
1802. 1807
Is it a reed that 's shaken by the wind,
Or what is it that ye go forth to see ?
Lords, lawyers, statesmen, squires of low
degree,
Men known, and men unknown, sick, lame,
and blind,
Post fox-ward ali, like creatures of one kind,
With first-fruit ofEerings crowd to bend the
knee
In France, before the new-born Majesty.

ON THE EXTINCTION OF THE VENETIAN REPUBLIC
T is ever thus. Ye meu of prostrate miud,
A seemly reverence may be paid to power;
But that 's a loyal virtue, never sown
In haste, nqr springing with a tranaient
shower;
"When truth, when sense, when liberty were
flown,
What hardship had it been to wait an
hour ?
Shame on you, feeble Heads, to slavery
prone !
COMPOSED NEAR CALAIS, ON
THE ROAD LEADING TO ARDRES, AUGUST 7, 1802
1802. 1807
J0NE8 ! as from Calais southward you and I
Went pacing sida by side, this public Way
Streamed with the pomp of a too-credulous
day,
When faith was pledged to new-bom Liberty:
A homeless sound of joy was in the sky:
From hour to hour the antiquated Earth
Beat like the heart of Man: songs, garlands, mirth,
Banners, and happy faces, far and nigh !
And now, sole register that these things
were,
Two solitary greetinga have I heard,
" Good-morrow, Citizen / " a hollow word.
As if a dead man spake it! Yet despair
Touehes me not, though pensive as a bird
Whose vemal coverts winter hath laid bare.
CALAIS, August 15, 1802
1802. 1807
Festivals have I seen that were not
names:
This is young Buonaparté's natal day,
And his is henceforth an established sway—
Cônsul for life. With worship Franca proclaims
Her approbation, and with pomps and
games.
Heaven grant that other Cities may ba
gay!
Calais is not: and I have bent my way
To the sea-coast, noting that aach man
frames
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His business as he Ukes. Far other show
My youth hera witnessed, iu a prouder
time;
The senselessness of joy was then sublime 1
Happy is he, who, caring not for Pope,
Cônsul, or King, can sound himself to know
The destiny of Man, and live in hope.
"IT IS A BEAUTEOUS EVENING, CALM AND FREE"
1802. 1807
Thia was composed on the beach near Calais,
in the autumn of 1802.
It is a beauteous evening, calm and free,
The holy time is quiet as a Nun
Breathless with adoration; the broad sun
Is sinking down in its tranquUlity;
The gentleness of heaven broods o'er the
Sea:
Listen ! the mighty Being is awake,
And doth with his eternal motion make
A sound like thunder — everlastingly.
Dear Chüd ! dear Girl! that walkest with
me here,
If thou appear untouched by solemn
thought,
Thy nature is not therefore less diyine:
Thou liest in Abraham's bosom ali the year;
And worship'st at the Temple's inner shrine,
God being with thee when we know it not.
ON THE EXTINCTION OF THE
VENETIAN REPUBLIC
1802. 1807
Once did She hold the gorgeous aast in
fee;
And was the safeguard of the west: the
worth
Of Venica did not fali below her birth,
Venice, the eldest Child of Liberty.
She was a maiden City, bright and free;
No guile seduced, no force could violate;
And, when she took unto herself a Mate,
She must espouse the everlasting Sea.
And what if sha had seen those glories fade,
Those titles vanish, and that strength
decay;
Yat shall some tribute of regret be paid
When her long life hath reached its final
day:
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THE KING OF SWEDEN

Men are we, and must grieve when eveu
the Shade
Of that which once was great, is passed
away.
THE KING OF SWEDEN
1802. 1807
The Voice of song from distant lands shall
call
To that great King; shall hail the crownèd
Yonth
Who, taking counsel of unbending Truth,
one example hath set forth to ali
How they with dignity may stand; or fali,
If fali they must. Now, whither doth it
tend ?
And what to him and his shall be the end ?
That thought is one which neither can
appal
Nor cheer him; for the Ulustrious Swede
hath done
The thing which ought to be; is raised
above
Ali consequences: work he hath beg^n
Of fortitude, and piety, and leve,
Which ali his glorious ancestors approve:
The heroes bless him, him their rightful son.

COMPOSED IN THE VALLEY
NEAR DOVER, ON THE DAY
OF LANDING
1802. 1807
Here, on our native soU, we breathe once
more.
The cock that crows, the smoke that curls,
that sound
Of bells; those boys who iu yon meadowground
In white-sleeved shirts are playing; and
the roar
Of the waves breaking on the chalky
shore;—
Ali, ali are English. Oft have I looked
round
With joy in Kent's green vales; but never
found
Myself so satisfied in heart before.
Europe is yet in bonds; but let that pass,
Thought for another moment. Thou art
free,
My Covmtry ! and 't is joy enough and
pride
For one hour's perfect bliss, to tread the
grass
Of England once again, and hear and see,
With such a dear Companion at my side.

TO TOUSSAINT L'OUVERTURE
1802. 1807
Toussaint, the most unhappy man of
men!
Whether the whistling Rustic tend his
plough
Within thy hearing, or thy head be now
Pillowed in some deep dungeon's earless
den; —
O miserable Chieftain ! where and when
Wüt thou flnd• patience ? Yet die not; do
thou
Wear rather in thy bonds a oheerful brow:
Though fallen thyself, never to rise again,
Live, and take comfort. Thou hast left
behind
Powers that will work for thee; air, earth,
and skies;
There 's not a breathing of the common
wind
That will f orget thee; thou hast great allies;
Thy friends are exultations, agonies.
And love, and man's unconquerable mind.

SEPTEMBER i, 1802
1802. 1807
Among the capricioiis acts of tyranny that
disgraced those times, was the chasing of ali
Negrões from France by decree of the govemment: we had a Fellow-passenger who was one
of the expelled.
We had a female Passenger who came
From Calais with us, spotless in array,—
A white-robed Negro, like a lady gay,
Yet downcast as a woman fearing blame;
Meek, destitute, as seemed, of hope or aim
She sate, from notice turning not away,
But on ali profifered intercourse did lay
A weight of languid speech, or to the same
No sign of answer made by word or face:
Yet still her eyes retained their tropic fire,
That, burning independent of the mind,
Joined with the lustre of her rich attire
To mock the Outcast. — O ye Heavens, be
kind !
And feeljthou Earth, for this afflicted Kace!

"GREAT MEN HAVE BEEN AMONG US "
NEAR DOVER, September 1802
1802. 1807
Inland, within a hollow vale, I stood;
And saw, while sea was calm and air was
clear,
The coast of France — the eoast of Franoe
how near!
Drawn almost into frightful neighbourhood.
I shrunk; for verily the barrier flood
Was like a lake, or river bright and fair,
A span of waters; yet what power is there !
What mightiness for evil and for good !
Even so doth God protect us if we be
Virtuous and wise. Winds blow, and waters
roll,
Strength to the brave, and Power, and
Deity;
Yet in themselves are nothing ! One decree
Spake laws to them, and said that by the
soul
Only, the Nations shall be great and free.
IN LONDON, September 1802
1802. 1807 .
This was written immediately after my rotum from France to London, when I could not
but be struck, as here described, with the Tanity
and parade of our own country, especially in
great towns and cities, as contraated with the
quiet, and I may say the desolation, that the
reTolution had produeed in France. This must
be borne in mind, or else the reader may think
that in this and the succeeding Sonnets I have
exaggerated the miachief engendered and fostered among us by undisturbed wealth. It
wonld not be easy to eonceire with what a depth
of feeling I entered into the struggle carried
on by the Spaniards for their deÜTerance from
the usurped power of the French. Many times
have I gone from Allan Bank in Grasmere vale,
where we were then residing, to the top of the
Raise-gap aa it is called, so late as two o'clock
in the morning, to meet the carrier bringing
the newspaper from Keswick. Imperfect traces
of the State of mind in which I then was may
be found in my Tract on the Convention of
Cintra, as well as in these Sonnets.
O Friend ! I know not which way I miist
look
For comfort, being, as I am, opprest,
To think that now our life is only drest
For show; mean handy-work of craftsman,
cook,
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Or groom ! — We must rnn glittering like
a brook
In the open sunshine, or we are vinblest:
The wealthiest man among us is the best:
No grandeur now in nature or in book
Delights us. Rapine, avarioe, expense,
This is idolatry; and these we adore:
Plain living and high thinking are no more:
The homely beauty of the good old cause
Is gone; our peace, our fearful innocence,
And pure religion breathing household
laws.
LONDON, 1802
1802. 1807
Milton ! thou should'st be living at this
hour:
England hath need of thee: she is a feu
Of stagnant waters: altar, sword, and pen,
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and
bower,
Have forfeited their ancient English dower
Of inward happiness. We are selflsh men;
Ob ! raise us up, return to us again;
And give us manners, virtue, freedom,
power.
Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart:
Thou hadst a voiee whose sound was like
the sea:
Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free,
So didst thou travei on life's common way,
In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart
The lowliest duties on herself did lay.
"GREAT MEN HAVE BEEN
AMONG US "
1802. 1807
Great men have been among us; hands
that penned
And tongues that uttered wisdom — better
none:
The later Sidney, Marvel, Harrington,
Young Vane, and others who called Milton
friend.
These moralists could act and comprehend:
They knew how genuine glory was put on;
Taught us how rightfully a nation shone
In splendour : what strength was, that
would not bend
But in magnanimous meekness. France,
'tis strange.
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"IT IS NOT TO BE THOUGHT OF"

Hath brought forth no such souls as we had
then.
Perpetuai emptiness ! unceasing change !
No single volume paramount, no code,
No maater spirit, no determined road;
But equally a want of books and men I
«IT IS NOT TO BE THOUGHT
OF"
1802. 1807
It is not to be thought of that the Flood
Of British freedom, which, to the open sea
Of the world's praise, from dark antiquity
Hath flowed, " with pomp of waters, unwithstood,"
Roused though it be full often to a mood
Which spnms the check of salutary bands,
That this most famous Stream in bogs and
sands
Should perish; and to evil and to good
Be lost for ever. In our halls is hung
Armoury of the invincible Knights of old:
We must be free or die, who speak tjie
tongue
That Shakspeare spak^ the faith and
morais Hõld
Which Milton held. — In everything we are
sprung
Of Earth's first blood, have titles manifold.
"WHEN I HAVE BORNE IN
MEMORY"
1802. 1807
When I have bome in memory what has
tamed
Great Nations, how ennobling thoughts
depart
When men change swords for ledgers, and
desert
The studenfs bower for gold, some fears
mmamed
I had, my Country ! — am I to be blamed ?
Now, when I think of thee, and what thou art,
Verily, in the bottom of my heart,
Of those unfllial fears I am ashamed.
For dearly must we prize thee; we who find
In thee a bulwark for the cause of men:
And I by my affection was beguiled:
What wonder if a Poet now and then,
Among the many movements of his mind,
Felt for thee as a lover or a child !

COMPOSED AFTER A JOURNEY
ACROSS
THE HAMBLETON
HILLS, YORKSHIRE
1802. 1807
Gomposed October 4th, 1802, after a journey crer the Hambleton Hills, on a day memorable to me — the day of my marriage.
The horizon commanded by those hills is most
magnifícent. — The next day, while we were
travelling in a post-chaise up Wensleydale, we
were stopt by one of the horses proving restiye, and were obliged to wait two hours in a
severe storm before the post-boy could fetch
from the inn another to supply its place. The
spot was in front of Bolton Hall, where Mary
Queen of Scots was kept prisoner soon after
her nnfortunate landing at Workington. The
place then belonged to the Scroopes, and memoriais of her are yet preserved there. To
beg^iile the time I composed a Sonnet. The
subject was our own confinement contrasted
with hers ; but it was not thought worthy of
being preserved.
Dark and more dark the shades of evenine
fell;
The wished-f or point was reached — but at
an hour
When little could be gained from that rich
dower
Of prospect, whereof many thousands tell.
Yet did the glowing west with marvellous
power
Salute us; there stood Indian citadel,
Temple of Greece, and minster with its
tower
Substantially expressed — a place for bell
Or clock to toll from ! Many a temptúig
isle,
With groves that never were imagined, lay
'Mid seas how steadfast! objects ali for
the eye
Of silent rapture; but we felt the while
We should forget them; they are of the sky,
And from our earthly memory fade away.
STANZAS
WRITTEN IN MY POCKET-COPY OF THOMS0N'S " CASTLE OF INDOLENCE "
1802. 1815
Composed in the orchard, Town-end, Grasmere, Coleridge living with us mnch at the
time ; his son Hartley has said, that his father's
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character and habits are here preserved in a
livelier way than in anytbing that has been
written about him.

And his own mind did like a tempest strong
Come to him thus, and drove the weary
Wight along.

WiTHUf our happy Castle there dwelt One
Whom without blame I may not overlook;
For never sun or living creature shone
Who more devout enjoyment with us took:
Here on his hours he hung as on a book,
On his own time here would he float away,
As doth a fly upon a summer brook;
Bnt go to-morrow, or belike to-day,
Seek for him,-—he is fled; and whither
none can say.

With him there often walked in friendly
guise,
Or lay upon the.moss by brook or tree,
A noticeable Man with large gray eyes, 39
And a pale face that seemed imdoubtedly
As if a blooming face it ought to be;
Heavy his low-bung lip did oft appear,
Deprest by weight of musing Phantasy;
Profound his forehead was, though not
severe;
Yet some did think that he had little business here.

Thus often would he leave our peaceful
home,
10
And flnd elsewhere his business or delight;
Out of our Valley's limits did he roam:
FuU many a time, upon a stormy night,
His voice came to us from the neighbouring height:
Oft could we see him driving full in view
At mid-day when the sun was shining
bright;
What ül was on him, what he had to do,
A mighty wonder bred among our quiet
crew.
Ah ! piteous sight it was to see this Man
When he came back to us, a withered
flower, —
20
Or like a sinful creature, pale and wan.
Down would he sit; and without strength
or power
Look at the common grass from hour to
hour:
And oftentimes, how long I fear to say,
Where apple-trees in blossom made a
bower,
Retired in that sunshiny shade he lay;
And, like a naked Indian, slept himself
away.
Great wonder ft) our gentle tribe it was
Whenever from our Valley he withdrew;
For happier soul no living creature has 30
Than he had, being here the long day
through.
Some thougbt he was a lover, and did
woo:
Some thought far worse of him, and judged
him wrong;
But verse was what he had been wedded
to;

Sweet heaven forfend I his was a lawful
right;
Noisy he was, and gamesome as a boy;
His limbs would toss about him with delight
Like branches when strong winds the trees
annoy.U
Nor lacked bis calmer hours device or toy
To banish listlessness and irksome care; 51
He would have taught you how you might
employ
Yourself; and many did to him repair, —
And eertes not in vain; he had inventions
rare.
Expedients, too, of simplest sort he tried:
Long blades of grass, plucked round him
as he lay,
Made, to his ear attentively applied,
A pipe on which the wind would deftly play;
Glasses he had, that little things display,
The beetle panoplied in gems and gold, 60
A maUèd angel on a battle-day;
The mysteries that cups of flowers enfold,
And ali the gorgeous sights which fairies
do behold.
He would entice that other Man to hear
His music, and to view his imagery:
And, sooth, these two were each to the
other dear:
No livelier love in such a plaoe could be:
There did they dwell — from earthly labour
free.
As happy spirits as were ever seen;
If but a bird, to keep them company,
70
Or butterfly sate down, they were, I ween.
As pleased as if the samehadbeenaMaidenqueen.
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TO H. C.

TO H. C.
SIX YEARS OLD
1802. 1807
O THOü ! whose fancies from afar are
brought;
Who of thy words dost make a mock apparel,
And fittest to unutterable thought
The breeze-like motion and the self-bom
carol;
Thou faery voyager ! that dost ãoat
In such clear water, that thy boat
May rather seem
To brood on air than on an earthly stream;
Suspended in a stream as clear as sky,
Where earth and heaven do make one
imagery;
10
0 blessed vision ! happy child!
Thou art so exquisitely wild,
1 think of thee with many fears
For what may be thy lot in future years.
I thought of times when Pain might be
thy guest,
Lord of thy house and hospitality;
And Grief, uneasy lover ! never rest
But when she sate within the touch of thee.
O too industriojis folly !
O vain and causeless melancholy !
10
Nature will either end thee quite;
Or, lengthening out thy season of delight,
Preserve for thee, by individual right,
A young lamb's heart among the full-grown
flocks.
What hast thou to do with sorrow,
Or the injuries of to-morrow ?
Thou art a dew-drop, which the mom
brings forth,
111 fitted to sustain unkindly shocks,
Or to be traUed along the soiling earth;
A gem that glitters while it lives,
30
And no forewarning gives;
But, at the touch of wrong, without a strife
Slips in a moment out of life.
TO THE DAISY
1802. 1807
This and the two following were composed
in the orchard, Town-end, Grasmere, where
the bird was often seen as here described.
Her divine skill taught me this,
That from every thing I saw
I could some instruction draw.

And raise pleaaure to the height
Through the meanest objecfa aight.
By the murmur of a spring,
Or the least bough'8 rustelliug;
By a Daisy whose leaves spread
Shut when Títan goea to bed ;
Or a shady bush or tree ;
She could more infuse in me
Than ali Kature's beauties can
In some other wiser man."
O. WrrasB.
In youth from rock to rock I went,
From hill to hill in discontent
Of pleasure high and turbulent,
Most pleased when most uneasy;
But now my own delights I make, —
My thirst at every rill can slake.
And gladly Nature's love partake,
Of Thee, sweet Daisy !
Thee Winter in the garland wears
That thinly decks his few grey hairs;
i
Spring parts the clouds with softest airs,
That she may sim thee;
Whole Summer-fields are thine by right;
And Autumn, melancholy Wight !
Doth in thy crimson head delight
When rains are on thee.
In shoals and bands, a morrice train,
Thou greefst the traveller in the lane;
Pleased at his greeting thee again;
Yet nothing daunted,
2
Nor grieved if thou be set at nought:
And oft alone in nooks remote
We meet thee, like a pleasant thought,
When such are wanted.
Be violets in their secret mews
The flowers the wanton Zephyrs choose;
Proud be the rose, with rains and dews
Her head impearling,
Thou liv'st with less ambitious aim,
Yet hast not gone without thy fame;
3
Thou art indeed by many a claim
The Poefs darling.
If to a rock from rains he fty,
Or, some bright day of April sky,
Imprisoned by hot sunshine lie
Near the green holly.
And wearily at length should fare;
He needs but look about, and there
Thou art ! — a friend at hand, to scare
His melancholy.
^
A himdred times, by rock or bower,
Ere thus I have lain couched an hour.

TO THE DAISY
Have I derived from thy sweet power
Some apprehension;
Some steady leve; some brief delight;
Some memory that had talcen flight;
Some chime of faney wrong or right;
Or stray invention.
If stately passions in me burn,
And one chance look to Thee should turn,
I drink out of an humbler m^n
51
A lowlier pleasure;
The homely sympathy that heeds
The commonlife, our nature breeds;
A wisdom fitted to the needs
Of hearts at leisure.
Fresh-smitten by the morning ray,
When thou art up, alert and gay,
Then, cheerful Flower ! my spirits play
With kindred gladuess:
60
And when, at dusk, by dews opprest
Thou sink'st, the image of thy rest
Hath often eased my pensive breast
Of careful sadness.
And ali day long I number yet,
Ali seasons through, another debt,
Whieh I, wherever thou art met,
To thee am owing;
An instinct call it, a blind sense;
A happy, genial influence,
70
Coming one knows not how, nor whence,
Nor whither going.
Child of the Year ! that round dost run
Thy pleasant course, — when day 's begun
As ready to salute the sun
As lark or leveret,
Thy long-lost praise thou shalt regain;
Nor be less dear to future men
Than in old time; — thou not in vain
Art Nature's favourite.
80
TO THE SAME FLOWER
1802. 1807
With little here to do or see
Of things that in the great world be,
Daisy ! again I talk to thee,
For thou art worthy,
Thou unassuming Common-place
Of Nature, with that homely face,
And yet with something of a grace,
Whieh Love makes for thee !
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Oft on the dappled turf at ease
I sit, and play with similes,
10
Loose types of things through ali degrees,
Thoughts of thy raising:
And many a fond and idle name
I give to thee, for praise or blame.
As is the humour of the game,
While I am gazing.
A nun demure of lowly port;
Or sprightly maiden, of Love'3 court,
In thy simpUcity the sport
Of ali temptations;
A queen in crown of rubies drest;
A starveling in a scanty vest;
Are ali, as seems to suit thee best,
Thy appellations.

20

A little cyclops, with one eye
Staring to threaten and defy,
That thought comes next — and instantly
The freak is over,
The shape will vanish — and behold
A silver shield with boss of gold,
30
That spreads itself, some faery bold
In fight to cover !
I see thee glittering from afar —
And then thou art a pretty star;
Not quite so fair as many are
In heaven above thee !
Yet like a star, with glittering erest,
Self-poised in air thou seem'st to rest; —
May peace come never to his nest,
Who shall reprove thee !
40
Bright Flower ! for by that name at last,
When ali my reveries are past,
I call thee, and to that cleave fast,
Sweet silent creature !
That breath'st with me in sun and air,
Do thou, as thou art wont, repair
My heart with gladness, and a share
Of thy meek nature !
TO THE DAISY
1802. 1807
This and the other Poeras addressed to the
same flower were composed at Town-end, Grasmere, during the earlier part of my residence
there. I haye been censured for the last Une
but one — ** thy function apostolical — as being little less than profane. How could it be
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THE GREEN LINNET

thought 80 ? The word is adopted with reference to its derivation, implying something sent
on a inission ; and assaredly this little flower,
especially when the subject of verse, may be
regarded, in its humble degree, as administering both to moral and to spiritual pnrposes.
Bright Flower! whose home iseverywhere,
Bold in maternal Nature's care,
And ali the long year through the heir
Of joy or sorrow;
Methinks that there abides in thee
Some coneord with humanity,
Given to no other flower I see
The forest thorough!
Is it that Man is soon deprest ?
A thoughtless Thing ! who, once unblest,
Does little on his memory íest,
Or on his reason,
And Thou would'st teach him how to find
A shelter under every wind,
A hope for times that are unkind
And every season ?
Thou wander'st the wide world about,
Unchecked by pride or scrupulous doubt,
With friends to greet thee, or witbout,
Yet pleased and willing;
Meek, yielding to the occasion's call,
And ali things sufPering from ali,
Thy funetion apostolical
In peace fulfilling.
THE GREEN LINNET
1803. 1807
Beneath these fruit-tree boughs that shed
Their snow-white blossoms on my head,
With brightest sunshine round me spread
Of spring's unclouded weather,
In this sequestered nook how sweet
To sit upon my orehard-seat !
And birds and flowers once more to greet,
My last year's friends together.
One have I marked, the happiest guest
In ali this covert of the blest:
10
Hail to Thee, far above the rest
In joy of voice and pinion !
Thou, Linnet! in thy green array,
Presiding Spirit here to-day,
Dost lead the revels of the May;
And this is thy dominion.

While birds, and butterflies, and flowers,
Make ali one band of paramours,
Thou, ranging up and down the bowers,
Art sole iu thy employment:
lo
A life, a Presence like the Air,
Scattering thy gladness without care,
Too blest with any one to pair;
Thyself thy own enjoyment.
Amid yon tuft of hazel trees,
That twinkle to the gusty breeze,
Behold him perehed in eestasies,
Yet seeming still to hover;
There ! where the flutter of his wings
Upon his back and body flings
Shadows and sunny glimmerings,
That cover him ali over.
My dazzled sight he oft deeeives,
A Brother of the daneing leaves;
Then flits, and from the eottage-eaves
Pours forth his song in gushes;
As if by that exulting strain
He mooked and treated with disdain
The voiceless Form he chose to feign,
While fluttering in the bushes.

30

40

YEW-TREES
1803. 1815
Written at Grasmere. These yew-trees are
still standing, but the spread of that at Lorton
is mueh ditninished by mutilation. I will here
mention that a little way np the hill, on the
road leading from Eosthwaite to Stonethwaite
(in Borrowdale), lay tlie tmnk of a yew-tree,
which appeared as you approached, so vast
was its diameter, like the entrance of a cave,
and not a small one. Calculating upon what I
have observed of the slow growth of this tree
in rocky situations, and of its durability, I have
often thought that the one I am describing
must have been as old as the Christian era.
The tree lay in the Une of a fence. Great
masses of its ruins were strewn about, and
some had been rolled down the hillside and
lay near the road at the bottom. As you approached the tree, you were struck with the
number of shrubs and young plants, ashes, etc.,
which had found a bed upon the decayed trunk
and grew to no inconsiderable height, forming,
as it were, a part of the hedgerow. In no part
of England, or of Europe, have I ever seen a
yew-tree at ali approaching this in magnitude,
as it must have stood. By the bye, Hutton,
the old Guide, of Keswick, had been so im-

«IT IS NO SPIRIT WHO FROM HEAVEN HATH FLOWN"
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pressed with the remains of this tree, thãt he With living snow-drops ? circlet bright!
used gfravely to tell strangera that there could How glorious to this orchard-ground !
be no donbt of its having been in ezistence be- Who loved the little Rock, and set
fore the flood.
Upon its head this coronet ?
There is a Yew-tree, pride of Lorton Vale, Was it the humour of a child ?
Which to this day stands single, in the Or rather of some gentle maid,
midst
Whose brows, the day that she was styled
Of its own darkness, as it stood of yore;
shepherd-queen, were thus arrayed ?
líot loth to fumish weapons for the bands The
Of
man
mature, or matron sage ?
Of ümfraville cr Percy ere they marched
To Scotland's heaths; or those that crossed Or old man toying with his age ?
the sea
I asked — 't was whispered; The de vice
And drew their sounding bows at Azincour, To
each and ali might well belong:
Perhaps at earlier Crecy, or Poictiers.
is the Spirit of Paradise
Of vast circumference and gloom profound It
That prompts such work, a Spirit strong,
This solitary Tree ! a living thing
10 That
gives to ali the self-same bent
Produced too slowly ever to deeay;
Where life is wise and innocent.
Of form and aspect too magnifieent
To be destroyed. But worthier still of
note
"IT IS NO SPIRIT WHO FROM
Are those fraternal Four of Borrowdale,
HEAVEN HATH FLOWN"
Joined in one solemn and capacious grove;
Huge trunks ! and eaeh particular trunk a
1803. 1807
growth
Of intertwisted fibres serpentina
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. I rememUp-coiling, and inveterately convolved;
ber the instant my sister, S. H., called me to
ÜTor uninformed with Phantasy, and looks
the window of our Cottage, saying, " Look
That threaten the profane; — a pillared how beautiful is yon star! It has the sky
shade,
20 ali to itself." I composed the veraes immeUpon whose grassless floor of red-brown diately.
hue,
It is no Spirit who from heaven hath flown,
By sheddings from the pining umbrage And
is descending on his embassy;
tinged
Nor Traveller gone from earth the heavens
Perennially — beneath whose sable roof
to espy !
Of bonghs, as if for festal purpose, decked
— there he stands with glitWith unrejoicing berries — ghostly Shapes 'T is Hesperus
tering crown,
May meet at noontide; Fear and trembling First admonition
that the sun is down !
Hope,
Silence and Foresight; Death the Skeleton For yet it is broad day-light: clouds pass
by;
And Time the Shadow; — thei-e to cele- A few are
near him still — and now the sky,
brate,
He hath it to himself — 't is ali his own.
As in a natural temple scattered o'er
O most ambitious Star ! an inquest wrought
With altars undisturbed of mossy stone, 30 Within
me when I recognised thy light;
United worship; or in mute repose
A moment I was startled at the sight:
To lie, and listen to the mountain flood
I gazed, there came to me a
Murmuring from Glaramara's inmost caves. And, while
thought
That I might step beyond my natural race
As thou seem'st now to do; might one day
"WHO FANCIED WHAT A
trace
PRETTY SIGHT"
Some ground not mine; and, strong her
strength above,
1803. 1807
My Soul, an Apparition in the place,
Tread there with steps that no one shall
Who fancied what a pretty sight
reprove !
This Rock would be if edged around
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MEMORIALS OF A TOUR IN SCOTLAND

MEMORIALS OF A TOUR IN SCOTLAND
1803
Mr. Coleridge, my Sister, and myself started together from Town-end to luake a tour in Sootland. Poor Coleridge was at that time in bad spirits, and somewhat too mnch in loTe with his
own dejection; and he departed from us, as is recorded in my Sister's Journal, soon after we left
Loch Lomond. The verses that stand foremost among these Memoriais were not actually irritten for the occasion, bnt transplanted from my " Epistle to Sir George Beaumont."
I
DEPARTURE FROM THE VALE
OF GRASMERE
AUGUST 1803
1803. 1827
The gentlest Shade that walked Elysian
plains
Might sometimes covet dissoluble chains;
Even for the tenants of the zone that lies
Beyond the stars, celestial Paradise,
Methiuks 't would heighten joy, to overleap
At will the erystal battlemettts, and peep
luto some other region, though less fair,
To see how things are made and managed
there.
Change for the worse might please, incursion bold
Into the tracts of darkness and of cold; 10
0'er Limbo lake with aery flight to steer,
And on the verge of Chãos hang in fear.
Such animation often do I flnd,
Power in my breast, wings growing in my
mind,
Then, when some rook or hill is overpast,
Perchance without one look behind me cast.
Some barrier with which Nature, from the
birth
Of things, has fenced this fairest spot on
earth.
O pleasant transit, Grasmere ! to resign
Such happy flelds, abodes so calm as
thme;
20
Not like au oútcast with himself at strife;
The slave of business, time, or eare for
life,
But moved by choice; or, if constraiued in
part,
Yet still with Nature's freedom at the
heart; —
To cull coutentmeut upou wildest shores.
And luxuries extraet from bleakest moors;
With prompt embrace ali beauty to enfold.
And having rights in ali that we behold.

— Then why these lingering steps ? — A
bright adieu,
For a brief absence, proves that love is
true j
30
Ne'er can the way be irksome or forlorn
That winds into itself for sweet retum.
II
AT THE GRAVE OF BURNS
1803
SEVEN YEARS AFTER HIS DEATH
1803. 1845
For illustration, see my Sister's Jonrnal. It
may be proper to add that the second of these
pieces, though felt at the time, was not coraposed till many years after.
I SHiVEK, Spirit fierce and bold,
At thought of what I now behold:
As vapours breathed from dungeons cold,
Strike pleasure dead,
So sadness comes from out the mould
Where Bums is laid.
And have I then thy bonés so near,
And thou forbidden to appear ?
As if it were thyself that 's here
I shrink with pain;
And both my wishes and my fear
Alike are vain.

10

Oíf weight — nor press on weight! — away
Dark thoughts ! — they came, but not to
stay;
With chastened feelings would I pay
The tribute due
To him, and aught that hides his clay
From mortal view.
Fresh as the flower, whose modest worth
He sang, his genius " glinted " forth,
20
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Rose like a star that toucbing eartb,
For so it seems,
Doth glorify its humble birth
With matchless beams.
The piercing eye, tbe thoughtful brow,
The struggling heart, where be they
now ? —
Full soon the Aspirant of tbe plough,
The prompt, tbe brave,
Slept, with the obscurest, in the low
And silent grave.
30
I mourned with thousands, but as one
More deeply grieved, for He was gone
Whose light I bailed when first it shone,
And showed my youth
How Verse may build a princely throne
On humble truth.
Alas ! where'er the current tends,
Regret pursues and with it blends, —
Huge CrL£Bel's hoary top ascends
By Skiddaw seen, —
40
Neighbours we were, and loving friends
Wè might have been;
True friends though diversely inclined;
But heart with heart and mind with mind,
Where the main fibres are entwined,
Through Nature's skill,
May even by contraries be joined
More closely still.
The tear will start, and let it flow;
Thou " poor Inhabitant below,"
50
At this dread moment — even so —
Might we together
Have sate and talked where gowans blow,
Or on wild heather.
What treasures would have then been
placed
Within my reaeh; of knowledge graced
By fancy what a rich repast!
But why go on ? —
Oh ! spare to sweep, thou moumful blast,
His grave grass-grown.
60
There, too, a Son, his joy and pride,
ÍNot three weeks past the Stripling died,)
jes gathered to his Father's side,
Soul-moving sight !
Yet one to whicb is not denied
Some sad delight:
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For he is safe, a quiet bed
Hath early found among the dead,
Harboured where none can be misled,
Wronged, or distrest;
And surely here it may be said
That such are blest.

70

And oh for Thee, by pitying grace
Checked oft-times in a devious race,
May He who halloweth the place
Where Man is laid
Keceive thy Spirit in the embrace
For which it prayed !
Sigbing I tumed away; but ere
Night fell I heard, or seemed to hear,
Mnsic that sorrow comes not near,
A ritual hymn,
Chaunted in love that casts out fear
By Seraphim.

80

III
THOUGHTS
SUGGESTED THE DAY FOLLOWING, ON
THE BANKS OF NITH, NEAR THE P0ET'S
RESIDENCE
1803. 1845
Too fraü to keep the lofty vow
That must have followed when his brow
Was wreathed — "The Vision" tells us
how —
With holly spray,
He faltered, drifted to and fro,
And passed away.
Well might such thoughts, dear Sister,
throng
Our minds when, lingering ali too long,
Over the grave of Burns we hung
In social grief —
10
Indulged as if it were a wrong
To seek relief.
But, leaving each unquiet theme
Where gentlest judgments may misdeem,
And prompt to welcome every gleam
Of good and fair,
Let us beside this limpid Stream
Breathe hopeful air.
Enough of sorrow, wreck, and blight;
Think rather of those moments bright

10
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When to the consciousness of right
His course was true,
When Wisdom prospered in his sight
And virtue grew.
Yes, freely let our hearts expand,
Freely as in youth's season bland,
When side by side, his Bóok in hand,
We wont to stray,
Our pleasure varying at command
Of each sweet Lay.

30

How oft inspired must he have trod
These pathways, yon far-stretching road !
There lurks his home; in that Abode,
With mirth elate,
Or in his nobly-pensive mood,
The Rustic sate.
Proud thoughts that Image overawes,
Before it humbly let us pause,
And ask of Nature, from what cause
And by what rules
She trained her Burns to win applause
That shames the Sehools.

40

Through busiest street and loneliest glen
Are felt the flashes of his pen;
He rules 'mid winter snows, and when
Bees flll their hives;
Deep in the general heart of men
His power survives.
What need of fields in some far clime
Where Heroes, Sages, Bards sublime, 50
And ali that fetched the flowing rhyme
From genuine springs,
Shall dwell together till old Time
Folds up his wings ?
Sweet Mercy ! to the gates of Heaven
This Minstrel lead, his sins forgiven;
The rueful eonflict, the heart riven
With vain endeavour,
And memory of Earth's bitter leaven,
Effaced for ever.

60

But why to Him confine the prayer,
When kindred thoughts and yeamings
bear
On the frail heart the purest share
With ali that live ? —
The best of what we do and are,
Just God, forgive !

IV
TO THE SONS OF BURNS
AFTER VISITING THE GRAVE OF THEIR
FATHER
1803. 1807
"The Poefs grave is in a comer of the
churoh-yard. We looked at it with melancholy
and painful reflections, repeating to each other
his own verses —
* Is there a man whoae judgment clear,* etc."
Extrdct from ihe Joumal of my Fellow-Traveller.
'Mid crowded obelisks and ums
I sought the untimely grave of Bums;
Sons of the Bard, my heart still mourns
With sorrow true;
And more would grieve, but that it turns
Trembling to you!
Through twilight shades of good and ill
Ye now are panting up life's hill.
And more than common strength and skül
Must ye display;
10
If ye would give the better wül
Its lawful sway.
Hath Nature strung your nerves to bear
Intemperance with less harm, beware !
But if the Poefs wit ye share,
Like him can speed
The social hour — of tenf old oare
There will be need;
For honest men delight will take
To spare your faUings for his sake,
Will flatter you, — and fool and rake
Your steps pursue;
And of your Father's name will make
A snare for you.
Far from their noisy haunts retire,
And add your voices to the quire
That sanctify the cottage fire
With service meet;
There seek the genius of your Sire,
His spirit greet;

20

30

Or where, 'mid " lonely heights and hows,"
He paid to Nature tuneful vows;
Or wiped his honourable brows
Bedewed with toU,
While reapers strove, or busy ploughs
Uptumed the soil;
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His judgment with benignant ray
Shall guide, his fancy cheer, your way;
But ne'er to a seductive lay
Let faith be given;
40
Nor deem that " light which leads astray,
Is light from Heaven."
Let no mean hope your souls enslave;
Be índependent, generous, brave;
Your Father such example gave,
And such revere;
But be admonished by his grave,
And think, and fear !

With earnest feeling I shall pray
For thee when I am far away:
For never saw I mien, or face,
In which more plainly I could trace
Benignity and home-bred sense
Ripening in perfect innocence.
Here scattered, like a random seed.
Remete from men, Thou dost not need
The embarrassed look of shy distress, 30
And maidenly shamefacedness:
Thou wear'st upon thy forehead clear
The freedom of a Mountaineer:
A face with gladness overspread !
Soft smiles, by human kindness bred !
And seemliness complete, that sways
V
Thy courtesies, about thee plays;
TO A HIGHLAND GIRL
With no restraint, but such as springs
AT INVERSNEYDE, UPON LOCH LOMOND From quick and eager visitings
Of tboughts that lie beyond the reach 40
1803. 1807
Of thy few words of English speech:
A bondage sweetly brooked, a strife
This delightful oreature and her demeanonr That
gives thy gestures grace and life !
are particidarly described in my Sister's Journal. The sort of prophecy with which the So have I, not umnoved in mind,
verses conclnde has, through 6od's goodness, Seen birds of tempest-loving kind —
been realised; and now, approaching the dose Thus beating up against the wind.
What hand but would a garland cull
of my 73d year, I have a most vivid remem-'
brance of her and the beautiful objects with For thee who art so beautiful ?
which she was surrounded. She is alluded to 0 happy pleasure ! here to dwell
iu the Poem of "The Three Cottage Girls" Beside thee in some heathy deli;
50
among my Continental Memoriais. In illus- Adopt your homely ways, and dress,
tration of this class of poems 1 have scarcely A Shepherd, thou a Shepherdess !
anything to say beyond what is anticipated in But I could frame a wish for thee
my Sister's faithful and admirable Journal.
More like a grave reality:
SwEET Highland Girl, a very shower
Thou art to me but as a wave
Of beauty is thy earthly dower !
Of the wild sea; and I would have
Twioe seven consenting years have shed
Some claim upon thee, if I could,
Their utmost bounty on thy head:
Though but of common neighbourhood.
And these grey rocks; that household What joy to hear thee, and to see !
lawn;
Thy elder Brother I would be,
60
Those trees, a veil just half witbdrawn;
Thy Father — anything to thee !
This fali of water that doth make
Now thanks to Heaven! that of its
A murmur near the silent lake;
grace
This little bay; a quiet road
Hath led me to this lonely place.
That holds in shelter thy Abode —
10 Joy have I had; and going hence
In truth together do ye seem
1 bear away my recompence.
Like something fashioned in a dream;
In spots like these it is we prize
Such Forms as from their covert peep
Our Memory, feel that she hath eyes:
When earthly cares are laid asleep !
Then, why should I be loth to stir ?
But, O fair Creature ! in the light
I feel this place was made for her;
Of common day, so heavenly bright,
To give new pleasure like the past,
70
I bless Thee, Vision as thou art,
Continued long as life shall last.
I bless thee with a human heart;
Nor am I loth, though pleased at heart,
God shield thee to thy latest years !
Sweet Highland Girl ! from thee to part:
Thee, neither know I, nor thy peers;
20 For I, methinks, till I grow old.
And yet my eyes are filled with tears.
As fair before me shall behold.
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As I do now, the eabin small,
The lake, the bay, the waterfall;
And Thee, the Spirit of them ali!
VI
GLEN-ALMAIN
OR, THE NARROW GLEN
1803. 1807
In this still place, remote from men,
Sleeps Ossian, in the narrow glen ;
In this still place, where murmurs on
But one meek streamlet, only one:
He sang of battles, and the breath
Of stormy war, and violent death;
And should, methinks, when ali was past,
Have rightfully been laid at last
Where rooks were rudely heaped, and rent
As by a spirit turbulent;
10
Where sights were rough, and sounds were
wild,
And everything unreconciled;
In some complaining, dim retreat, •
For fear and melancholy meet;
But this is calm; there cannot be
A more entire tranquillity.
Does then the Bard sleep here indeed ?
Or is it but a groundless creed ?
What matters it ? — I blame them not
Whose Fancy in this lonely Spot
20
Was moved; and in such way expressed
Their notion of its perfeot rest.
A convent, even a hermit's cell,
Would break the silence of this Dell:
It is not quiet, is not ease;
But something deeper far than these:
The separation that is here
Is of the grave; and of austere
Yet happy feelings of the dead:
And, therefore, was it rightly said
30
That Ossian, last of ali his race !
Lies buried in this lonely place.
VII
STEPPING WESTWARD
1803. 1807
While my Fellow-traveller and I were walking by the side of Loch Ketterine, one fine
evening after sunset, in our road to a Hnt

where, in the course of our Tour, we had been
hospitably entertaíned some weeks before, we
met, in one of the loneliest parts of that solitary
region, two well-dressed Women, one of whom
said to us, by way of greeting, " What, yon are
stepping westward ? "
" What, you are stepping westward f" —
«' Yea."
— 'T would be a wildish destiny,
If we, who thus together roam
In a strange Land, and far from home,
Were in this place the guests of Chance:
Yet who would stop, or fear to advance,
Though home or shelter he had none,
With such a sky to lead hün on ?
The dewy ground was dark and cold;
Behind, ali gloomy to behold;
And stepping westward seemed to be
A kind of heavenly destiny:
I liked the greeting; 'twas a sound
Of something without place or bound;
And seemed to give me spiritual right
To travei through that region bright.
The voice was soft, and she who spake '
Was walking by her native lake:
The salutation had to me
The very somid of courtesy:
Its power was felt; and while my eye
Was fixed upon the glowing Sky,
The echo of the voice enwrought
A human sweetness with the thought
Of travelling through the world that lay
Before me in my endless way.
VIII
THE SOLITARY REAPER
1803. 1807
Bkhold her, single in the field,
Yon solitary Highland Lass !
Keaping and singing by herself;
Stop here, or gently pass !
Alone she cuts and binds the grain.
And sings a melancholy strain;
O listen ! for the Vale profound
Is overflowing with the sound.
No Nightingale did ever chaunt
More welcome notes to weary bands
Of travellers in some shady haunt,
Among Arabian sands:

»
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A voice so thrilling ne'er was heard
In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,
Breaking the silence of the seas
Among the farthest Hebrides.
Will no one tell me what she sings ? —
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow
For old, unhappy, far-o£E things,
And battles long ago:
20
Or is it some more humble lay,
Familiar matter of to-day ?
Some natm^al sorrow, loss, or pain,
That has been, and may be again ?
Whate'er the theme, the Maiden sang
As if her song could have no ending;
I saw her singing at her work,
And o'er the sickle bending; —
I listened, motionless and still;
And, as I mounted up the hill
30
The musie iu my heart I bore,
Long after it was heard no more.
IX
ADDRESS TO KILCHURN CASTLE,
UPON LOCH AWE
1803. 1827
The first three Unes were thrown ofE at the
moment I first eaught sight of the Kuin from a
small eminence by the wayside ; the rest was
added many years after.
" From the top of the hill a most impressive
scene opened iipon our view, — a niined Gastle
on an Island (for an Island the flood had made
it) at some distance from the shore, backed by
a Cove of the Mountain Cruachan, down which
carne a foaming stream. The Castie occupied
eyery foot of the Island that was visihie to us,
appearing to rise out of the water, — mists
rested iipon the mountain side, with spots of
sunshine; there was a mild desolation in the
low grounds, a solemn grandeur in the mountains, and the Casde was wild, yet stately —
not dismantled of turrete — nor the walls broken
down, though obviously a ruin." — Extract
from the Journal of my Companion.
Child of loud-throated War ! the mountain Stream
Roars in thy hearing; but thy hour of rest
Is come, and thou art silent in thy age;
Save when the wind sweeps by and sonnds
are eaught
Ambiguous, neither wholly thine nor theirs.

Oh ! there is life that breathesnot; Powers
there are
That toueh each other to the quick in
modes
Which the gross world no sense hath to
perceive,
No soul to dream of. What art Thou,
from cara
Cast offi—abandoned by thy rugged Sire, 10
Nor by soft Peace adopted; though, in
place
And in dimension, such that thou mighfst
seem
But a mere footstool to yon sovereign Lord,
Huge Cruachan, (a thing that meaner hills
Might erush, nor know that it had suífered
harm;)
Yet he, not loth, in favour of thy claims
To reverence, suspenda his own; submitting
Ali that the God of Nature hath conferred.
Ali that he holds in common with the stars,
To the memorial majesty of Time
20
Impersonated in thy calm decay !
Take, then, thy seat, Vicegerent unreproved !
Now, while a farewell gleam of evening
light
Is fondly lingering on thy shattered front,
Do thou, in turn, be paramount; and rule
Over the pomp and beauty of a scene
Whose mountains, torrents, lake, and
woods, unite
To pay thee homage; and with these are
joined,
In willing admiration and respect,
Two Hearts, which in thy presence might
be called
30
Youthful as Spring. — Shade of departed
Power,
Skeleton of unfleshed humanity,
The chronicle were welcome that sbould
call
Into the compass of distinct regard
The toils and struggles of thy infant years !
Yon foaming flood seems motionless as
ice;
Its dizzy turbulence eludes the eye,
Frozen by distance; so, majestic Pile,
To the perception of this Age, appear
Thy fierce beginnings, softened and subv
dued
40
And quieted in character — the strife,
The pride, the fury uncontrollable,
Lost on the aerial heights of the Crusades !
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X

" And, puzzled, blinded thus, we lose
Distinctions that are plain and few:
These flnd I graven on my heart:
That tells me what to do.

ROB ROY'S GRAVE
1803. 1807
I have since been told that I was misinformed as to the burial-place of Rob Roy. If
80,1 may plead in excuse that I wrote on apparently good authority, namely, that of a welleducated Lady who lived at the head o£ the
Lake, within a mile cr less of the point indicated as containiiig the remains of One so
famous iu the ueighbourhood.
The history of Rob Roy is suâiciently
known; his grave is near the head of Loch
Ketterine, in one of those small pinfold-like
Burial-grounds, of neglected and desolate appearance, which the traveller meets with in the
Highlands of Scotland.
A FAMOUS man is Robin Hood,
The English ballad-singer's joy !
And Scotland has a thief as good,
An outlaw of as daring mood;
She has her brave Rob Roy !
Then clear the weeds from oít his Grave,
And let us chant a passing stave,
In honour of that Hero brave !
Heaven gave Rob Roy a dauntless heart
And wondrous length and strength of
arm:
Nor craved he more to quell his foes,
n
Or keep his friends from harm.

30

" The creatures see of flood and fleld.
And those that travei on the wind !
With them no strife can last; they live
In peace, and peace of mind.
" For why ? — because the good old rule
Sufficeth them, the simple plan,
That they should take, who have the power,
And they should keep who can.
40
" A lesson that is quickly leamed,
A signal this which ali can see !
Thus nothing here provokes the strong
To wanton cruelty.
" Ali freakishness of mind is ehecked;
He tamed, who foolishly aspires;
While to the measure of his might
Each fashions his desires.
" Ali kinds, and creatures, stand and fali
^ strength of prowess or of wit:
50
'T is God's appointment who must sway,
And who is to submit.
" Since, then, the rule of right is plain,
And longest life is but a day;
To have my ends, maintain my rights,
I '11 take the shortest way."

Yet was Rob Roy as toise as brave;
Forgive me if the phrase be strong; —
A Poet worthy of Rob Roy
Must seorn a timid song.

And thus among these rocks he lived,
Through summer heat and winter snow:
The Eagle, he was lord above.
And Rob was lord below.
60

Say, then, that he was wise as brave;
As wise in thought as bold in deed:
For in the principies of things
He sought his moral creed.

So was it — would, at least, have been
But through untowardness of fate;
For Polity was then too strong —
He came an age too late;

20

Said generous Rob, " What need of books ?
Burn ali the statutes and their shelves:
They stir us np against our kind;
And worse, against ourselves.

Or shall we say an age too soon ?
For, were the bold Man living now,
How might he flourish in his pride,
With buds on every bough !

" We have a passion —make a law,
Too false to guide us or control!
And for the law itself we fight
In bittemess of soul.

Then rents and factors, rights of chase,
Sheriffs, and lairds and their domains, 70
Would ali have seemed but paltry things,
Not worth a momenfs pains.
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Rob Roy had never lingered here,
To these few meagre Vales confined;
But thought how wide the world, the times
How fairly to his mind !
And to his Sword he would have said,
" Do Thou my sovereign will enact
From laud to land through half the earth!
Judge thou of law and fact!
so
" 'T is fit that we should do our part,
Becoming, that mankind should learn
That we are not to be surpassed
In fatherly concern.
" Of old things ali are over old,
Of good things none are good enough: —
We '11 show that we can help to frame
A world of other stufp.
" I, too, wUl have my kings that taJke
From me the sign of life and death:
90
Kingdoms shall shift about, like clouds,
Obedient to my breath."
And, if the word had been fulfilled,
As might have been, then, thought of joy !
France would have had her present Boast,
And we our own Rob Roy !
Oh ! say not so; compare them not;
I would not wrong thee, Champion brave !
Would wrong thee nowhere; least of ali
Here standing by thy grave.
100
F or Thou, although with some wild thoughts,
Wild Chieftain of a savage Clan !
Hadst this to boast of; thou didst love
The líberty of man.
And, had it been thy lot to live
With us who now behold the light,
Thou would'st have nobly stirred thyself.
And battled for the Right.
For thou wert still the poor man's stay,
The poor man's heart, the poor man's
hand;
no
And ali the oppressed, who wanted strength,
Had thine at their command.
Bear witness many a pensive sigh
Of thoughtful Herdsman when he strays
Alone upon Loch Veol's heights,
And by Loch Lomond's braes !

And, far and near, through vale and hill.
Are faces that attest the same;
The proud heart flashing through the eyes,
At sound of Rob Roy'8 name.
120
XI
SONNET
COMPOSED AT
CASTLE
1803. 1807
The Caâtie here mentioned was Nidpath
near Peebles. The person alluded to was the
then Duke of Queensbury. The fact was told
me by Walter Scott.
Degenerate Douglas ! oh, the unworthy
Lord !
Whom mere despite of heart could so far
please,
And love of havoc, (for with suoh disease
Fame taxes him,) that he could send forth
word
To levei with the dust a noble horde,
A brotherhood of venerable Trees,
Leaving an ancient dome, and towers like
these,
Beggared and outraged ! — Many hearts
deplored
The fate of those old Trees; and oft with
pain
The traveller, at this day, will stop and gaze
On wrongs, which Nature scarcely seems
to heed:
For sheltered places, bosoms, nooks, and
bays,
And the pure mountains, and the gentle
Tweed,
And the green sUent pastures, yet remain.
XII
YARROW unvisited
1803. 1807
See the various Poems the scene of which is
laid upon the banks of the Yarrow; in particular, the exquisite Ballad of Hamilton begfinning
" Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny, bonny Bride,
Busk ye, busk ye, my winsome Marrow I — "
From Stirling castle we had seen
The mazy Forth unravelled;
Had trod the banks of Clyde, and Tay,
And with the Tweed had travelled;
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And when we carne to Clovenford,
Then said my " winsome Marrom"
" Whate'er betide, we '11 turn aside,
And see the Braes of Yarrow."

The treasured dreams of times long past,
We '11 keep them, winsome Marrow !
For when we 're there, although 't is fair,
'T will be another Yarrow 1

" Let Yarrow io\k,frae Selkirk town,
Who have been buying, selling,
lo
Go back to Yarrow, 'tis their own;
Each maiden to her dwelling !
On Yarrow's banks let herons feed,
Hares couch, and rabbits burrow !
But we will downward with the Tweed,
Nor turn aside to Yarrow.

" If Care with freezing years should come.
And wandering seem but folly, —
Should we be loth to stir from home.
And yet be melancholy;
60
Should life be dull, and spirits low,
'T will soothe us in our sorrow,
That earth has something yet to show,
The bonny holms of Yarrow !"

" There 's Galla Water, Leader Haughs,
Both lying right before us;
And Dryborough, where with chiming
Tweed
The lintwhites sing in chorus;
20
There 's pleasant Tiviot-dale, a land
Made blithe with plough and harrow:
Why throw away a needful day
To go in search of Yarrow ?

XIII
THE MATRON OF JEDBOROUGH
AND HER HUSBAND
1803. 1807
At Jedborough, my companion and I went
into private lodgings for a few days; and
the following Verses were called forth by
" What 's Yarrow but a river bare,
the charaoter and domestio situation of our
Hostess.
That glides the dark hills under ?
There are a thousand such elsewhere
Age ! twine thy brows with fresh spring
As worthy of your wonder."
flowers.
— Strange words they seemed of slight and And call a traiu of laughing Hours;
scorn
And bid them dance, and bid them sing;
My True-love sighed for sorrow;
30 And thou, too, mingle in the ring !
And looked me in the face, to think
Take to thy heart a new delight;
I thus could speak of Yarrow !
If not, make merry in despite
That there is One who scorns thy power: —
" Oh ! green," said I, " are Yarrow's holms. But dance ! for under Jedborough Tower,
And sweet is Yarrow flowing !
A Matron dwells who, though she bears
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock,
The weight of more than seventy years, 10
But we will leave it growing.
Lives in the light of youthful glee.
0'er hUly path, and open Strath,
And she will dance and sing with thee.
We '11 wander Scotlandthorough;
Nay ! start not at that Figure — there !
But, though so near, we will not turn
Him who is rooted to his chair !
Into the dale of Yarrow.
4° Look at him — look again ! for he
Hath long been of thy family.
" Let beeves and home-bred kine partake
With legs that move not, it they can,
The sweets of Burn-mill meadow;
And useless arms, a trimk of man,
The swan on still St. Mary's Lake
He sits, and with a vacant eye;
Float double, swan and shadow !
A sight to make a stranger sigh !
2»
We will not see them; will not go,
Deaf, drooping, that is now his doom:
To-day, nor yet to-morrow,
His world is in this single room:
Enough if in our hearts we know
Is this a place for mirthful cheer ?
There 's such a place as Yarrow.
Can merry-making enter here ?
The joyous Woman is the Mate
" Be Yarrow stream unseen, unknown !
It must, or we shall rue it:
50 Of him in that forlorn estate !
He breathes a subterraneous damp;
We have a vision of our own;
But bright as Vesper shines her lamp:
Ah ! why should we undo it ?
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He is as mute as Jedborough Tower:
She jocund as it was of yore,
30
With ali its bravery on; in times
When ali alive with merry chimes,
Upon a sun-bright moru of May,
It roused the Vale to holiday.
I praise thee, Matron ! and thy due
Is praise, heroic praise, and true !
With admiration I behold
Thy gladness unsubdued and bold:
Thy looks, thy gestures, ali present
The pieture of a life well spent:
40
Tliis do I see; and something more;
A streng^h mithought of heretofore !
Delighted am I for thy sake;
And yet a higher joy partake:
Our Human-nature throws away
Its second twilight, and looks gay;
A land of promise and of pride
Unfolding, wide as life is wide.
Ah ! see her helpless Charge ! enclosed
Within himself it seems, composed;
50
To fear of loss, and hope of gain,
The strife of happiness and pain,
Utterly dead ! yet in the guise
Of little infants, when their eyes
Begin to follow to and fro
The persons that before them go,
He tracks her motions, quick or slow,
Her buoyant spirit can prevail
Where common cheerfulness would fail;
She strikes upon him with the heat
60
Of July suns; he feels it sweet;
An animal delight tlíough dim !
'T is ali that now remains for him !
The more I looked, I wondered more —
And, while I scanned them o'er and o'er.
Some inward trouble suddenly
Broke from the Matron's strong black eye—
A remnant of uneasy light,
A flash of something over-bright !
Nor long this mystery did detaiii
70
My thoughts;— she told in pensive strain
That she had borne a heavy yoke,
Been strieken by a twofold stroke;
111 health of body; and had pined
Beneath worse ailments of the mind.
So be it ! — but let praise ascend
To Him who is our lord and friend !
Who from disease and suffering
Hath called for thee a second spring;
Kepaid thee for that sore distress
80
By no untimely joyousness;
Which makes of thine a blissful state;
And cheers thy melancholy Mate !
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XIV
" FLY, SOME KIND HARBINGER,
TO GRASMERE-DALE 1 "
1803. 1815
This was actually composed the last day of
our tour between Dalston and Grasmere.
Fly, some kind Harbinger, to Grasmeredale !
Say that we come, and come by this day's
light;
Fly upon swiftest wing rovmd field and
height,
But chiefly let one Cottage hear the tale;
There let a mystery of joy prevail,
The kitten frolic, like a gamesome sprite.
And Rover whine, as at a second sight
Of near-approaching good that shall not
fail:
And from that Infanfs face let joy appear;
Yea, let our Mary's one companion child —
That hath her six weeks' solitude beguiled
With intimations manLfold and dear,
While we have wandered over wood and
wild —
Smile on his Mother now with bolder cheer.
XV
THE BLIND HIGHLAND BOY
A TALE TOLD BY THE FIRE-SIDE, AFTER
RETURNING TO THE VALE OF GRASMERE
1803. 1807
The story was told me by George Maekereth,
for many years parish-elerk of Grasmere. He
had been an eye-witness of the occurrenoe. The
vessel in reality was a washing-tub, which the
little fellow had met with on the shore of
the Loch.
Now we are tired of boisterous joy,
Have romped enough, my little Boy !
Jane hangs her head upon my breast.
And you shall bring your stool and rest;
This corner is your own.
There ! take your seat, and let me see
That you can listen quietly:
And, as I promised, I will tell
That strange adventure which befell
A poor blind Highland Boy.

10
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Through long, long windiugs of the hills
And drinks up ali the pretty rills
And rivers large and strong:
60

A Highland Boy ! — why call him so ?
Because, my Darlings, ye must kuow
That, under hills which rise like towers,
Far higher hills than these of ours !
He from his birth had lived.
He ue'er had seen one earthly sight,
The sun, the day; the stars, the night;
Or tree, or butterfly, or flower,
Or fish in stream, or bird in bower,
Or woman, mau, or child.

Then hurries back the road it came —
Retums, on errand still the same;
This did it when the earth was new;
And this for evermore will do
As long as earth shall last.
20

And yet he neither drooped nor pined,
Nor had a melancholy mind;
For God took pity on the Boy,
And was his friend; and gave him joy
Of which we nothing know.
His Mother, too, no doubt, above
Her other children him did love:
For, was she here, or was she there,
She thought of him with constant care,
And more than mother's love.
30
And proud she was of heart, when, clad
In crimson stockings, tartan plaid,
And bonnet with a feather gay,
To Kirk he on the Sabbath day
Went hand in hand with her.
A dog, too, had he; not for need,
But one to play with and to feed;
Which would have led him, if bereft
Of company or friends, and left
Without a better guide.

40

Yet he had many a restless dream;
Both when he heard the eagles scream.
And when he heard the torrents roar,
And heard the water beat the shore
Near which their cottage stood.
50

For to this lake, by night and day,
The great Sea-water finds its way

70

And of those tales, whate'er they were,
The blind Boy always had his share;
Whether of mighty towns, or vales
With warmer sims and softer gales,
Or wonders of the Deep.
Yet more it pleased him, more it stirred,
When from the water-side he heard
The shouting, and the jolly cheers;
The bustle of the mariners
In stillness or in storm.
80
But what do his desires avail ?
For He must never handle sail;
Nor moimt the mast, nor row, nor íloat
In sailor's ship, or flsher's boat,
Upon the rocking waves.

And then the bagpipes he could blow —
And thus from house to house would go;
And ali were pleased to hear and see.
For none made sweeter melody
Than did the poor blind Boy.

Beside a lake their cottage stood,
Not small like ours, a peaceful flood;
But one of mighty size, and strange;
That, rough or smooth, is full of change,
And stirring in its bed.

And, with the coming of the tide,
Come boats and ships that safely ride
Between the woods and lofty rocks;
And to the shepherds with their flocks
Briag tales of distant lands.

His Mother often thought, and said,
What sin would be upon her head
If she should suffer this: " My Son,
Whate'er you do, leave this undone;
The danger is so great."

90

Thus lived he by Loch Leven's side
Still sounding with the sounding tide.
And heard the billows leap and dance,
Without a shadow of mischance,
Till he was ten years old.
When one day (and now mark me well,
Ye soon shall know how this befell)
He in a vessel of his own,
On the swift flood is hurrying down,
Down to the mighty Sea.
100
In such a vessel never more
May human creature leave the shore !
If this or that way he should stir,
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Woe to the poor blind Mariner !
For death will be his doom.
But say what bears him ? —Ye have seen
The Indian's bow, his arrows keen,
Rare beasts, and birds with plumage bright;
Gifts whioh, for wonder or delight,
Are brought in ships from far.
no
Such gifts had those seafaring men
Spread round that haven in the glen;
Eaeh hut, perchance, might have its own,
And to the Boy they ali were known —
He knew and prized them ali.
The rarest was a Turtle-shell
Which he, poor Child, had studied well;
A shell of ample size, and light
As the pearly car of Amphitrite,
That sportive dolphins drew.
no
And, as a Coracle that braves
On Vaga's breast the fretful waves,
This shell upon the deep would swim,
And gaily lift its fearless brim
Above the tossing surge.
And this the little blind Boy knew:
And he a story strange yet true
Had heard, how in a shell like this
An English Boy, O thought of bliss 1
Had stoutly launched from shore; 130
Launched from the margin of a bay
Among the Indian isles, where lay
His father's ship, and had sailed far —
To joiii that gallant ship of war,
In his delightful shell.
Our Highland Boy oft visited
The house that held this prize; and, led
By ehoice or chance, did thither come
One day when no one was at home.
And found the door mibarred.
140
While there he sate, alone and blind,
That story flashed upon his mind; —
A bold thought roused him, and he took
The shell from out its secret nook.
And bore it on his head.
He launched his vessel, — and in pride
Of spirit, from Loch Leven's side,
Stepped into it — his thoughts ali free
As the light breezes that with glee
149
Sang through the adventurer's hair.

A while he stood upon his feet;
He felt the motion— took his seat;
Still better pleased as more and more
The tide retreated from the shore.
And sucked, and sucked him in.
And there he is in face of Heaven.
How rapidly the Child is driven !
The fourth part of a mile, I ween,
He thus had gone, ere he was seen
By any human eye.

^
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But when he was first seen, oh me
What shrieking and what misery !
For many saw; among the rest
His Mother, she who loved him best,
She saw her poor blind Boy.
But for the child, the sightless Boy,
It is the triumph of his joy !
The bravest traveller in balloon,
Mounting as if to reach the moon,
Was never half so blessed.
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And let him, let him go his way,
Alone, and innocent, and gay !
For, if good Angels love to wait
On the forlorn unfortimate,
This Child will take no harm.
But now the passionate lament,
Which from the crowd on shore was sent,
The cries which broke from old and young
In Gaelic, or the English tongue.
Are stifled — ali is still.
180
And quickly with a silent crew
A boat is ready to pursue;
And from the shore their course they take,
And swiftly down the running lake
They follow the blind Boy.
But soon they move with softer pace;
So have ye seen the fowler chase
On Grasmere's clear unruflled breast
A youngling of the wild-duck's nest
With deftly-liffed oar;
Or as the wily sailors crept
To seize (while on the Deep it slept)
The hapless creature which did dweÚ
ErewhÜe within the dancing shell,
They steal upon their prey.
With sound the least that can be made,
They follow, more and more afraid,
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More cautious as they draw more near;
But in his darkness he can hear,
And guesses their intent.
200
" Lei-gha — Lei-gha " — he then cried out,
" Lei-gha — Lei-gha " — with eager shout;
Thus did he cry, and thus did pray,
And^what he meant was, " Keep away,
And leave me to myself ! "
Alas ! and when he felt their hands
You 've often heard of magic wands,
That with a motion overthrow
A palace of the proudest show,
Or melt it into air:
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Sc ali his dreams — that inward light
With whioh his soul had shone so bright —
Ali vanished; — 't was a heartfelt cross
To him, a heavy, bitter loss,
As he had ever known.
But hark ! a gratulating voice,
With which the very hills rejoiee;
'T is from the crowd, who tremblingly
Have watched the event, and now can
see
That he is safe at last.
220
And then, when he was brought to land,
Full snre they were a happy band,
Which, gathering round, did on the banks
OCTOBER 1803
1803. 1807
One might believe that natural miseries
Had blasted France, and made of it a land
Unfit for men; and that in one great band
Her sons were bursting forth, to dwell at
ease.
But 'tis a chosen soil, where snn and
breeze
Shed gentle favours: rural works arethere,
And ordinary business without care;
Spot rich in ali things that can soothe and
please !
How piteous then that there should be such
dearth
Of knowledge; that whole myriads should
unite
To work against themselves such fell despite:

Of that great Water give God thanks.
And welcomed the poor Child.
And in the general joy of heart
The blind Boy's little dog took part;
He leapt about, and oft did kiss
His master's hands in sign of bliss,
With sonnd like lamentation.
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But most of ali, his Mother dear,
She who had fainted with her fear,
Rejoieed when waking she espies
The Child; when she can trust her eyes,
And touches the blind Boy.
She led him home, and wept amain,
When he was in the house again:
Tears flowed in torrents from her eyes;
She kissed him — how could she chastise ?
She was too happy far.
240
Thus, after he had fondly braved
The perilous Deep, the Boy was saved;
And, though his fancies had been wild,
Yet he was pleased and reconcUed
To live in peace on shore.
I
And in the lonely Highland deli
Still do they keep the Turtle-shell
And long the story wUl repeat
Of the blind Boy's adventurous feat,
And how he was preserved.
250
Should come in phrensy and in drunken
mirth,
Impatient to put out the only light
Of Liberty that yet remains on earth !
"THERE IS A BONDAGE WORSE,
FAR WORSE, TO BEAR"
1803. 1807
Theke is a bondage worse, far worse, to
bear
Than his who breathes, by roof, and floor,
and wall,
Pent in, a Tyranfs solitary Thrall:
'T is his who walks about in the open air,
One of a Nation who, henceforth, must wear
Their fetters in their souls. For who could
be,
Who, even the best, in such condition, free

TO THE MEN OF KENT
From self-reproach, reproaeh that he must
share
With Human-nature ? Never be it onrs
To see the sun how brightly it will shine,
And know that noble feelings, manly
powers,
Instead of gathering strength, must droop
and pine;
And eaith with ali her pleasant fruits and
flowers
Fade, and participate in man's decline.
OCTOBER 1803
1803. 1807
These times strike monied woridlings with
dismay:
Even rich men, brave by natüre, taint the
air
With words of apprehension and despair:
While tens of thousands, thinking on the
affray,
Men unto whom sufficient for the day
And minds not stinted or untilled are given,
Sound, healthy, children of the God of
heaven,
Are cheerful as the rising smi in May.
What do we gather hence but flrmer faith
That every gift of noble origin
Is breathed upon by Hope's perpetuai
breath;
That virtue and the faculties within
Are vital, — and that riches are akin
To f ear, to cbange, to cowardice, and death ?
"ENGLAND ! THE TIME IS COME
WHEN THOU SHOULD'ST WEAN "
1803. 1807
England ! the time is come when thou
should'st wean
Thy heart from its emasculating food;
The tmth should now be better understood;
Old things have been unsettled; we have
seen
Fair seed-time, better harvest might have
been
But for thy trespasses; and, at this day,
If for Greece, Egypt, índia, África,
Aught good were destined, thou would'st
step between.
England ! ali nations in this charge agree:
But worse, more ignorant in love and hate.

307

Far— far more abject, is thine Enemy:
Therefore the wise pray for thee, though
the freight
Of thy ofEences be a heavy weight:
Oh grief that Earth's best hopes rest ali
with Thee !
OCTOBER 1803
1803. 1807
When, looking on the present face of
things,
I see one Man, of men the meanest too !
Raised up to sway the world, to do, undo,
With mighty Nations for his underlings,
The great events with which old story rings
Seem vainandhollow; I find nothing great:
Nothing is left which I can venerate;
So that a doubt almost within me springs
Of Providence, such emptiness at length
Seems at the heart of ali things. But, great
God!
I measure backthe steps which I have trod:
And tremble, seeing whence proceeds the
strength
Of such poor Instruments, with thoughts
sublime
I tremble at the sorrow of the time.
TO THE MEN OF KENT
OCTOBER 1803
1803. 1807
Vanguard of Liberty, ye men of Kent,
Ye children of a Soil that doth advance
Her haughty brow against the coast of
France,
Now is the time to prove your hardiment!
To France be words of invitation sent !
They from their fields can see the countenance
Of your flerce war, may ken the glittering
lance
And hear you shouting forth your brave
intent.
Left single, in bold parley, ye, of yore,
Did from the Norman win a gallant wreath;
Confirmed the charters that were yours
before;—
No parleying now ! In Britain is one breath;
We ali are with you now from shore to
shore:—
Ye men of Kent, 'tis victory or death !
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IN THE PASS OF KILLICRANKY

IN THE PASS OF KILLICRANKY
1803. 1807
An invasion being expeoted, October 1803.
Six thousand veterans practised in wax's
game,
Tried men, at Killicranky were arrayed
Against au equal host that wore the plaid,
Shepherds and herdsmen. — Like a whirlwind came
The Highlanders, the slaughter spread like
flame;
And Garry, thundering down his mouutainroad,
Was stopped, and could not breathe beneath the load
Of the dead bodies. — 'T was a day of shame
For them whom precept and the pedantry
Of cold mechanic battle do enslave.
O for a single hour of that Dundee,
Who on that day the word of onset gave !
Like conquest would the Men of England
see;
And her Foes flnd a like inglorious grave.
ANTICIPATION, October 1803
1803. 1807
Shoüt, for a mighty Victory is won !
On British ground the Invaders are laid
low;
The breath of Heaven has drifted them
like snow,
And left them lying in the silent sun,
Never to rise again ! — the work is done.
Come fortb, ye old men, now in peaceful
show
And greet your sons ! dnuns beat and
trumpets blow !
Make merry, wives ! ye little children,
stun
Your grandame's ears with pleasure of your
noise !
Clap, infants, clap your bands! Divine
must be
That triumph, when the very worst, the
pain,
And even the prospect of our brethren
slain,
Hath something in it which the heart
enjoys:—
In glory wUl they sleep and endless sanctity.

LINES ON THE EXPECTED
INVASION, 1803
1803. 1845
Come ye — who, if (which Heaven avert!)
the Land
Were with herself at strife, would take
your stand,
Like gallant Falkland, by the Monarch's
side.
And, like Montrose, make Loyalty your
pride —
Come ye — who, not less zealous, might
display
Banners at emnity with regai sway,
And, like the Pyms and Miltons of that day,
Think that a State would live in sounder
health
If Kingship bowed its head to Commonwealth —
Ye too — whom no discreditable fear
Would keep, perhaps with many a fruitleas
tear,
Uncertain what to choose and how to
steer —
And ye — who might mistake for sober
sense
And wise reserve the plea of indolence —
Come ye — whate'er your creed — O waken
ali,
Whate'er your temper, at your Country's
call;
Resolving (this a free-born líation can)
To have one Soul, and perish to a man,
Or save this honoured Land from every
Lord
But British reason and the British sword.
THE FARMER OF TILSBURY
VALE
1803. 1815
The character of this man was desoribed to
me, and the incident upon which the verses turn
was told me, by Mr. Pool of Nether Stowey,
with whom I became acquainted through our
common friend, S. T. Coleridge. During my
residence at Alfozden I used to see much of
him and h.id frequent occasions to admire the
conrse of his daily life, especially his conduct
to his labourers and poor neighboiirs: their
virtues he carefully enconraged, and weighed
their faults in the scales of charity. If I seem
in these verses to have treated the weaknesses
of the farmer, and his transgression, too teu-

THE FARMER OF TILSBURY VALE
derly, it may in part be ascribed to my having
reeeived the story from one so ayerse to aU
harsh judgment. After his death, was fonnd
in his escritoir a lock of grey hair carefully
preserved, with a notice that it had been cnt
from the head of his faithful shepherd, who
had served him for a length of years. I need
scarcely add that he felt for ali men as his
brothers. He was much beloved by distin^ished persons — Mr. Coleridge, Mr. Southey,
bir H. Davy, and many others; and in his own
neíghbourhood was highly valued as a magistrate, a man of business, and in every other
social relation. The latter part of the poem,
perhaps, requires some apology as being too
much of an echo to the " Reverie of Poor Susan."
'TIS not for the unfeeling, the falsely refined,
The squeamish in taste, and the narrow of
mind,
And the small critic wielding his delicate
pen,
That I sing of old Adam, the pride of old
men.
He dwells in the centre of London's wide
Town;
His stafE is a sceptre — his grey hairs a
crown;
And his bright eyes look brighter, set ofE
by the streak
Of the unfaded rose that still blooms on his
cheek.
'Mid the dews, in the sunshine of morn, —
'mid the joy
■Of the fields, he collected that bloom, when
a boy,
10
That countenance there fashioned, which,
spite of a stain
That his life hath reeeived, to the last will
remain.
A Farmer he was; and his house far and
near
Was the boast of the comitry for excellent
cheer:
How oft have I heard in sweet Tilsbury
Vale
Of the silver-rimmed bom whence he dealt
his mild ale !
Yet Adam was far as the farthest from ruin,
His flelds seemed to know what their Master was doing:
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And turnips, and corn-land, and meadow,
and lea,
19
Ali caught the infeetion—as generous as he.
Yet Adam prized little the feast and the
bowl, —
The fields better suited the ease of his soul:
He strayed through the fields like an indolent wight,
The quiet of nature was Adam's delight.
For Adam was simple in thought; and the
poor.
Familiar with him, made an inn of his door:
He gave them the best that he had; or, to say
What less may mislead yon, they took it
away.
Thus thirty smooth years did he thrive on
his farm:
The Genius of plenty preserved him from
harm:
30
At length, what to most is a season of
sorrow,
His means are rim out, — he must beg, or
must borrow.
To the neighbours he went, — ali were free
with their money;
For his hive had so long been replenished
with honey,
That they dreamt not of dearth; — He continued his rounds,
Knocked here — and knocked there, pounds
still adding to pounds.
He paid what he could with his ill-gotten
pelf.
And something, it might be, reserved for
himself:
Then. (what is too true) without hinting a
word,
Tumed his back on the country — and ofB
like a bird.
40
You lift up your eyes ! — but I guess that
you frame
A judgment too harsh of the sin and the
shame;
In him it was scarcely a business of art.
For this he did ali in the ecise of his heart.
To London — a sad emigration I ween —
With his grey hairs he went from the brook
and the green;

TO THE CUCKOO
And there, with small wealth but his legs
and his hauds,
As lonely he stood as a crow on the
sands.
Ali trades, as need was, did old Adam assume, —
Served as stable-boy, errand-boy, porter,
and groom;
5°
But nature is gracious, necessity kind,
And, in spite of the shame that may lurk in
his mind,
He seems ten birthdays younger, is green
and is stout;
Twice as fast as before does his blood run
about;
You would say that each hair of his beard
was alive,
And his fingers are busy as bees in a hive.
For he 's not like an Old Man that leisurely
goes
About work that he knows, in a track that
he knows;
But often his mind is compelled to demur.
And you guess that the more then his body
must stir.
6o
In the throng of the town like a stranger is
he,
Like one whose own country 's far over the
sea;
And Nature, while through the great dty
he hies,
Full ten times a day takes his heart by
surprise.
This gives him the fancy of one that is
young,
More of soul in his face than of words on
his tongue;
Like a maiden of twenty he trembles and
sighs.
And tears of fifteen will come into his eyes.
What 's a tempest to him, or the dry parching heats ?
Yet he watches the clouds that pass over
the streets;
70
With a look of suoh earnestness often will
stand,
You might think he 'd twelve reapers at
work in the Strand.

Where proud Covent-garden, in desolate
hours
Of snow and hoar-frost, spreads her fruits
and her flowers,
Old Adam will smüe at the pains that have
made
Poor winter look fine in such strange
masquerade.
'Mid coaches and chariots, a waggon of
straw,
Like a magnet, the heart of old Adam can
draw;
With a thousand soft pictures his memory
will teem,
And his hearing is touched with the sounds
of a dream.
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Up the Haymarket hill he oft whistles his
way,
Thrusts his hands in a waggon, and smells
at the hay;
He thinks of the fields he so often hath
mown,
And is happy as if the rich freight were his
own.
But chiefly to Smithlield he loves to repair, —
If you pass by at morning, you '11 meet with
him there.
The breath of the cows you may see him
inhale.
And his heart ali the while is in Tilsbury
Vale.
Now farewell, old Adam ! when low thou
art laid,
May one blade of grass spring up over thy
head;
90
And I hope that thy grave, wheresoever it
be,
Will hear the wind sigh through the leaves
of a tree.
TO THE CUCKOO
1804. 1807
Composed in the orchard, Town-end, Grasmere.
0 BLITHE New-comer ! I have heard,
1 hear thee and rejoice.
O Cuckoo ! shall I call thee Bird,
Or but a wandering Voice ?

"I WANDERED LONELY AS A CLOUD"
While I am lying on the grass
Thy twofold shout I hear,
From hill to hill it seems to pass,
At once far off, and near.
Though babbling only to the Vale,
Of sunshine and of flowers,
lo
Thou bringest unto me a tale
Of visionary hours.
Thrice welcome, darling of the Spring !
Even yet thou art to me
No bird, but an invisible thing,
A voice, a mystery;
The same whom in my school-boy days
I listened to; that Cry
Which made rae look a thousand ways
In bush, and tree, and sky.
20
To seek thee did I often rove
Through woods and on the green;
And thou wert still a hope, a love;
Still longed for, never seen.
And I can listen to thee yet;
Can lie upon the plain
And listen, till I do beget
That golden time again.
O blessèd Bird ! the earth we pace
Again appears to be
30
An unsubstantial, faery place;
That is fit home for Thee !
"SHE WAS A PHANTOM OF
DELIGHT"
1804. 1807
Written at Town-end, Graamere. The germ
of this poem was four lines composed as a part
of the verses on the Highland Girl. Though
beginning in this way, it was written from my
heart, as is soiHciently obvious.
She was a Phantom of delight
When first she gleamed upon my sight;
A lovely Apparition, sent
To be a momenfs omament;
Her eyes as stars of Twilight fair;
Like Twilighfs, too, her dusky hair;
But ali things else about her drawn
From May-time and the cheerful Dawn;
A dancing Shape, an Image gay.
To haunt, to startle, and way-lay.
10
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I saw her upon nearer view,
A Spirit, yet a Woman too !
Her household motions light and free,
And steps of virgin-liberty;
A countenance in which did meet
Sweet recorda, promises as sweet;
A Creature not too bright or good
For human nature's daily food;
For transient sorrows, simple wiles,
Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and
smiles.
2a
And now I see with eye serene
The very pulse of the machine;
A Being breathing thoughtful breath,
A Traveller between life and death;
The reason flrm, the temperate will,
Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill;
A perfeot Woman, nobly planned.
To warn, to comfort, and command;
And yet a Spirit still, and bright
With something of angelic light.
30
"I WANDERED LONELY AS A
CLOUD "
1804. 1807
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. The Daffodils grew and still grow on the margin of
UUswater, and probably may be seen to this
day as beautiful in the month of March, nodding their golden heads beside the dancing and
foaming waves.
I WANDERED lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When ali at once I saw a crowd,
A host, of golden dafifodils;
Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.
Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,
They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:
Teu thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.
The waves beside them danced; but they
Ont-did the sparkling waves in glee:
A poet could not but be gay,
In such a jocund company:
I gazed — and gazed — but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:
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THE AFFLICTION OF MARGARET

For oft, when on my couch I lie
In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash npon that jnward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;
And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.
THE AFFLICTION OF MARGARET
1804. 1807
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. This was
taken from the case of a poor widow who lived
in the town of Penrith. Her sorrow was well
known to Mrs. Wordsworth, to my Sister, and,
I believe, to the whole town. She kept a shop,
and when she saw a stranger passing hy, she
was in the habit of going out into the street to
enquire of him after her son.
I
Where art thou, my beloved Son,
Where art thou, worse to me than dead ?
Oh flnd me, prosperous or tindone !
Or, if the grave be now thy bed,
Why am I ignorant of the same
That I may rest; and neither blame
Nor sorrow may attend thy name ?
II
Seven years, alas ! to have received
No tidings of an only child;
To have despaired, have hoped, believed, 10
And been for evermore beguiled;
Sometimes with thoughts of very bliss !
I catch at them, and then I miss;
Was ever darkness like to this ?
III
He was among the prime in worth,
An object beanteons to behold;
Well born, well bred; I sent him forth
Ingenuons, innocent, and bold:
If things ensned that wanted grace,
As hath been said, they were not base; 20
And never blnsh was on my face.
IV
Ah ! little doth the young one dream,
When fnll of play and childish cares,
What power is in his wildest scream,
Heard by his mother unawares !
He knows it not, he eannot guess:
Years to a mother bring distress;
Bnt do not make her love the less.

V
Neglect me ! no, I suffered long
From that ill thought; and, being blind, 30
Said, " Pride shall help me in my wrong;
Kind mother have I been, as kind
As ever breathed:" and that is tme;
I 've wet my path with tears like dew,
Weeping fôr him when no one knew.
VI
My Son, if thou be humbled, poor,
Hopeless of honour and of gain,
Oh ! do not dread thy mother's door;
Think not of me with grief and pain:
I now can see with better eyes;
And worldly grandeur I despise,
And fortune with her gifts and lies.

40

VII
Alas ! the fowls of heaven have wings.
And blasts of heaven wUl aid their flight;
They mount — how short a voyage brings
The wanderers back to their delight!
Chains tie us down by land and sea;
And wishes, vain as mine, may be
Ali that is left to comfort thee.
VIII
Perhaps some dungeon hears thee groan, 50
Maimed, mangled by inhuman men;
Or thou upon a desert thrown
Inheritest the lion's den;
Or hast been summoned to the deep,
Thou, thou and ali thy mates, to keep
An incommunicable sleep.
IX
I look for ghosts; but none wül force
Their way to me: 't is falsely said
That there was ever intercourse
Between the living and the dead;
For, surely, then I should have sight
Of him I wait for day and night,
With love and longings infinite.
X
My apprehensions come in crowds;
I dread the rustling of the grass;
The very shadows of the clouds
Have power to shake me as they pass:
I question things and do not find
One that will answer to my mind;
And ali the world appears imkind.
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REPENTANCE
XI
Beyond participation lie
My troubles, and beyond relief:
K any chance to heave a sigh,
They pity me, and not my grief.
Then come to me, my Son, or send
Some tidings that my woes may end;
I have no other earthly friend !
THE FORSAKEN
1804, 1845
Hiis was an overflow from the " Affliction of
Margaret
and was excluded as superâuous there, but preserred in the faint hope
that It may turn to account by restoring a shy
lover to some forsaken damsel. My poetry has
been complained of as defícient in interests of
this sort, — a charge which the piece beginning, "Lyre! though such power do in thy
magic live," will scarcely tend to obviate. The
natural imagery of these verses was supplied
by frequent, I might say intense, observation
of the Rydal torrent. What an animating confcrast is the ever-changing aspect of that, and
indeed of every one of our monntain brooks, to
the monotonous tone and unmitigated fury of
such streams among the Alps as are fed ali
the summer long by glaciers and melting
snows. A traveller observing the exquisite
purity of the great rivers, such as the Hhine at
Geneya, and the Kenss at Lucerne, when they
issue out of their respective lakes, might fancy
for a moment that some power in nature produced this beautiful change, with a view to
make amends for those Alpine sulljrings which
the waters exhibit near their fountain heads;
but, alas! how soon does that purity depart
before the influx of tributary waters that have
flowed through cultivated plains and the
crowded abodes of men.
The peace which others seek they find;
The heaviest storms not longest last;
Heaven grants even to the guiltiest mind
An amnesty for what is past;
When will my sentence be reversed ?
I only pray to know the worst;
And wish as if my heart would burst.
0 weary struggle ! silent years
Tell seemingly no doubtful tale;
And yet they leave it short, and fears
And hopes are strong and will prevail.
My calmest faith escapes not pain;
And, feeling that the hope is vain,
1 think that he will come again.
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REPENTANCE
A PASTORAL BALLAD
1804. 1820
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. Suggested
by the conversation of our next neighbour,
Margaret Ashburner.
The fields which with covetous spirit we
sold,
Those beautiful fields, the delight of the
day,
Would have brought us more good than a
burtheu of gold,
Could we but have been as contented as
they.
When the troublesome Tempter beset us,
said I,
" Let him come, with his purse proudly
grasped in his hand;
But, Allan, be true to me, Allan, — we '11
die
Before he shall go with an inch of the
land!"
There dwelt we, as happy as birds in their
bowers;
Unfettered as bees that in gardens abide; 10
We could do what we liked with the land,
it was ours;
And for us the brook murmured that ran
by its side.
But now we are strangers, go early orlate;
And often, like one overburthened with sin,
With my hand on' the latch of the halfopened gate,
I look at the fields, but I cannot go in !
When I walk by the hedge on a bright
summer's day,
Or sit in the shade of my grandfather's
tree,
A stem face it puts on, as if ready to say,
" What ails you, that you must come creeping to me ! "
20
With our pastures about us, we could not
be sad;
Our comfort was near if we ever were
crost;
But the comfort, the blessings, and wealth
that we had,
We slighted them ali, — and our birth-right
was lost.
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THE SEVEN SISTERS

Oh, ill-judging sire of an innocent son
Who must now be a wanderer I but peace
to that strain!
Think of evening's repose when our labour
was done,
The sabbath's retum; and its leisiire's soft
chain!
And in sickness, if night had been sparing
of sleep,
How cheerful, at sunrise, the hill where I
stood,
30
Looking down on the kine, and our treasure
of sheep
That besprinkled the íleld; 't was like youth
in my blood !
Now I cleave to the house, and am dull as a
snail;
And, oftentimes, hear the church-bell with
a sigh,
That follows the thought —We 've no land
in the vale,
Save six feet of earth where our forefathers
lie !
THE SEVEN SISTERS
OR, THE SOLITUDE OF BINNORIE
1804. 1807
I
Seven Daughters had Lord Archibald,
Ali children of one mother:
You oould not say in one short day
What love they bore each other.
A garland, of seven lilies, wrought!
Seven Sisters that together dweU;
But he, bold Knight as ever fought,
Their Father, took of them no thought,
He loved the wars so well.
Sing, moumfully, oh ! mournfully,
jo
The solitude of Binnorie !
II
Fresh blows the wind, a westem wind,
And from the shores of Erin,
Across the wave, a Rover brave
To Binnorie is steering:
Right onward to the Scottish strand
The gallant ship is borne;
The warriors leap upon the land,
And hark ! the Leader of the band
Hath blown his bugie horn.
20

Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully,
The solitude of Binnorie.
III
Beside a grotto of their own,
With boughs above them closing,
The Seven are laid, and in the shade
They lie like fawns reposing.
But now, upstarting with affright
At noise of mau and steed,
Away they fly to left, to right —
Of your fair household, Father-knight,
Methinks you take small heed !
Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully,
The solitude of Binnorie.

30

IV
Away the seven fair Campbells fly,
And, over hill and hollow,
With menace proud, and insult loud,
The youthful Rovers follow.
Cried they, " Your Father loves to roam:
Enough for him to flnd
The empty house when he comes home; 40
For us your yellow ringlets comb.
For us be fair and kind ! "
Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully,
The solitude of Binnorie.
V
Some dose behind, some side to side,
Like clouds in stormy weather;
They run, and cry, " Nay, let us die,
And let us die together."
A lake was near; the shore was steep;
There never foot had been;
They ran, and with a desperate leap
Together plunged into the deep,
Nor ever more were seen.
Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully,
The solitude of Binnorie.
VI
The stream that flows out of the lake,
As through the glen it rambles,
Repeats a moan o'er moss and stone.
For those seven lovely Campbells.
Seven little Islands, green and bare,
Have risen from out the deep:
The fishers say, those sisters fair,
By faeries ali are buried there.
And there together sleep.
Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully,
The solitude of Binnorie.

50
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ADDRESS TO MY INFANT DAUGHTER, DORA
ADDRESS TO MY INFANT
DAUGHTER, DORA
ON BEING REMINDED THAT SHE WAS A
MONTH OLD THAT DAY, SEPTEMBER l6
1804. 1815
Hast thou then survived —
Mild Oííspriiig of infirm humanity,
Meek Infant ! among ali forlornest things
The most forlorn — one life of that bright
star,
The second glory of the Heavens ? — Thou
hast,
Abeady hast survived that great decay,
That transformatiou through the wide earth
felt.
And by ali nations. In that Bemg's sight
From whom the Race of human kind proceed,
A thousand years are but as yesterday; 10
And one day's narrow eircuit is to Him
Not less capacious than a thousand years.
But what is time ? What outward glory ?
neither
A measure is of Thee, whose claims extend
Through " heaven's etemal year." — Yet
hail to Thee,
FraU, feeble Monthling ! — by that name,
methinks,
Thy scanty breathing-time is portioned out
Not idly.— Hadst thou been of Indian birth,
Couehed on a casual bed of moss and leaves.
And rudely canopied by leafy boughs, 20
Or to the churlish elements exposed
On the blank plains, — the coldness of the
night,
Or the nighfs darkness, or its cheerful
face
Of beauty, by the changing moon adorned,
Would, with imperious admonition, then
Have scored thine age, and punotually
timed
Thine infant history, on the minds of those
Who might have wandered with thee. —
Mother's love,
Nor less than mother's love in other breasts,
WUl, among us warm-clad and warmly
housed,
30
Do for thee what the finger of the heavens
Doth ali too often harshly execute
For thy unblest coevals, amid wilds
Where fancy hath small liberty to grace
The affections, to exalt them or refme;
And the matemal sympathy itself.

Though strong, is, in the main, a joyless
tie
Of naked instinct, wound about the heart.
Happier, far happier is thy lot and ours !
Even now — to solemnise thy helpless state.
And to enliven in the mind's regard
41
Thy passive beauty — parallels have risen,
Resemblances, or contrasts, that connect,
Within the region of a father's thoughts,
Thee and thy mate and sister of the sky. '
And first; — thy sinless progress, through a
world
By sorrow darkened and by care disturbed,
Apt likeness bears to hers, through gathered
clouds,
Moving uutouched in silvery purity.
And cheering oft-times their reluctant
gloom.
50
Fair are ye both, and both are free from
stain:
But thou, how leisurely thou fill'st thy
horn
With brightness ! leaving her to post along,
And range about, disquieted in change.
And stUl impatient of the shape she wears.
Onoe up, once down the hill, one journey,
Babe,
That wUl suffice thee; and it seems that
now
Thou hast fore-knowledge that such task is
thine;
Thou travellest so contentedly, and sleep'st
In such a heedless peace. Alas ! full soon
Hath this conception, grateful to behold, 61
Changed countenance, like an object sullied
o'er
By breathing mist; and thine appears
to be
A mournful labour, whUe to her is given
Hope, and a renovation without end.
— That smile forbids the thought; for on
thy face
Smiles are beginning, like the beams of
dawn.
To shoot and circulate; smiles have there
been seen,
Tranquil assurances that Heaven supports
The feeble motions of thy life, and cheers
Thy loneliness: or shall those smiles be
called
71
Feelers of love, put forth as if to explore
This untried world, and to prepare thy
way
Through a strait passage intricate and
dim ?

3I6

THE KITTEN AND FALLING LEAVES

Such are they; and the same are tokens,
signs,
Which, when the appointed season hath
arrived,
Joy, as her holiest language, shall adopt;
And Reason's godlike Power be proud to
own.
THE KITTEN AND FALLING
LEAVES
1804. 1807
Seen at Town-end, Grasmere. The elderbush has long since disappeared: it hung over
the wall near the Cottage; and the Kitten continued to leap up, catching the leaves as hera
described. The infant waa Dora.
That way look, my Infant, Io !
What a pretty baby-show !
See the Kitten on the wall,
Sporting with the leaves that fali,
Withered leaves—one—two—andthree—
From the lofty elder-tree !
Through the calm and frosty air
Of this morning bright and fair,
Eddying round and round they sink
Softly, slowly: one might think,
10
From the motions that are made,
Every little leaf conveyed
Sylph or Faery hither tending, —
To this lower world descending,
Each invisible and mute,
In his wavering paraehute.
But the Kitten, how she starts,
Crouches, stretehes, paws, and darts !
First at one, and then its fellow
Just as light and just as yellow;
20
There are many now — now one —
Now they stop and there are none.
What intenseness of desire
In her upward eye of fire !
With a tiger-leap half-way
Now she meets the coming prey,
Lets it go as fast, and then
Has it in her power again;
Now she works with three or four,
Like an Indian conjurer;
30
Quick as he in feats of art,
Far beyond in joy of heart.
Were her antics played in the eye
Of a thousand standers-by,
Clapping hands with shout and stare,
What would little Tabby care
For the plaudits of the crowd ?

Over happy to be proud,
Over wealthy in the treasure
Of her own exceeding pleasnre !
'T is a pretty baby-treat;
Nor, I deem, for me unmeet;
Here, for neither Babe nor me,
Other play-mate can I see.
Of the countless living things,
That with stir of feet and wings
(In the sim or under shade,
Üpon bough or grassy blade)
And with busy revellings,
Chirp and song, and murmurings,
Made this orchard's narrow space,
And this vale so blithe a plaee;
Multitudes are swept away
Ne ver more to breathe the day:
Some are sleeping; some in bands
Travelled into distant lands;
Others slimk to moor and wood,
Far from hnman neighbourhood;
And, among the Kinds that keep
With us closer fellowship,
With us openly abide.
Ali have laid their mirth aside.
Where is he that giddy Sprite,
Blue-cap, with his colours bright,
Who was blest as bird could be,
Feeding in the apple-tree;
Made such wanton spoil and rout,
Tuming blossoms inside out;
Hmig—head pointing towardsthe ground
Fluttered, perched, into a round
Boimd himself, and then imbound;
Lithest, gaudiest Harlequin!
Prettiest Tumbler ever seen !
Light of heart and light of limb;
What is now become of Him ?
Lambs, that through the mountains went
Frisking, bleating merriment,
When the year was in its prime,
They are sobered by this time.
If you look to vale or hill,
If you listen, ali is still,
Save a little neighbouring rill,
That from out the rocky ground
Strikes a solitary sound.
Vainly glitter hill and plain,
And the air is calm in vain;
Vainly Morning spreads the lure
Of a sky serene and purê;
Creaturo none can she decoy
Into open sign of joy:
Is it that they have a fear
Of the dreary season near ?

TO THE SPADE OF A FRIEND
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ground, and conquering such obstacles as stood
in the way of its fertility. Persons of his religious persuasion do now, in a f ar greater degree
than formerly, attach themselvea to trade and
commerce. He kept the old track. As represented in this poem, he employed his leisure
liours in shaping pleasant walks by the side of
his beloved river, where he also built some100 thing between a hermitage and a summerhouse, attaching to it inscriptions after the
manner of Shenstone at his Leasowes. He used
to travei from time to time, partly from love of
nature, and partly with religious friends in the
service of humanity. His admiration of genius
in every department did him much honour.
Through his connection with the family in
which Edmund Burke was educated, he became acquainted with that great man, who
used to receive him with great kindness and
no consideration; and many times have I heard
Wilkinson speak of those interesting interviews.
He was honoured also by the friendship of
Elizabeth Smith, and of Thomas Clarkson and
his excellent wife, and was much esteemed by
Lord and Lady Lonsdale, and every member
of that family. Among his verses (he wrote
many) are some worthy of preservation — one
little poem in particular upon disturbing, by
prying curiosity, a bird while hatching her
young in his garden. The latter part of this
120 innocent and good man's life was melancholy.
He became blind, and also poor by becoming
surety for some of his relations. He was a
bachelor. He bore, as I have often witnesaed,
his calamities with unfailing resignation. I will
only add that, while working in one of his
fields, he unearthed a stone of considerable
size, then another, then two more, and, observing that they had been placed in order as if
forming the segment of a circle, he proceeded
carefully to uncover the soil, and brought into
view a beautiful Druid's temple of perfect
TO THE SPADE OF A FRIEND though small dimensions. In order to make
his farm more compact, he exchanged this
(AN agriculturist)
field for another ; and, I am sorry to add, the
new proprietor destroyed this interesting relic
COMPOSED WHILE WE WERE LABOURING of remote ages for some vulgar purpose.
TOGETHER IN HIS PLEASURE-GROUND
Spade ! with which Wilkinson hath tUled
1804. 1807
his lands.
This person was Thomas Wilkinson, a qnaker And shaped these pleasant walks by
hy religious profession; by natural constitution
Emonfs side,
of mind, or shall I venture to say, by God's Thou art a tool of honour in my hands;
grace, he was something better. He had in- I press thee through the yielding soil, with
herited a small estate, and built a house upon
pride.
it near Yauwath, upon the banks of the Bmont.
I have heard him say that his heart used to
beat, in his boyhood, when he heard the sound Rare master has it been thy lot to know;
of a drum and fife. Nevertheless, the spirit of Long hast Thou served a man to reason
true;
enterprise in him confined itself to tilling his

Or that other pleasures be
Sweeter even than gaiety ?
Yet, whate'er enjoyments dwell
In the irapenetrable cell
Of the silent heart which Nature
Fumishes to every creature;
Whatsoe'er we feel and know
Too sedate for outward show,
Such a light of gladness breaks,
Pretty Kitten ! from thy freaks, —
Spreads with such a living grace
0'er my little Dora's face;
Yes, the sight so stirs and charms
Thee, Baby, laughing in my arms,
That almost I could repine
That your transporta are not mine,
That I do not wholly fare
Even as ye do, thoughtless pair !
And I vrill have my careless season
Spite of melancholy reason,
Will walk through life in such a way
That, when time brings on decay,
Now and then 1 may possess
Hours of perfect gladsomeness.
— Pleased by any random toy;
By a kitteu's busy joy,
Or an infanfs laughing eye
Sharing in the ecstasy;
I •would fare like that or this,
Pind my wisdom in my bliss;
Keep the sprightly soul awake.
And have faculties to take,
Even from things by sorrow wrought,
Matter for a jocund thought,
^ite of eare, and spite of grief.
To gambol with Life's falling Leaf.

THE SMALL CELANDINE
Whose life combines the best of high and
low,
The labouring many and the resting few;
Health, meekness, ardour, quietness secure,
And industry of body and of mind;
lo
And elegant enjoyments, that are pure
As nature is; too pure to be refined.
Here often hast Thou heard the Poet sing
In concord with his river murmuring by;
Or in some silent field, while timid spring
Is yet uncheered by other minstrelsy.
Who shall inherit Thee when death has
laid
Low in the darksome cell thine own dear
lord ?
That man will have a trophy, humble
Spade !
ig
A trophy nobler than a conqueror's sword.
If he be one that feels, with skill to part
False praise from true, or, greater from
the less,
Thee will he welcome to his hand and
heart,
Thou monument of peaceful happiness !
He will not dread with Thee a toUsome
day —
Thee his loved servant, his inspiring mate !
And, when thou art past service, wom
away,
No dull oblivious nook shall hide thy fate.
His thritt thy uselessness will never scom;
An heir-loom in his cottage wilt thou
be:—
30
High will he hang thee up, well pleased to
adom
His rustic chimney with the last of Thee !
THE SMALL CELANDINE
1804. 1807
There is a Flower, the lesser Celandine,
That shrinks, like many more, from eold
and rain;
And, the first moment that the sun may
shine,
Bright as the sun himself, 't is out again !

When hailstones have been falling, swarm
on swarm,
Or blasts the green field and the trees
distrest,
Oft have I seen it muffled up from harm,
In dose self-shelter, like a Thing at rest.
But lately, one rough day, this Flower I
passed
And recognised it, though an altered form,
Now standing forthan oífering to the blast.
And buffeted at will by rain and storm.
I stopped, and said with inly - muttered
voice,
" It doth not love the shower, nor seek the
cold:
This neither is its courage nor its choice,
But its necessity in being old.
"The sunshine may not cheer it, nor the
dew;
It oannot help itself in its decay;
StifE in its members, withered, changed of
hue."
And, in my spleen, I smiled that it was
grey.
To be a ProdigaPs Favourite — then, worse
truth,
A Miser's Pensioner — behold our lot !
O Man, that from thy fair and shining
youth
Age might but take the things Youth
needed not!
AT APPLETHWAITE, NEAR
KESWICK
1804. 1842
This plaoe was presented to me by Sir
George Beaumont with a view to the erection
of a house upon it, for the sake of being near
to Coleridge, then living, and likely to remain,
at Greta Hall near Keswiek. The severe necessities that prevented this arose from his domestic situation. This little property, with a
considerable addition that still leaves it very
sxnall, lies beautifully upon the banks of a rill
that gurgles down the side of Skiddaw, and the
orchard and other parts of the grounds command a magnificent prospect of Derwent
Water, and of the mountains of Borrowdale and
Newlands. Many years ago I gave the place
to my daughter.

ODE TO DUTY
Beaümont ! it was thy wish that I should
rear
A seemly Cottage in this sunny Dell,
On favoured ground, thy gíft, where I
might dwell
In neighbourhood with One to me most
dear,
That undivided we from year to year
Might work in our high Calling — a bright
hope
To which our fancies, mingling, gave free
scope
Till checked by some necessities severe.
And should these slacken, honoured BeauMONT ! still
Even then we may perhaps in vain implore
Leave of our fate thy wishes to fulfil.
Whether this boon be granted us or not,
Old Skiddaw will look down upon the Spot
With pride, the Muses love it evermore.
TO THE SUPREME BEING
FROM THE ITALIAN OF MICHAEL ÂNGELO
1804. 1807
The prayers I make will then be sweet
indeed
If Thou the spirit give by which I pray:
My unassisted heart is barren clay,
That of its native self can nothing feed:
Of good and pious works thou art the seed,
That quickens only where thou say'st it
may:
Unless Thou show to us thine own true way
No man can find it: Father ! Thou must
lead.
Do Thou, then, breathe those thoughts
into my mind
By which such virtue may in me be bred
That in thy holy footsteps I may tread;
The fetters of my tongue do Thou unbind;
That I may have the power to sing of thee.
And sound thy praises everlastingly.
ODE TO DUTY
1805. 1807
This ode is on the model of Gray's Ode to
Adversity, which is eopied from Horace'3 Ode
to Fortune. Many and many a time have I
been twitted by my wife and sister for having
forgotten this dedication of myself to the stern
lawgiver. Transgressor indeed I have been,

from hour to honr, from day to day : I would
fain hope, however, not more flagrantly or in a
worse way than most of my tuneful brethren.
But these last words are in a wrong strain. We
should be rigorous to ourselves and forbearing,
if not indulgent, to others, and, if we make
comparisons at ali, it ought to be with those
who have morally excelled us.
" Jara non consilio bônus, sed more eò perductus, ut non tantum rectè facere possim, sed
nisi rectè facere non possim."
Stern Daughter of the Voice of God 1
0 Duty ! if that name thou love
Who art a light to guide, a rod
To check the erring, and reprove;
Thou, who art victory and law
When empty terrors overawe;
From vain temptations dost set free;
And calm'st the weary strife of frail humanity !
There are who ask not if thine eye
Be on them; who, in love and truth,
10
Where no misgiving is, rely
Upon the genial sense of youth:
Glad Hearts ! without reproach or blot
Who do thy work, and know it not;
Oh ! if through confidence misplaced
They fail, thy saving arms, dread Power !
around them cast.
Serene will be our days and bright,
And happy will our nature be,
When love is an unerring light,
And joy its own security.
20
And they a blissful course may hold
Even now, who, not unwisely bold,
Live in the spirit of this creed;
Yet seek thy firm support, according to
their need.
I, loving freedom, and untried;
No sport of every random gust,
Yet being to myself a guide,
Too blindly have reposed my trust:
And oft, when in my heart was heard
Thy timely mandate, I deferred
30
The task, in smoother walks to stray;
But thee I now would serve more strictly,
if I may.
Through no disturbance of my soul,
Or strong compunetion in me wrought,
1 supplicate for thy control;
But in the quietness of thought:
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TO A SKY-LARK

Me this unchartered freedom tires;
I feel the weight of chance-desires:
My hopes no more must change their name,
I long for a repose that ever is the same. 40
Stern Lawgiver ! yet thou dost wear
The Godhead's most benignant grace;
Nor know we anything so fair
As is the smile upon thy face:
Flowers laugh bafore thee on their beds
And fragrance in thy footing treads;
Thou dost preserve the stars from wrong;
And the most aneient heavens, through
Thee, are fresh and strong.
To humbler fmictions, awful Power !
I call thee: I myself commend
50
Unto thy guidance from this hour;
Oh, let my weakness have an end I
Give unto me, made lowly wise,
The spirit of self-sacrifice;
The confldenee of reason give;
And in the light of truth thy Bondman let
me live !
TO A SKY-LARK
1805. 1807
Up with me ! up with me into the clouds !
For thy song, Lark, is strong;
Up with me, up with me into the clouds !
Singing, singing,
With clouds and sky about thee ringing,
Lift me, guide me till I flnd
That spot whioh seems so to thy mind !
I have walked through wildernesses dreary
And to-day my heart is weary;
Had I now the wings of a Faery,
10
Up to thee would I fly.
There is madness about thee, and joy divine
In that song of thine;
Lift me, guide me high and high
To thy banqueting-place in the sky.
Joyous as morning
Thou art laughing and scorning;
Thou hast a nest for thy love and thy rest,
And, though little troubled with sloth,
Drunken Lark ! thou would'st be loth 20
To be such a traveller as I.
Happy, happy Liver,
With a soul as strong as a mountain river
Pouring out praise to the Almighty Giver,
Joy and jollity be with us both !

Alas ! my journey, rugged and uneven,
Through prickly moors or dusty ways must
wind;
But hearing thee, or others of thy kind,
As full of gladness and as free of heaven,
I, with my fate contented, will plod on, 30
And hope for higher raptures, when life's
day is done.
FIDELITY
1805. 1807
The young man whose death gave occasion
to this poem was named Charles Gough, and
had come early in the spríng' to Paterdale for
the sake of angling. While attempting to
cross ovar Helvellyn to Grasmere he slipped
from a steep part of the rock where the ice
was not thawed, and perished. His body was
discovered as is told in this poem. Walter
Scott heard of the accident, and both he and
I, without either of us knowing that the other
had taken up the suhject, each wrote a poem
in admiration of the dog's fidelity. His contains a most beantiful stanza: —
" How long didst thou thínk that hia sUence waa slumber,
When the wind waved his garment how oít didst thou
start."
I will add that the sentiment In the last four
Unes of the last stanza in my verses was uttered
by a shepherd with such exactness, that a
traveller, who afterwards reported his account
in print, was indueed to question the man
whether he had read them, whieh he had not.
A BARKING sound the Shepherd hears,
A cry as of a dog or fox;
He halts — and searches with his eyes
Among the scattered rocks:
And now at distance can discern
A stirring in a brake of fem;
And instantly a dog is seen,
Glancing through that covert green.
The Dog is not of mountain breed;
Its motions, too, are wild and shy;
lo
With something, as the Shepherd thinks,
Unusual in its cry:
Nor is there any one in sight
Ali round, in hollow or on height;
Nor shout, nor whistle strikes his ear;
What is the creature doing here ?
It was a cove, a huge recess,
That keeps, tUl Jime, December's snow;

INCIDENT
A lofty preeipice in front,
A silent tam below !
Far in the bosom of Helvellyn,
Remote from public road or dwelling,
Pathway, or cultivated land;
From trace of human foot or hand.

20

There sometimes doth a leaping fish
Send through the tarn a lonely cheer;
The crags repeat the raven's croak,
In symphony austere;
Thither the rainbow comes — the cloud —
And mists that spread the flying shroud; 30
And sunbeams; and the sounding blast,
That, if it could, would hurry past;
But that enormous barrier holds it fast.
Not free from boding thoughts, a while
The Shepherd stood; then makes his way
0'er rocks and stones, following the Dog
As quickly as he may;
Nor far had gone before he found
A hmnan skeleton on the groimd;
The appalled Discoverer with a sigh
40
Looks round, to learn the history.
From those abrupt and perilous rocks
The Man had fallen, that place of fear !
At length upon the Shepherd's mind
It breaks, and ali is clear:
He instantly recalled the name,
And who he was, and whence he carne;
Remembered, too, the.very day
On which the Traveller passed this way.
But hear a wonder, for whose sake
50
This lamentable tale I tell!
A lasting monument of words
This wonder merits well.
The Dog which still was hovering nigh,
Repeating the same tünid cry,
This Dog had been through three months'
space
A dweller in that savage place.
Yes, proof was plain that, since the day
When this ill-fated Traveller died,
The Dog had watched about the spot,
60
Or by his master's side:
How nourished here through such long
time
He knows, who gave that love sublime;
And gave that strength of feeling, great
Abpve ali human estimate I
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INCIDENT
CHARACTERISTIC OF A FAVOURITE DOG
1805. 1807
ThÍ3 Dog I knew well. It belonged to Mrs.
Wordawortli's brother, Mr. Thomas Hutehinaon, who then lÍTed at Sockburn on the Teea, a
beautifiil retired situation where I used to visit
him and his sisters before my marriage. My
sister and I spent many monti^ there after our
retum from Qermany in 1799.
On his moming rounds the Master
Goes to learn how ali things fare;
Searches pasture after pasture,
Sheep and cattle eyes with care;
And, for silence or for talk,
He hath comrades in his walk;
Four dogs, each pair a diffierent breed,
Distinguished two for scent, and two for
speed.
See a hare before him started !
— OfE they fly in earnest chase;
Every dog is eager-hearted,
Ali the four are in the race:
And the hare whom they pursue,
Knows from instinct what to do;
Her hope is near: no turn she makes;
But, like an arrow, to the river takes.

10

Deep the river was, and crusted
Thinly by a one nighfs frost;
But the nimble Hare hath trusted
To the ice, and safely crost;
20
She hath crost, and without heed
Ali are following at full speed,
When, Io ! the ice, so thinly spread,
Breaks—and the greyhound, Dart,ís overhead !
Better fate have Prince and Swallow —
See them cleaving to the sport!
MüSiC has no heart to follow,
Little Music, she stops short.
She hath neither wish nor heart,
Hers is now another part:
30
A loving creature she, and brave !
And fondly strives her struggling friend to
save.
From the brink her paws she stretches,
Very hands as you would say !
And afflicting moans she fetches,
As he breaks the ice away.
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TRIBUTE

For herself she hath no fears, —
Him alone she sees and hears, —
Makes efEorts with complainings; nor gives
o'er
39
Until her fellow sinks to re-appear no more.
TRIBUTE
TO THE MEMORY OF THE SAME DOG
1805. 1807
Lie here, without a record of thy worth,
Beneath a covering of the common earth !
It is not from unwillingness to praise,
Or want of love, tliat here no Stone we raise;
More thou deserv'st; but this man gives to
man,
Brother to brother, this is ali we can.
Yet they to whom thy virtues inade thee
dear
Shall find thee through ali changes of the
year:
This Oak points out thy grave; the sUent
tree
Will gladly stand a monument of thee. 10
We grieved for thee, and wished thy end
were past;
And willingly have laid thee here at last:
For thou hadst lived till everything that
cheers
In thee had yielded to the weight of years;
Extreme old age had vpasted thee away,
And left thee but a glimmering of the day:
Thy ears were deaf, and feeble were thy
knees, —
I saw thee stagger in the summer breeze,
Too weak to stand against its sportive
breath,
And ready for the gentlest stroke of death.
It cama, and we were glad; yet tears were
shed;
21
Both man and woman wept when thou wert
dead;
Not only for a thousand thoughts that were,
Old household thoughts, in which thou hadst
thy share;
But for some precioua boons vouchsafed to
thee,
Found scarcely anywhere in like degree !
For love, that comes wherever life and sense
Are given by God, in thee was most intense;
A chain of heart, a feeling of the mind,
A tender sympathy, which did thee bind 30
Not only to us Men, but to thy Kind:

Yea, for thy fellow-brutes in thee we saw
A soul of love, love's intellectual law: —
Hence, if we wept, it was not done in shame;
Our tears from passion and from reasou
came.
And, therefore, shalt thou be an honoured
name !
"WHEN TO THE ATTRACTIONS
OF THE BUSY WORLD"
1805. 1815
The grore still exists, but the plantation has
been walled in, and is not so accessible as when
my brother John wore the path in the manner
here described. The grove was a faTourite
haunt with us ali while we lived at Town-end.
When, to the attractions of the busy world,
Preferring studious leisure, I had chosen
A habitation in this peaeeful Vale,
Sharp season followed of continuai storm
In deepest winter; and, from week to week,
Pathway, and lane, and public road, were
clogged
With frequent showers of snow. Upon a
hill
At a short distance from my cottage, stands
A stately Fir-grove, whither I was wont
To hasten, for I found, beneath the roof 10
Of that perennial shade, a cloistral place
Of refuge, with an imincumbered floor.
Here, in safe covert, on the shallow snow.
And, sometimes, on a speck of visible earth,
The redbreast near me hopped; nor was I
loth
To sympathise with vulgar coppice birds
That, for proteotion from the nipping blast,
Hither repaired. — A single beech-tree grew
Within this grove of flrs ! and, on the fork
Of that one beeoh, appeared a thrush's
nest;
20
A last year's nest, conspicuously buUt
At such small elevation from the ground
As gave sure sign that they, who in that
house
Of nature and of love had made their home
Amid the flr-trees, ali the summer long
Dwelt in a tranquil spot. And oftentimes,
A few sheep, stragglers from some mountain-lloek,
Would watch my motions with suspicious
stare,
From the remotest outskirts of the grove, —
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Some nook where they had made their final
staudi
jo
Huddling together from two fears — the
fear
Of me and of the storm. Full many an
hour
Here did I lose. But in this grove the
trees
Had been so thiokly planted, and had
thriven
In such perplexed and intricate array ;
That vaüdy did I seek, beneath their stems
A length of open space, where to and fro
My feet might move without concern or
care;
And, baffled thas, though earth from day
to day
Was fettered, and the air by storm disturbed,
40
I ceased the shelter to frequent, — and
prized,
Less than I wished to prize, that calm
recess.
The snows dissolved, and genial Spring
returned
To clothe the fields with verdura. Other
haunts
Meanwhile were mine; till, one bright
April day,
By chance retiring from the glare of noon
To this forsaken covert, there I found
A hoary pathway traced between the trees,
And winding on with such an easy line
Along a natural opening, that I stood 50
Much wondering how I could have sought
in vain
For what was now so obvious. To abide,
For an allotted interval of ease,
IJnder my cottage-roof, had gladly come
From the wild sea a cherished Visitant;
And with the sight of this same path —
begun,
Begun and ended, in the shady grove,
Pleasant convictiou flashed upon my mind
That, to this opportune recess allured,
He had surveyed it with a flner eye,
60
A heart more wakeful; and had wom the
track
By pacing here, unwearied and alone,
In that habitual restlessness of foot
That haunts the Sailor measuring o'er and
o'er
His short domain upon the vessel's deck,
While she pursues her course through the
dreary sea.

When thou hadst quitted Esthwaite's
pleasant shore.
And taken thy flrst leave of those arreen
hills
And rocks that were the play-ground of thy
youth,
Year followed year, my Brother! and we
two,
70
Conversing not, knew little in what mould
Each other's mind was fashioned; and at
length,
When once again we met in Grasmere Vale,
Between us there was little other bond
Than common feelings of fraternal love.
But thou, a Schoolboy, to the sea hadst
carried
Undying recollections ! Nature there
Was with thee; she, who loved us both, she
still
Was with thee; and even so didst thou
become
A silent Poet; from the solitude
80
Of the vast sea didst bring a watchful
heart
Still couchant, an inevitable ear.
And an eye practised like a blind man's
touch.
— Back to the joyless Ocean thou art gone;
Nor from this vestige of thy musing hours
Could I withhold thy honoured name, —■
and now
I love the fir-grove with a perfect love.
Thither do I withdraw when cloudless suns
Shine hot, or wind blows troublesome and
strong;
And there I sit at evening, when the steep
Of Silver-how, and Grasmere's peacefu)
lake,
91
And one green island, gleam between the
stems
Of the dark flrs, a visionary scene !
And, while I gaze upon the spectacle
Of clouded splendour, on this dream-like
sight
Of solemn loveliness, I think on thee,
My Brother, and on ali which thou hast
lost.
Nor seldom, if I rightly guess, while Thou,
Muttering the verses which I muttered first
Among the mountains, through the midnight watch
100
Art pacing thoughtfully the vessePs deck
In some far region, here, while o'er my
head,
At every impulse of the moving breeze,
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The fir-grove murmurs with a sea-like
sound,
Álone I tread this path; — for aught I
know,
Timing my steps to thine; and, with a
store
Of imdisting^ishable sympathies,
Mingling most earnest wishes for the day
When we, and others whom we love, sha.ll
meet
A second time, in Grasmere's happy Vale. i lo

III
Here did we stop; and here looked round
While each into himself descends,
For that last thought of parting Friends
That is not to be found.
Hidden was Grasmere Vale from sight,
Our home and his, his hearfs delight,
His quiet hearfs selected home.
But time before him melts away,
And he hath feeling of a day
Of blessedness to come.
30

IV
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Full soon in sorrow did I weep,
Taught that the mutual hope was dust,
IN MEMORY OF MY BROTHER, JOHN
In sorrow, but for higher trust,
WORDSWOBTH,
miserably deep !
COMMANDER OF THE E. I. COMFANY'S SHIP THE How
EARL OF ABERGAVENNY, IN WHICH HE PER- Ali vanished in a single word,
ISHED BY CALAMITOUS SHIPWRECK, FEB. 6. A breath, a sound, and soarcely heard:
1S05
Sea — Ship — drowned — Shipwreck — so
1805. 1845
it eame,
Composed near the Mountain track that The meek, the brave, the good, was gone;
leads from Grasmere through Grisdale Hawes, He who had been our living John
Was nothing but a name.
40
where it descenda towards Paterdale.
" Here did we stop ; and here looked round,
While each into hirnself descendB."
V
The point is two or three yards below the That was indeed a parting ! oh,
outlet of Grisdale tarn, on a foot-road hy
am I, glad that it is past;
•which a horse may pass to Paterdale — a ridge Glad
of Helrellyn on the left, and the summit of For there were some on whom it cast
Unutterable woe.
Fairfield on the right.
But they as well as I have gains; —
I
From many a humble souroe, to pains
Like these, there comes a mild release;
The Sheep-boy whistled loud, and lo !
Even here I feel it, even this Plant
That instant, startled by the shock,
Is in its beauty ministrant
The Buzzard mounted from the rock
To comfort and to peace.
50
Deliberate and slow:
Lord of the air, he took his flight;
VI
Oh ! could he on that woeful night
He would have loved thy modest grace,
Have lent his wing, my Brother dear.
Meek Flower ! To Him I would have said,
For one poor momenfs space to Thee,
" It grows upon its native bed
And ali who struggled with the Sea,
When safety was so near.
lo Beside our Parting-place;
There, cleaving to the ground, it lies
II
With multitude of purple eyes,
Spangling a cushion green like moss;
Thus in the weakness of my heart
But we will see it, joyful tide !
I spoke (bnt let that pang be still)
Some day, to see it in its pride,
When rising from the rock at will,
The mountain will we cross."
60
I saw the Bird depart.
And let me calmly bless the Power
VII
That meets me in this unknown Flower.
Affecting type of him I monm !
— Brother and Friend, if verse of mine
With calmness suffer and believe.
Have power to make thy virtues known,
And grieve, and know that I must grieve,
Here let a monumental Stone
Not cheerless, thongh forlom.
20 Stand — sacred as a Shrine;
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And to the few who pass this way,
Traveller or Shepherd, let it say,
Long as these mighty rooks endure, Oh do not Thou too fondly brood,
Although deserving of ali good,
On any earthly hope, however pure !
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To reach a safer shore — how near,
Yet not to be attained !

70

TO THE DAISY
1805. 181S
SwEET Flower 1 belike oue day to have
A place upon thy Poefs grave,
I welcome thee once more;
But He, who was on land, at sea,
My Brother, too, ki loving thee,
Although he loved more silently,
Sleeps by his native shore.

" Silence !" the brave Commander cried:
To that calm word a shriek replied,
It was the last death-shriek.
— A few (my soul oft sees that sight)
Survive upon the tall masfs height;
But one dear remnant of the night —
For Him in vain I seek.
Six weeks beneath the moving sea
He lay in slumber quietly;
Unforoed by wind or wave
To quit the Ship for which he died,
(Ali claims of duty satisfied;)
And there they found him at her side;
And bore him to the grave.

50

Ah ! hopeful, hopeful was the day
When to that Ship he bent his way,
To govem and to guide:
10
His wish was gained: a little time
Would bring him back in manhood's prime
And free for life, these hills to climb;
With ali his wants supplied.

Vain service ! yet not vainly done
For this, if other end were none,
That He, who had been cast
Upon a way of life unmeet
For sueh a gentle Soul and sweet,
Should find an undisturbed retreat
Near what he loved, at last —

And full of hope day followed day
While that stout Ship at anchor lay
Beside the shores of Wight;
The May had then made ali things green;
And, floating there, in pomp serene,
That Ship was goodly to be seen,
20
His pride and his delight!

That neighbourhood of grove and fleld
To Him a resting-place should yield,
A meek man and a brave !
The birds shall sing and oeean make
A mournful murmur for his sake;
And Thou, sweet Flower, shalt sleep and
wake
Upon his senseless grave.
70

Yet then, when called ashore, he songht
The tender peace of rural thought:
In more than happy mood
To your abodes, bright daisy Flowers !
He then would steal at leisure hours.
And loved you glittering in your bowers
A starry multitude.
But hark the word ! — the ship is gone; —
Seturns from her long course: — anon 30
Sets sail: — in season dne,
Once more on English earth they stand:
But, when a third time from the land
They parted, sorrow was at hand
For Him and for his crew.
Ill-fated Vessel ! — ghastly shock !
— At length delivered from the rock,
The deep she hath regained;
And through the stormy night they steer;
Labouring for life, in hope and fear,
40
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SUGGESTED BY A PICTURE OF PEELE
CASTLE, IN A STORM, PAINTED BY SIR
george beaumont
1805. 1807
Sir George Beaumont painted two picturea
of this subject, one of which he gave to Mra.
Wordsworth, saying she ought to have it;
but Lady Beaumont interfered, and after Sir
6eorge's death she gave it to Sir Uvedale
Price, in whose houae at Foxley I have seen it.
I WAS thy neighbour once, thou rugged
Püe !
Four summer weeks I dwelt in sight of
thee:
I saw thee every day; and ali the whUe
Thy Form was sleeping on a glassy sea.
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So pure the sky, so quiet was the air !
So like, so very like, was day to day !
Whene'er I looked, thy Image still was
there;
It trembled, but it never passed away.
How perfeot was the calm ! it seemed no
sleep;
No mood, whieh season takes away, or
brings:
lo
I could have fancied that the mighty Deep
Was even the gentlest of ali gentle Things.
Ah ! THEN, if mine had been the Painter's
hand,
To express what then I saw; and add the
gleam,
The light that never was, on sea or land,
The consecration, and the Poet's dream;
I would have planted thee, thou hoary
PUe
Amid a world how difEerent from this !
Beside a sea that eould not cease to smile;
On tranquil land, beneath a sky of bliss. 20
Thou shouldst have seemed a treasurehouse divine
Of peaceful years; a chronicle of heaven; —
Of ali the sunbeams that did ever shine
The very sweetest had to thee been given.
A Picture had it been of lasting ease,
Elysian quiet, without toU or strife;
No motion but the moving tide, a breeze,
Or merely silent Nature's breathing life.
Such, in the fond illusion of my heart,
Such Picture would I at that time have
made:
30
And seen the soul of truth in every part,
A stedfast peace that might not be betrayed.
So onee it would have been, — 't is so no
more;
I have submitted to a new control:
A power is gone, which nothing can restore;
A deep distress hath humanised my Soul.
Not for a moment could I now behold
A smiling sea, and be what I have been:
The feeling of my loss will ne'er be old;
This, which I toow, I speak with mind
serene.
40

Then, Beaumont, Friend ! who would have
been the Friend,
If he had lived, of Him whom I deplore,
This work of thine I blame not, but commend;
This sea in anger, and that dismal shore.
0 't is a passionate Work ! — yet wise and
well,
Well chosen is the spirit that is here;
That Hulk which labours in the deadly
swell,
This rueful sky, this pageantry of fear !
And this huge Castle, standing here sublime,
49
1 love to see the look with which it braves,
Cased in the unfeeling armour of old time,
The lightning, the fierce wind, and trampling waves.
Farewell, farewell the heart that lives
alone,
Housed in a dream, at distance from the
Kind!
Such happiness, wherever it be known,
Is to be pitied; for 't is surely blind.
But welcome fortitude, and patient cheer.
And frequent sights of what is to be bome !
Such sights, or worse, as are before me
here. —
59
Not without hope we sufEer and we mourn.
LOUISA
AFTER ACCOMPANYING HER ON A
MOUNTAIN EXCURSION
1805. 1807
Written at Town-end, Grasmere.
I MET Louisa in the shade.
And, having seen that lovely Maid,
Why should I fear to say
That, nymph-like, she is fleet and strong,
And down the rocks can leap along
Like rivulets in May ?
She loves her fire, her cottage-home;
Yet o'er the moorland wUl she roam
In weather rough and bleak;
And, when against the wind she strains,
Oh ! might I kiss the mountain rains
That sparkle on her cheek.
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Take ali that 's mine " beneath the moon,"
If I with her but half a noon
May sít beneath the walls
Of some old cave, or mossy nook,
When up she winds along the brook
To hunt the waterfalls.
TO A YOUNG LADY
WHO HAD BEEN REPROACHED FOR TAKING LONG WALKS IN THE COUNTRY
1805. 1807
Composed at the same time and on the same
view as " I met Louisa in the shade " : indeed
they were designed to make one piece.
Dear Child of Nature, let them rail !
— There is a nest in a green dale,
A harbour and a hold;
Where thou, a Wife and Friend, shalt see
Thy own heart-stirring days, and be
A light to young and old.
There, healthy as a shepherd boy,
And treading among flowers of joy
Whieh at no season fade,
Thou, while thy babes aronnd thee cling,
Shalt show us how divine a thing
A Woman may be made.
Thy thoughts and feelings shall not die,
Nor leave thee, when grey hairs are nigh,
A melaneholy slave;
But an old age serene and bright.
And lovely as a Lapland night,
Shall lead thee to thy grave.
VAUDRACOUR AND JULIA
1805. 1820
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. Faithfully
narrated, though with the omission of many
pathetio circumstances, from the mouth of a
French lady, who had been an eye-and-ear-"witness of ali that was dona and said. Many long
years after, I was told that Dupligne was then
a monk in the Convent of La Trappe.
The following tale was written as an Episode,
in a work from which its length may perhaps
ezclnde it. The facts are true ; no invention
as to these has heen ezercised, as none was
needed.
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O HAPPY time of youthful lovers (thus
My story may begin) O balmy time,
In which a love-knot on a lady's brow
Is fairer than the fairest star in heaven !
To such inheritance of blessed faney
(Fancy that sports more desperately with
minds
Than ever fortune hath been known to do)
The high-born Vaudracour was brought,
by years
Whose progress had a little overstepped
His stripling prime. A town of small repute,
10
Among the vine-clad mountains of Auvergne,
Was the Youth's birth-place. There he
wooed a Maid
Who heard the heart-felt music of his suit
With answering vows. Plebeian was the
stock,
Plebeian, though ingenuous, the stock,
From which her graces and her honours
sprung:
And hence the father of the enamoured
Youth,
With haughty indignation, spurned the
thought
Of such alliance. — From their cradles up,
With but a step between their several
homes,
20
Twins had they been in pleasure; after
strife
And petty quarrels, had grown fond again;
Eachother's advocate, each other's stay;
And, in their happiest moments, not content,
If more divided than a sportive pair
Of sea-fowl, conscious both that they are
hovering
Within the eddy of a common blast,
Or hidden only by the concave depth
Of neighbouring billows from each other's
sight.
29
Thus, not without concurrence of an age
Unknown to memory, was an earnest given
By ready nature for a life of love.
For endíess constancy, and placid truth;
But whatsoe'er of such rare treasure lay
Reserved, had fate permitted, for support
Of their maturer years, his present mind
Was under fascination; — he beheld
A vision, and adored the thing he saw.
Arabian fiction never filled the world
With half the wonders that were wrought
for him.
40
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Earth breathed in one great presence of the
spring;
Life turned the meanest of her implements,
Before his eyes, to price above ali gold;
The house she dwelt in was a sainted
shrine;
Her chamber-window did surpass in glory
The portais of the dawn; ali paradise
Could, by the simple opening of a door,
Let itself in upon him: — pathways, walks,
Swarmed with enchantment, till his spirit
sank,
Surcharged, within him, overblest to move
Beneath a sun that wakes a weary world 51
To its dull round of ordinary cares;
A mau too happy for mortality !
So passed the time, till whether through
efPeot
Of some unguarded moment that dissolved
Virtuous restraint — ah, speak it, think it,
not !
Deem rather that the fervent Youth, who
saw
So many bars between his present state
And the dear haven where he wished to be
In honourable wedlock with his Love, 60
Was in his judgment tempted to decline
To perilous weakness, and entrust his cause
To nature for a happy end of ali;
Deem that by such fond hope the Youth
was swayed.
And bear with their transgression, when I
add
That Julia, wanting yet the name of wife,
Carried about her for a secret grief
The promise of a mother.
To conceal
The threatened shame, the parents of the
Maid
Found means to hurry her away by night.
And unforewarned, that in some distant
spot
71
She might remain shrouded in privacy,
üntil the babe was born. When morning
came
The Lover, thus bereft, stung with his loss,
And ali imcertain whither he should tm-n,
Chafed like a wild beast in the toils; but
soou
Discovering traces of the fugitives,
Their steps he followed to the Maid's retreat.
Easily may the sequei be divined —
Walks to and fro — watchings at every
hour;
80

And the fair Captive, who, whene'er she
may,
Is busy at her easement as the swallow
Fluttering its pinions, almost within reach,
About the pendent nest, did thus espy
Her Lover ! — thence a stolen interview,
Accomplished under friendly shade of
night.
I pass the raptures of the pair; — such
theme
Is, by innumerable poets, touched
In more delightful verse than skUl of mine
Could fashion; chiefly by that darling bard
Who told of Juliet and her Romeo,
91
And of the lark's note heard before its
time.
And of the streaks that laced the severing
clouds
In the unrelenting east. — Through ali her
courts
The vacant city slept; the busy winds,
That keep no certain intervals of rest,
Moved not; meanwhile the galaxy displayed
Her flres, that like mysterious pulses beat
Aloft; — momentous but uneasy bliss !
To their full hearts the universe seemed
hung
100
On that brief meeting's slender fllament!
They parted; and the generous Vaudracour
Reached speedily the native threshold, beut
On making (so the Lovers had agreed)
A sacriflce of birthright to attain
A final portion from his father's hand;
Which granted, Bride and Bridegroom then
would flee
To some remote and solitary place,
Shady as night, and beautiful as heaven,
Where they may live, with no one to behold
110
Their happiness, or to disturb their love.
But now of this no whisper; not the less,
If ever an obtrusive word were dropped
Touching the matter of his passion, still,
In his stern father's hearing, Vaudracour
Persisted openly that death alone
Should abrogate liis human privilege
Divine, of swearing everlasting truth,
Upon the altar, to the Maid he loved.
" You shall be baffled in your mad intent
120
If there be justice in the court of France,"
Muttered the Father. — From these words
the YoJith
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Conceived a terror; and, by night or day,
Stirred nowhere without weapons, that full
soon
Foimd dreadful provocation: for at night
When to his chamber he retired, attempt
Was made to seize him by three armèd
men,
Aoting, in furtherance of the father's will,
Under a private signet of the State.
One the rash Youth's ungovernable hand
Slew, and as quickly to a second gave 131
A perilous wound—-he shuddered to behold
The breathless corse; then peacefully resigned
His person to the law, was lodged in prison,
And wore the fetters of a criminal.
Have you observed a tuft of wingèd seed
That, from the dandelion's naked stalk,
Mounted aloft, is suffered not to use
Its natural gifts for purposes of rest,
Driven by the autumnal whirlwind to and
fro
140
Through the wide element ? or have you
marked
The heavier substance of a leaf-clad bough,
Within the vortex of a foaming flood,
Tormented ? by such aid you may conceive
The perturbation that ensued; — ah, no !
Desperate the Maid — the Youth is stained
with blood;
Umnatchable on earth is their disquiet!
Yet as the troubled seed and tortured
bough
Is Man, subjected to despotie sway.
For hini, by private influence with the
Court,
150
Was pardon gained, and liberty procured;
But not without exaction of a pledge,
Which liberty and love dispersed in air.
He flew to her from whom they would
divide him —He clove to her who could not give him
peace —
Yea, his first word of greeting was, — "Ali
right
Is gone from me; my lately-towering hopes,
To the least fibre of their lowest root.
Are withered; thou no longer canst be
mine,
I thine — the conscience-stricken must not
WOO
160
The uuruffled Innocent, — I see thy face,
Behold thee, and my misery is complete !"
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" One, are we not ?" exclaimed the
Maiden — " One,
For innocence and youth, for weal and
woe ? "
Then with the father's name she coupled
words
Of vehement indignation; but the Youth
Checked her with filial meekness; for no
thought
üncharitable crossed his mind, no sense
Of hasty anger rising in the eclipse
Of true domestic loyalty, did e'er
170
Find place within his bosom. — Once again
The persevering wedge of tyranny
Achieved their separation: and once more
Were they imited, — to be yet again
Disparted, pitiable lot! But here
A portion of the tale may well be left
In silence, though my memory could add
Much how the Youth, in scanty space of
time,
Was traversed from without; much, too,
of thoughts
That occupied his days in solitude
180
Under privation and restraint; and what,
Through dark and shapeless fear of things
to come,
And what, through strong compunction for
the past,
He sufEered — breaking down in heart and
mind !
Doomed to a third and last captivity,
His freedom he recovered on the eve
Of Julia's travail. When the babe was
born,
Its presença tempted him to cherish schemes
Of future happiness. " You shall retum,
Julia," said he, " and to your father's
house
190
Go with the child. — You have been
wretched; yet
The silver shower, whose reckless burthen
weighs
Too heavily upon the lily's head,
Oft leaves a saving moisture at its root.
Malice, beholding you, will melt away.
Go ! — 't is a town where both of us were
born;
None will reproach you, for our truth is
known;
And if, amid those once-bright bowers, our
fate
Remain unpitied, pity is not in man,
With ornaments — the prettiest, nature
yields
200
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Or art can fashion, shall you deck our boy,
And feed his countenance with your own
sweet looks
Till no one can resist him. — Now, even
now,
I see liim sporting on the sunny lawn;
My father from the window sees him too;
Startled, as if some new-ereated thing
Enriched the earth, or Faery of the woods
Bomided before him; — but the unweetiner
ChUd
Shall by his beauty win his grandsire's
heart
209
So that it shaU be softened, and our loves
End happily, as they began ! "
These gleams
Appeared but seldom; oftener was he seen
Propping a pale and melaneholy face
Upon the Mother's bosom; resting thus
His head upon one breast, while from the
other
The Babe was drawing in its quiet food.
— That pillow is no longer to be thine,
Fond Youth ! that mournful solace now
must pass
Into the list of things that cannot be !
Unwedded Julia, terror-smitten, hears 220
The sentence, by her mother's lip pronounced,
That dooms her to a convent. — Who shall
tell,
Who dares report, the tidings to the lord
Of her afEeotions ? so they blindly asked
Who knew not to what quiet depths a weight
Of agony had pressed the SufEerer down:
The word, by others dreaded, he can hear
Composed and silent, without visible sign
Of even the least emotion. Noting this,
When the impatient object of liis love 230
Upbraided him with slackness, he retnrned
No answer, only took the Mother's hand
And kissed it; seemingly devoid of pain,
Or care, that what so tenderly he pressed,
Was a dependant on the obdurate heart
Of one who eame to disunite their lives
For ever — sad alternativo ! preferred,
By the unbending Parents of the Maid,
To secret 'spousals meanly disavowed.
— So be it!
In the city he remained 240
A season after Julia had withdrawn
To those religious walls. He, too, departs —
Who with him ? — even the senseless Little-one.

With that sole charge he passed the citygates,
For the last time, attendant by the side
Of a dose chair, a litter, or sedan,
In which the Babe was carried. To a hill,
That rose a brief league distant from the
town,
The dwellers in that house where he had
lodged
Accompanied his steps, by anxious love 250
Impelled; — they parted from him there,
and stood
Watching below till he had disappeared
On the hill top. His eyes he scarcely took,
Throughout that journey, from the vehicle
(Slow-moving ark of ali his hopes !) that
veiled
The tender infant: and, at every inn,
And under every hospitable tree
At which the bearers halted or reposed,
Laid him with timid care upon his knees.
And looked, as mothers ne'er were known
to look,
260
Upon the nursling which his arms embraced.
This was the manner in which Vaudracour
Departed with his infant; and thus reached
His fathcr's house, where to the innocent
child
Admittance was denied. The young man
spake
No word of indignation or reproof,
But of his father begged, a last request,
That a retreat might be assigned to him
Where in forgotten quiet he might dwell,
With such allowance as his wantsrequired;
For wishes he had none. To a lodge that
stood
271
Deep in a forest, with leave given, at the
age
Of four-and-twenty summers he withdrew;
And thither took with him his motherless
Babe,
And one domestic for their common needs,
An aged woman. It consoled him here
To attend upon the orphan, and perform
Obsequious service to the precious child,
Which, after a short time, by some mistake
Or indiscretion of the Father, died. — 280
The Tale I follow to its last recess
Of sufBering or of peace, I know not which:
Theirs be the blame who caused the woe,
not mine !

THE WAGGONER
From this time forth he never shared a
smile
With mortal creature. An Inhabitant
Of that same town, in which the pair had lef t
So lively a remembrance of their griefs,
By chance of business, coming within
reach
Of his retirement, to the forest lodge
Repaired, but only found the matron there,
Who told him that his pains were thrown
away,
191
For that her Master never uttered word
To living thing — not e ven to her. — Behold !
While they were speaking, Vaudraconr'
approached;
But, seeing some one near, as on the latch
Of the garden-gate his hand was laid, lie
shrmik —
And, like a shadow, glided out of view.
Shocked at his savage aspect, from the
place
The visitor retired.
Thus lived the Youth
Cut ofE from ali intelligence with man, 300
And shmming even the light of common
day;
líor oould the voice of Freedom, which
through France
Full speedily resomided, public hope,
Or personal memory of his own deep
wrongs,
Rouse him: but in those solitary shades
His days he wasted, an imbeoile mind !
THE COTTAGER TO HERINFANT
BY MY SISTER
1805. 1815
Suggested to her while beaide my sleeping
children.
The days are cold, the nights are long,
The north-wind sings a doíeful song;
Then hush again upon my breast;
Ali merry things are now at rest,
Save thee, my pretty Love (
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Nay ! start not at that sparkiing light;
'T is but the moon that shines so bright
On the window pane bedropped with rain:
Then, little Darling ! sleep again.
And wake when it is day.
THE WAGGONER
1805. 1815
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. The characters and story from fact.
In Gairo'a crowded streets
The impatíent Merchant, wondering, waíts in vain,
And Mecca saddens at the long delay.
Thouson.
TO
CHARLES LAMB, ESQ.
My dear Friend,
When I sent you, a few weeks ago, the tale
of Peter Bell, you asked "why 'The Waggoner ' was not added ? "—To say the truth
— from the higher tone of imagination, and
the deeper touches of passion aimed at in the
former, I apprehended this little Piece could
not accompany it without disadyantage. In
the year 1806, if I am not mistaken, " The
Waggoner" was read to you in manuscript,
and, as you have rememhered it for so long a
time, I am the more encouraged to hope, that,
since the localities on which the Poem partly
depends did not preyent its being interesting to
you, it may prove acceptahle to others. Being
therefore in some measure the cause of its
present appearance, you must allow me the
gratification of inscribing it to you j in acknowledgment of the pleasure I have derived
from your Writings, and of the high esteem
with which
I am very truly yours,
WlIiLIAM WOKDSWORTH.
RtdMi Mount, May 20,1819.

CANTO FIRST
'T IS spent — this burning day of June !
Soft darkness o'er its latest gleams is
stealing;
The buzzing dor-hawk, round and round,
is wheeling, —
That solitary bird
The kitten sleeps upon the hearth,
The crickets long have ceased their mirtb; ; Is ali that can be heard
In silence deeper far than that of deepest
There 's nothing stirring in the house
noon!
Save one «lee, hungry, nibbling mouse,
Confiding Glow-worms, 't is a night
Then why so busy thou ?
Propitious to your earth-born light 1
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But, where the scattered stars are seen
In hazjr straits the clouds between,
lo
Each, m his station twinkling not,
Seems changed into a pallid spot.
The mountains against heaven's gmve
weight
Rise up, and grow to wondrous height.
The air, as in a lion's den,
Is dose and hot; — and now and then
Comes a tired and snltry breeze
With a haunting and a panting,
Lüe the stifling of disease;
But the dews allay the heat,
20
And the silenee makes it sweet.
Hush, there is some one on the stir !
'Tis Benjamin the Waggoner;
Who long hath trod this toilsome way,
Companion of the night and day.
That far-oít tinkling's drowsy cheer,
Mixed with a faint yet grating sound
In a moment lost and found,
The Wain annomices — by whose side
Along the banks of Rydal Mere
30
He paces on, a trusty Guide, —
Listen 1 you can scarcely hear !
Hither he his course is bending; —
Now he leaves the lower ground,
And up the craggy hill ascending
Many a stop and stay he makes,
Many a breathing-fit he takes; —
Steep the way and wearisome,
Yet ali the whUe his whip is dumb !
The Horses have worked with right
good-wUl,
40
And so have gained the top of the hill;
He was patient, they were strong.
And now they smoothly glide along,
Recovering bíeath, and pleased to win
The praises of mild Benjamin.
Heaven shield him from mishap and snare !
But why so early with this prayer ? —
Is it for threatenings in the sky ?
Or for some other danger nigh ?
No; none is near him yet, though he
50
Be one of niuch infirmity;
For at the bottom of the brow,
Where once the Dove and Oove-bouGH
OfEered a greeting of good ale
To ali who entered Grasmere Vale;
And called on him who must depart
To leave it with a jovial heart;
There, where the Dove and Olive-bough
Once hung, a Poet harbours now,
A simple water-drinking Bard;
60
Why need our Hero then (though frail

His best resolves) be on his guard ?
He marches by, secure and bold;
Yet whUe he thinks on times of old,
It seems that ali looks wondrous cold;
He shrugs his shoidders, shakes his head.
And, for the honest folk within,
It is a doubt with Benjamin
Whether they be alive or dead !
Here is no danger, — none at ali!
70
Beyond his wish he walks secure;
But pass a mile — and then for trial, —
Then for the pride of self-denial;
If he resist that tempting door,
Which with such friendly voice will call;
If he resist those casement panes.
And that bright gleam which thence wiU
fali
Upon his Leaders' bells and manes,
Inviting him with cheerful lure:
For still, though ali be dark elsewhere, 80
Some shining notice will be there,
Of open house and ready fare.
The place to Benjamin right well
Is known, and by as strong a spell
As used to be that sign of love
And hope — the Olive-bough and Dove;
He knows it to his cost, good Man !
Who does not know the famous SwAN ?
Object uncouth ! and yet our boast,
Fur it was painted by the Host;
90
His own conceit the figure planned,
'T was coloured ali by his own hand;
And that frail Child of tliirsty clay,
Of whom I sing this rustic lay,
Could tell with self-dissatisfaction
Quaint stories of the bird's attraction !
Well! that is past — and in despite
Of open door and shining light.
And now the conqueror essays
The long ascent of Dunmail-raise;
100
And with his team is gentle here
As when he clomb from Rydal Mere;
His whip they do not dread — his voice
They only hear it to rejoice.
To stand or go is at their pleasure;
Their efforts and their time they measure
By generous pride within the breast;
And, while they strain, and while they rest,
He thus pursues his thoughts at leisure.
Now am I fairly safe to-night —
no
And with proud cause my heart is light:
I trespassed lately worse than ever —
But Heaven has blest a good endeavour;
And, to my soul's content, I find
The evil One is left behind.
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Yes, let my master fume and fret,
Here am I — with my horses yet!
My joUy team, he finds that ye
Will work for nobody but me !
Full proof of this the Coimtry gained; 120
It knows how ye were vexed and strained,
And forced vmworthy stripes to bear,
When trusted to another's care.
Here was it — on this rugged slope,
Which now ye climb with heart and hope,
I saw you, between rage and fear,
Plunge, and fling baek a spiteful ear,
And ever more and more eonfused,
As ye were more and more abused:
As chance would have it, passing by
130
I saw you in that jeopardy:
A word from me was like a charm;
Ye pulled together with one mind;
And your huge burthen, safe from harm,
Moved like a vessel in the wind !
— Yes, without me, up hills so high
'T is vain to strive for mastery.
Then grieve not, jolly team ! though tough
The road we travei, steep, and rough;
Though Rydal-heights and Dumnail-raise,
And ali their fellow banks and braes, 141
Full often make you streteh and strain,
And halt for breath and halt again,
Yet to their sturdiness 't is owing
That side by side we still are going !
While Benjamin in earnest mood
His meditations thus pursued,
A storm, whieh had been smothered long,
Was growing inwardly more strong;
And, in its struggles to get free,
150
Was busily employed as he.
The thunder had begun to growl —
He heard not, too intent of soul;
The air was now without a breath —
He marked not that 't was still as death.
But soon large rain-drops on his head
Fell with the weight of drops of lead; —
He starts — and takes, at the admonition,
A sage survey of his eondition.
The road is blaek before his eyes,
160
Glimmering faintly where it lies;
Black is the sky — and every hill,
Up to the sky, is blacker still —
Sky, hill, and dale, one dismal room,
Hung round and overhung with gloom;
Save that above a single height
Is to be seen a lurid light,
Above Helm-crag — a streak half dead,
A burning of portentous red;
And near that lurid light, full well
170
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The Astkologer, sage Sidrophel,
Where at his desk and book he sits,
Puzzling aloft his curious wits;
He whose domain is held iu common
With no one but the ancient woman,
Cowering beside her rifted cell,
As if intent on magic spell; —
Dread pair, that, spite of wind and weather,
Still sit upon Helm-crag together !
The Asteologer was not unseen
180
By solitary Benjamin;
But total darkness came anon.
And he and everything was gone:
And suddenly a ruffling breeze,
(That would have rocked the sounding
trees
Had aught of sylvan growth been there)
Swept through the Hollow long and bare:
The rain rushed down — the road was battered.
As with the force of billows shattered;
The horses are dismayed, nor know
190
Whether they should stand or go;
And Benjamin is groping near them,
Sees nothing, and can scarcely hear them.
He is astounded, — wonder not, -—
With such a charge in such a spot;
Astounded in the mountain gap
With thunder-peals, clap after clap,
Close-treading on the silent flashes —
And somewhere, as he thinks, by crashes
Among the rocks; with weight of rain, 200
And sullen motions long and slow,
That to a dreary distance go —
Till, breaking in upon the dying strain,
A rending o'er his head begins the fray
again.
Meanwhile, uncertain what to do,
And oftentimes compelled to halt,
The horses cautiously pursue
Their way, without mishap or fault;
And now have reached that pile of stones,
Heaped over brave King Dunmail's bonés;
His who had onoe supreme eommand, 211
Last king of rocky Cumberland;
His bonés, and those of ali his Power
Slain here in a disastrous hour !
When, passing through this narrow strait,
Stony, and dark, and desolate,
Benjamin can faintly hear
A voice that comes from some one near,
A female voice: — " Whoe'er you be,
Stop," it exclaimed, " and pity me ! " 220
And, less in pity than in wonder,
Amid the darkness and the thunder,
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The Waggoner, with prompt command,
Summons his horses to a stand.
While, with increasing agitation,
The Woman urged her supplication,
In rueful words, with sobs between —
The voice of tears that fell unseen;
There came a flash — a startliiig glare,
And ali Seat-Sandal was laid bare !
230
'T is not a time for nice suggestion,
And Benjamin, without a question,
Taking her for some way-worn rover,
Said, " Mount, and get you under cover ! "
Another voice, in tone as hoarse
As a swoln brook with rugged course,
Cried ont, " Good brother, why so fast ?
I 've had a glimpse of you — avast!
Or, since it suits you to be civil,
Take her at once — for good and evil! " 240
" It is my Husband," softly said
The Woman, as if half afraid:
By this time she was snug within,
Through help of honest Benjamin;
She and her Babe, which to her breast
With thankfulness the Mother pressed;
And now the same strong voice more near
Said cordially, " My Friend, what cheer ?
Kough doings these ! as God 's my judge
The sky owes somebody a grudge !
250
We 've had in half an hour or less
A twelvemonth's terror and distress ! "
Then Benjamin entreats the Man
Would mount, too, quickly as he can:
The Sailor — Sailor now no more,
But such he had been heretofore —
To courteous Benjamin replied,
" Go you your way, and mind not me;
For I must have, whate'er betide,
My Ass and fifty things beside, —
260
Go, and I '11 follow speedily ! "
The Waggon moves— and with its load
Descends along the sloping road;
And the rough Sailor instantly
Turns to a little tent hard by:
For when, at closing-in of day,
The family had come that way,
Green pasture and the soft warm air
Tempted them to settle there. —
Green is the grass for beast to graze, 270
Around the stones of Dunmail-raise !
The Sailor gathers up his bed,
Takes down the canvas overhead;
And, after farewell to the place,
A parting word — though not of grace,
Pursues, with Ass and ali his store,
The way the Waggon went before.

CANTO SECOND
If Wytheburn's modest House of prayer.
As lowly as the lowliest dwelling,
Had, with its belfry's humble stock,
A little pair that hang in air,
Been mistress also of a clock,
(And one, too, not in crazy plight)
Twelve strokes that clock would have been
telling
Under the brow of old Helvellyn —
Its bead-roll of midnight,
Then, when the Hero of my tale
10
Was passing by, and, down the vale
(The vale now silent, hushed I ween
As if a storm had never been)
Proceeding with a mind at ease;
While the old Familiar of the seas,
Intent to use his utmost haste,
Gained ground upon the Waggon fast.
And gives another lusty cheer;
For spite of rumbling of the wheels,
A welcome greeting he can hear; —
20
It is a fiddle in its glee
Dinning from the Cherry Tkee !
Thence the sound — the light is there —
As Benjamin is now aware,
Who, to his inward thoughts conflned,
Had almost reached the festive door,
When, startled by the Sailor's roar,
He hears a sound and sees a light.
And in a moment calls to mind
.
That 't is the village Merry-night !
30
Although before in no dejection,
At this insidious recollection
His heart with sudden joy is filled, —
His ears are by the music thrUled,
His eyes take pleasure in the road
Glittering before him bright and broad;
And Benjamin is wet and cold,
And there are reasons manifold
That make the good, tow'rds which he 's
yearning,
Look fairly like a lawful earning.
40
Nor has thought time to come and go,
To vibrate between yes and no;
For, cries the Sailor, " Glorious chance
That blew us hither ! — let him dance,
Who can or will ! — my honest soul,
Our treat shall be a friendly bowl! "
He draws him to the door — " Come in,
Come, come," cries he to Benjamin !
And Benjamin — ah, woe is me !
Gave the word — the horses heard
50
And halted, though reluctantly.
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" Blithe souls and lightsome hearts have
we,
Feasting at the Cherry Teee !"
This was the outside proclamation,
This was the inside salutation;
What bustling — jostling — high and low !
A universal overflow !
What tankards foaming from the tap !
What store of cakes in every lap !
What thmnping — stumping — overhead !
The thunder had not been more busy: 6i
With such a stir you would have said,
This little place may well be dizzy !
'T is who ean dance with greatest vigour —
'T is what can be inost prompt and eager;
As if it heard the fiddle's call,
The pewter olatters on the wall;
The very baeon shows its feeling,
Swinging from the smoky ceiling !
A steaming bowl, a blazing fire,
70
What greater good can heart desire ?
'T were worth a wise man's while to try
The utmost anger of the sky:
To seek for thoughts of a gloomy cast,
If such the bright amends at last.
Now should you say I judge amiss,
The Cherry Tree shows proof of this;
For soon of ali the happy there,
Our Travellers are the happiest pair;
Ali care with Benjamin is gone —
80
A Csesar past the Rubicon !
He thinks not of his long, long strife; —
The SaUor, Man by nature gay,
Hath no resolves to throw away;
And he hath now forgot his Wife,
Hath quite forgotten her — or may be
Thinks her the luekiest soul on earth,
Within that warm and peaceful berth,
Under cover,
Terror over,
90
Sleeping by her sleeping Baby.
With bowl that sped from hand to hand,
The gladdest of the gladsome band,
Araid their own delight and fun,
They hear — when every dance is done,
When every whirling bout is o'er —
The fiddle's squeak — that call to bliss,
Ever followed by a kiss;
They envy not the happy lot,
But enjoy their own the more !
loo
While thus our jocund Travellers fare,
Up springs the Sailor from his chair —
Limps (for I might have told before
That he was lame) across the floor —
Is gone — returns — and with a prize;
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With what ? — a Ship of lusty size;
A gallant stately Man-of-war,
Fixed on a smoothly-sliding car.
Surprise to ali, but most surprise
To Benjamin, who rubs his eyes,
no
Not knowing that he had befriended
A Man so gloriously attended !
" This," cries the Sailor, " a Third-rate
is —
Stand back, and you shall see her grátis !
This was the Flag-ship at the Nile,
The Vanguard — you may smirk and smile,
But, pretty Maid, if you look near,
You '11 find you 've much in little here !
A nobler ship did never swim,
And you shall see her in full trim:
120
I '11 set, my friends, to do you honour,
Sèt every inch of sail upon her."
So said, so done; and masts, sails, yards,
He names them ali; and interlards
His speech with uncouth terms of art,
Accomplished in the showmau's part;
And then, as from a sudden check,
Cries out — " 'T is there, the quarter-deck
On which brave Admirai Nelson stood —
A sight that would have roused your blood !
One eye he had, which, bright as ten, 131
Burned like a fire among his men;
Let this be land, and that be sea,
Here lay the French — and thus came we ! "
Hushed was by this the flddle's sound,
The danccrs ali were gathered round.
And, such the stillness of the house,
You might have heard a nibbling mouse;
While, borrowing helps where'er he may,
The Sailor through the story runs
140
Of ships to ships and guns to guns;
And does his utmost to display
The dismal conflict, and the might
And terror of that marvellous night!
" A bowl, a bowl of double measure,"
Cries Benjamin, " a draught of length,
To Nelson, England's pride and treasure
Her bulwark and her tower of strength ! "
When Benjamin had seized the bowl,
The mastiff, from beneath the waggon, 150
Where he lay, watchful as a dragon,
Rattled his chain; — 't was ali in vain.
For Benjamin, triumphant soul!
He heard the monitory growl;
Heard — and in opposition quafBed
A deep, determined, desperate draught !
Nor did the battered Tar forget,
Or flinch from what he deemed his debt:
Then, like a hero crowned with laurel,
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Profound entreaties, and hand-shaking !
What solemn, vacant, interlacing.
As if they 'd fali asleep embracing !
Then, in the turbulence of glee.
And in the excess of amity,
Says Benjamin, " That Ass of thine,
50
He spoils thy sport, and hinders mine:
If he were tethered to the waggon,
He 'd drag as well what he is dragging.
CANTO THIRD
And we, as brother should with brother,
Riqht gladly had the horses stirred,
Might trudge it alongside each other ! "
When they the wished-for greeting heard,
Forth with, obedient to command,
The whip's loud notiee from the door,
The horses made a quiet stand;
That they were free to move once more.
And to the waggon's skirts was tied
You think, those domgs must have bred
The Creature, by the Mastiffs side,
In them disheartening doubts and dread;
The Mastifif wondering, and perplext
60
No, not a horse of ali the eight,
With dread of what will happen next;
Although it be a moonless night,
And thinking it but sorry cheer.
Fears either for himself or freight;
To have such company so near !
For this they know (and let it hide,
lo
This new arrangement made, the Wain
In part, the ofEences of their guide)
Through the still night proceeds again;
That Benjamin, with elouded brains,
No Moon hath risen her light to lend;
Is worth the best with ali their pains;
But indistinctly may be kenned
And, i£ they had a prayer to make,
The Vanguakd, following dose behind,
The prayer would be that they may take
Sails spread, as if to catch the wind !
With him whatever comes in course,
" Thy wife and chUd are snug and warm,
The better fortune or the worse;
Thy ship will travei without harm;
71
That no one else may have busiaess near I like," said Benjamin, "her shape and
them,
stature:
And, drunk or sober, he may steer them.
And this of mine — this bulky creature
So, forth in dauntless mood they fare, 20 Of which I have the steering — this,
Seen fairly, is not much amiss !
And with them goes the guardian pair.
We want your streamers, friend, you know;
Now, heroes, for the true commotion,
But, altogether as we go,
The trimnph of your late devotion
Can aught on earth impede delight,
We make a kind of handsome show !
Among these hills, from first to last,
Still mounting to a higher height;
And higher still — a greedy flight !
We 've weathered many a furious blast; 80
Haxd passage forcing on, with head
Can any low-born care pursue her ?
Against the storm, and canvas spread.
Can any mortal clog come to her ?
I hate a boaster; but to thee
No notion have they — not a thonght,
That is from joyless regions brought! 30 Will say 't, who know'st both land and
And, whüe they coast the silent lake,
sea,
Their inspiration I partake;
The unluckiest hulk that stems the brine
Share their empyreal spirits — yea,
Is hardly worse beset than mine,
With their enraptured vision, see —
When cross-winds on her quarter beat;
O fancy — what a jubilee !
And, fairly lifted from my feet,
What shifting pictnres — clad in gleams
I stagger onward — heaven knows how;
Of colour bright as feverish dreams !
But not so pleasantly as now:
9»
Earth, spangled sky, and lake serene,
Poor pilot I, by snows confounded,
Involved and restless ali — a scene
And many a foundrous pit surrounded !
Pregnant with mutual exaltation,
40 Yet hera we are, by night and day
Rich change, and multiplied creation !
Grinding through rough and smooth our
This sight to me the Muse imparts; —
way;
And then, what kindness in their hearts !
Through foul and fair our task fulfilling;
What tears of rapture, what vow-making,
And long shall be so yet — God wUling ! "
Back to her place the ship he led;
Wheeled her back in full apparel;
And so, ílag flying at mast head,
Ke-yoked her to the Ass: — anon,
Cries Benjamin, " We must be gone."
Thus, after two hours' hearty stay,
Again behold them on their way !
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" Ay," said the Tar, " through fair and
foul —
But save us from yon screeehing owl ! "
That instant was begim a fray
Whioh called their thoughts another way:
The mastifp, ill-conditioned carl!
loi
What must he do but growl and snarl,
Still more and more dissatisfied
With the meek comrade at his side !
Till, not incensed though put to proof,
The Ass, uplifting a hind hoof,
Salutes the Mastiíf on the head;
And so were better manners bred,
And ali was calmed and quieted.
"Yon screech-owl," says the Sailor,
tuming
I IO
Baek to his former cause of mouming,
"Yon owl! —pray God that ali be well !
"T is worse than any funeral bell;
As sure as I 've the gift of sight,
We shall be meeting ghosts to-night! "
— Said Benjamin, " This whip shall lay
A thousand, if they cross our way.
I know that Wanton's noisy station,
I know him and his ocoupation;
The jolly bird hath learned his cheer 120
Upon the banks of Windermere;
Where a tribe of them make merry,
Mocking the Man that keeps the ferry;
Hallooing from an open throat,
Like travellers shouting for a boat.
— The trieks he leamed at Windermere
This vagrant owl is playing here —
That is the worst of his employment:
He 's at the top of his enjoyment! "
This explanation stilled the alarm,
130
Cured the foreboder like a oharm;
This, and the manner, and the voice,
Sununoned the Sailor to rejoice;
His heart is up — he fears no evil
From ILfe or death, from man or devil ;
He wheels — and, making many stops,
Brandished his cruteh against the mountain
tops;
And, while he talked of blows and scars,
Benjamin, among the stars,
Beheld a dancing — and a glancing;
140
Sueh retreating and advaneing
As, I ween, was never seen
In bloodiest battle since the days of Mars !
CANTO FOURTH
Thus they, with freaks of proud delight,
Beguile the remnant of the night;
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And many a snatch of jovial song
Regales them as they wind along;
While to the music, from on high,
The echoes make a glad reply. —
But the sage Muse the revel heeds
No farther than her story needs;
Nor will she servilely attend
The loitering journey to its end.
10
— Blithe spirits of her own impei
The Muse, who scents the morning air,
To take of this transported pair
A brief and unreproved farewell;
To quit the slow-paced waggon's side.
And wander down yon hawthorn deli,
With murmuring Greta for her guide.
— There doth she ken the awful form
Of Ba.ven-crag — black as a storm —
Glimmering through the twilight pale; 20
And Ghimmer-erag, his tall twin brother,
Each peering forth to meet the other : —
And, while she roves through St. John's
Vale,
Along the smooth unpathwayed plain,
By sheep-track or through oottage lane,
Where no disturbance comes to intrude
Upon the pensive solitude,
Her imsuspecting eye, perchance,
With the rude shepherd's favoured glance,
Beholds the faeries in array,
30
Whose party-coloured garments gay
The silent company betray :
Red, green, and blue; a momenfs sight!
For Skiddaw-top with rosy light
Is touched — and ali the band take flight.
— Fly also, Muse 1 and from the deli
Mount to the ridge of Nathdale Fell;
Thence, look thou forth o'er wood and lawn
Iloar with the frost-like de ws of dawn;
Across yon meadowy bottom look,
40
Where dose fogs hide their parent brook;
And see, beyond that hamlet small,
The ruined towers of Threlkeld-hall,
Lurking in a double shade,
By trees and lingering twilight made !
There, at Blencathara's rugged feet,
Sir Lancelot gave a safe retreat
To noble Cliíford; from annoy
Concealed the persecuted boy,
Well pleased in rustic garb to feed
50
His flock, and pipe on shepherd's reed
Among this multitude of hills,
Crags, woodlands, waterfalls, and rills;
Whioh soon the morning shall enfold,
From east to west, in ample vest
Of massy gloom and radiance bold.
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The mists, that o'er the streamlefs bed
Htmg low, begin to rise and spread;
Even while I speak, their skirts of grey
Are smitten by a silver ray;
6o
And Io ! — up Castrigg's naked steep
(Where, smoothly urged, the vapours sweep
Along — and scatter and divide,
Like fleecy olouds self-multiplied)
The stately waggon is ascending,
With faithful Benjamin attending,
Apparent now beside his team —
Now lost amid a glittering steam :
And with him goes his Sailor-friend,
,By this time near their journey's end; ^o
And, after their high-minded riot,
Sickening into thoughtful quiet;
As if the niorning's pleasant hour
Had for their joys a killing power.
And, sooth, for Benjamin a vein
Is opened of stUl deeper pain
As if his heart by notes were stung
From out the lowly hedge-rows flnng;
As if the Warbler lost in light
Reproved his soarings of the night,
8o
In strains of rapture purê and holy
Upbraided his distempered folly.
Drooping is he, his step is dull;
Bnt the horses streteh and pnll;
With increasing vigour climb,
Eager to repair lost time;
Whether, by their own desert,
Knowing what cause there is for shame,
They are labouring to avert
As mnch as may be of the blame,
90
Which, they foresee, must soon alight
Upon iiis head, whom, in despite
Of ali his failings, they love best;
Whether for him they are distrest,
Or, by length of fasting roused,
Are impatient to be housed:
Up against the hill they strain
Tugging at the iron chain,
Tugging ali with might and main,
Last and foremost, every horse
100
To the utmost of his force !
And the smoke and respiration,
Rising like an exhalation,
Blend with the mist — a moving shroud —
To form an undissolving cloud;
Which, with slant ray, the merry sun
Takes delight to play upon.
Never golden-haired Apollo,
Pleased some favourite chief to follow
Through accidents of peace or war,
no
In a perilous moment threw

Around the object of his care
Veil of such celestial hue;
Interposed so bright a screen —
Him and his enemies between !
Alas ! what boots it ? — who ean hide,
When the malicious Fates are bent
On working out an ül intent ?
Can destiny be turned aside ?
No — sad progress of my story !
120
Benjamin, this outward glory
Cannot shield thee from thy Master,
Who from Keswick has pricked forth,
Sour and surly as the north;
And, in fear of some disaster,
Comes to give what help he may.
And to hear what thou canst say;
If, as needs he must forebode,
Thou hast been loitering on the road !
His fears, his doubts, may now take
flight —
13c
The wished-for object is in sight;
Yet, trust the Muse, it rather hath
Stirred him up to livelier wrath;
Which he stifles, moody man !
With ali the patience that he can;
To the end that, at your meeting,
He may give thee decent greeting.
There he is — resolved to stop,
Till the waggon gains the top;
But stop he cannot — must advance:
140
Him Benjamin, with lucky glance,
Espies — and instantly is ready,
Self-collected, poised, and steady;
And, to be the better seen,
Issues from his radiant shroud,
From his close-attending cloud,
With careless air and open mien.
Erect his port, and flrm his going;
So struts yon cock that now is crowing;
And the morning light in grace
150
Strikes upon his lifted face,
Hurrying the pallid hue away
That might his trespasses betray.
But what can ali avail to clear him,
Or what need of explanation,
Parley or interrogation ?
For the Master sees, alas !
That unhappy Figure near him,
Limping o'er the dewy grass,
Where the road it fringes, sweet,
160
Soft and cool to way-worn feet;
And, O indignity ! an Ass,
By his noble Mastiffs side,
Tethered to the waggon's taU:
And the ship, in ali her pride.

THE WAGGONER
Pollowing aí ter in full sail !
Not to speak of babe and mother;
Who, contented with eaeh other,
And snug as birds in leafy arbour,
Find, within, a blessed haxbour !
170
With eager eyes the Master pries;
Looks in and out, and througL and through;
Says nothing — till at last he spies
A wound upon the Mastiffs head,
A wound, where plainly might be read
What feats an Ass's hoof can do !
But drop the rest: — this aggravation,
This complicated provocation,
A hoard of grievances unsealed;
Ali past forgiveness it repealed;
180
And thus, and through distempered blood
On both sides, Benjamin the good,
The patient, and the tender-hearted,
Was from his team and waggon parted;
When duty of that day was o'er,
Laid down his whip — and served no more. —
Nor could the waggon long survive,
Which Benjamin had eeased to drive:
It lingered on; — guide after guide
Ambitiously the offioe tried;
190
But eaeh unmanageable hill
Called for his patienee and his skill; —
And sure it is, that through this night,
And what the morning brought to light,
Two losses had we to sustain,
We lost both Waggoner and Wain !
Accept, O Friend, for praise or blame,
The gift of this adventurous song;
A record which I dared to frame,
Though timid scruples ehecked me long;
They ehecked me — and I left the theme
Untouched — in spite of many a gleam
Of fancy which thereon was shed,
Like pleasant sunbeams shifting still
Upon the side of a distant hill:
But Nature might not be gainsaid;
10
For what I have and what I miss
I sing of these; — it makes my bliss !
Nor is it I who play the part,
But a shy spirit in my heart,
That comes and goes — will sometimes
leap
From hiding-places ten years deep;
Or haunts me with familiar face,
Returning, like a ghost imlaid,
Until the debt I owe be paid.
Forgive me, then; for I had been
20
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On friendly terms with this Maehine:
In him, whUe he was wont to trace
Our roads, through many a long year's
space,
A living almanack had we;
We had a speaking diary,
That in this uneventful place
Gave to the days a mark and name
By which we toew them when they carne.
— Yes, I, and ali about me here,
Through ali the changes of the year,
30
Had seen him through the moimtains go,
In pomp of mist or pomp of snow,
Majestically huge and slow:
Or, with a milder grace adorning
The landscape of a summer's moming;
While Grasmere smoothed her liquid plain
The moving image to detain;
And mighty Fairfield, with a chime
Of echoes, to his march kept time;
When little other business stirred,
40
And little other sound was heard;
In that delicious hour of balm,
Stillness, solitude, and calm,
While yet the valley is arrayed,
On this side with a sober shade;
On that is prodigally bright —
Crag, lawn, and wood — with rosy light.
— But most of ali, thou Lordly Wain !
I wish to have thee here again,
When windows flap and chimney roars, 50
And ali is dismal out of doors;
And, sitting by my fire, I see
Eight sorry carts, no less a train;
Unworthy successors of thee,
Come straggling through the wind and
rain !
And oft, as they pass slowly on,
Beneath my windows, one by one,
See, perched upon the naked height
The summit of a cumbrous freight,
A single traveller — and there
60
Another; then perhaps a pair —
The lame, the sickly, and the old;
Men, women, heartless with the cold;
And babes in wet and starveling plight;
Which once, be weather as it might,
Had still a nest within a nest,
Thy shelter — and their mother's breast!
Then most of ali, then far the most,
Do I regret what we have lost;
Am grieved for that unhappy sin
7c
Which robbed us of good Benjamin;
And of his stately Charge, which none
Could keep alive when He was gone 1
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FRENeH REVOLUTION

FRENCH REVOLUTION
AS IT APPEARED TO ENTHUSIASTS AT
ITS COMMENCEMENT. REPRINTED FROM
THE FRIEND
1805. 1810
An extract from the long poem on my own
poetical education. It was first published by
Coleridge in his Friend, which is the reason
of its having had a place in every edition of
my poems ainee.
Oh ! pleasant exercise of hope and joy !
For miffhty were the auxiliara which then
stood
Upon our side, we who were strong in love !
BUss was it in that dawn to be alive,
But to be young was very heaven ! — Oh !
times,
In whieh the meagre, stale, forbidding ways
Of custom, law, and statute, took at once
The attraction of a country in romance !
When Reason seemed the most to assert
her rights,
When most intent on making of herself 10
A prime Enchantress — to assist the work,
Which then was going forward in her
name !
Not favoured spots alone, but the whole
earth,
The beauty wore of promise, that which
sets
(As at some moment might not be unfelt
Among the bowers of paradise itself)
The budding rose above the rose full blown.
What temper at the prospect did not wake
To happiness unthought of ? The inert
Were roused, and lively natures rapt
away!
20
They who had fed their chUdhood upon
dreams,
The playfellows of fancy, who had made
Ali powers of swiftness, subtilty, and
strength
Their ministers, — who in lordly wise had
stirred
Among the grandest objects of the sense,
And dealt with whatsoever they found there
As if they had within some lurking right
To wield it; — they, too, who, of gentle
mood,
Had watched ali gentle motions, and to
these
Had fltted their own thoughts, schemers
more mild,
30

And in the region of their peacef ul selves; —
Now was it that both found, the meek and
lofty
Did both find, helpers to their heart^s
desire,
And stnff at hand, plastic as they could
wish;
Were called upon to exercise their skill,
Not in Utopia, subterranean fields,
Or some secreted island, Heaven knows
where !
But in the very world, which is the world
Of ali of us, — the place where in the
end
We find our happiness, or not at ali!
40
CHARACTER OF THE HAPPY
WARRIOR
1806. 1807
The course of the great war ■with the French
naturally fíxed oue's attention upon the military character, and, to the honour of our country, there were many ilhistrious instances of the
qualities that constitute its highest excellence.
Lord Kelson carried most of the virtues that
the trials he was exposed to in his department
of the service necessarily call forth and sustain, i£ they do not produce the contrary vices.
But his public life was stained with one great
crime, so that, though many passages of these
lines were suggested by what was generally
known as excellent in his conduct, I have not
been able to connect his name with the poem
as I could wish, or even to think of him with
satisfaction in reference to the idea of what a
warrior ought to be. For the sake of such of
my friends as may happen to read this note I
will add, that many elements of the character
here pourtrayed were found in my brother John,
who perished by shipwreck as mentioned elsewhere. His messmates used to call him the
Philosopher, from which it must be inferred
that the qualities and dispositions I allude to
had not escaped their notice. He often expressed his regret, after the war had continued
some time, that he had not chosen the Naval,
instead of the East índia Company's service, to
which his family connection had led him. He
greatly valued moral and religious instruction
for youth, as tending to make good sailors.
The best, he used to say, came from Scotland;
the next to them, from the North of England,
especially from Westmoreland and Cumberland, where, thanks to the piety and local attachments of our ancestors, endowed, or, as
they are commonly called, free, schools abound.

CHARACTER OF THE HAPPY WARRIOR
Wno is the happy Warrior ? Who is he
That every man in arms should wish to be ?
— It is the generous Spirit, who, when
brought
Among the tasks of real life, hath wrought
Upou the plan that pleased his boyish
thought:
Whose high endeavours are an inward light
That makes the path before him always
bright:
with a natural instinct to discem
What knowledge can perform, is diligent
to learn;
Abides by this resolve, and stops not
there,
lo
But makes his moral being his prime care;
Who, doomed to go in company with Pain,
And Fear, and Bloodshed, miserable train !
Tums his necessity to glorious gain;
In face of these doth exercise a power
Which is our human nature's highest dower;
Controls them and subdues, transmutes,
bereaves
Of their bad influence, and their good receives:
By objects, which might force the soul to
abate
Her feeling, rendered more compassionate j
20
Is placable — because occasions rise
So often that demand such sacrifice;
More skilful in self-knowledge, even more
pure,
As tempted more; more able to endure,
As more exposed to suffering and distress;
Thenee, also, more alive to tenderness.
— 'T is he whose law is reason; who depends
Upon that law as on the best of friends;
Whence, in a state where men are tempted
still
To evil for a guard against worse ill,
30
And what in quality or aet is best
Doth seldom on a right fonndation rest,
He labours good on good to iix, and owes
To virtue every triumph that he knows:
— Who, if he rise to station of command,
Kises by open means; and there will stand
On honourable terms, or else retire,
And in himself possess his own desire;
Who comprehends his trnst, and to the
same
Keeps faithful with a singleness of aim; 40
And therefore does not stoop, nor lie in wait
For wealth, or honom^s, or for worldly state;
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Whom they must follow; on whose head
must fali,
Like showers of manna, if they come at ali:
Whose powers shed ronnd him in the common strife,
Or mild eoncems of ordinary life,
A constant influence, a peculiar grace;
But who, if he be called upon to face
Some awful moment to which Heaven has
joined
Great issues, good or bad for human kind,
Is happy as a Lover; and attired
51
With sudden brightness, like a Man inspired;
And, through the heat of conflict, keeps the
law
In calmness made,and sees what he foresaw;
Or if an unexpected call succeed,
Come when it will, is equal to the need:
— He who, though thus endued as with a
sense
And faculty for storm and turbulence,
Is yet a Soul whose master-bias leans
To homefelt pleasures and to gentle scenes;
Sweet images ! which, wheresoe'er he be, 61
Are at his heart; and such fidelity
It is his darling passion to approve;
More brave for this, that he hath much to
love: —
'T is, finally, the Man, who, lifted high,
Conspicuous object in a Nation's eye,
Or left imthought-of in obscurity, —
Who, with a toward or imtoward lot,
Prosperous or adverse, to his wish or not —
Plays, in the many games of life, that one
Where what he most doth value must be
won:
71
W^lom neither shape of danger can dismay,
Nor thought of tender happiness betray;
Who, not content that former worth stand
fast,
Looks forward, persevering to the last,
From well to better, daily self-surpast:
Who, whether praise of him must walk the
earth
For ever, and to noble deeds give birth,
Or he must fali, to sleep without his fame.
And leave a dead unprofitable name — 80
Finds comfort in himself and in his cause;
And, while the mortal mist is gathering,
draws
His breath in confidence of Heaven's
applause:
This is the happy Warrior; this is He
That every Man in arms should wish to be.
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THE HORN OF EGREMONT CASTLE

THE HORN OF EGREMONT
CASTLE
1806. 1807
A tradition transferred from the ancient
mansion of Hutton John, the seat of the Hudlestons, to E^emont Castle.
Ere the Brothers through the gateway
Issued forth with old and young,
To the Horn Sir Eustace pointed
Which for ages there had hung.
Horn it was whieh none could sound,
No one upon living ground,
Save He who came as rightful Heir
To Egremonfs Domains and Castle fair.
Heirs from times of earliest reeord
Had the Honse of Lucie bom,
10
Who of right had held the Lordship
Claimed by proof upon the Horn:
Eaeh at the appointed hour
Tried the Hom, — it owned his power;
He was acknowledged: and the blast,
Which good Sir Eustace sounded, was the
last.
With his lance Sir Eustace pointed.
And to Hubert thus said he,
" What I speak this Horn shall witness
For thy better memory.
20
Hear, then, and neglect me not !
At this time, and on this spot,
The words are uttered from my heart,
As my last earnest prayer ere we depart.
" On good Service we are going
Life to risk by sea and land,
In which course if Christ our Savionr
Do my sinful soul demand,
Hither come thou back straightway,
Hubert, if alive that day;
30
Retum, and sound the Horn, that we
May have a living House still lef t in thee !"
" Fear not," quickly answered Hubert;
" As I am thy Father's son,
What thou askest, noble Brother,
With God's favour shall be done."
So were both right well content:
Forth they from the Castle went,
And at the head of the ir Array
To Palestine the Brothers took their way.
Side by side they fought (the Lucies
Were a line for valour famed).
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And where'er their strokes alighted,
There the Saracens were tamed.
Whence, then, could it come — the
thought —
By what evil spirit brought ?
Oh ! can a brave Man wish to take
His Brother's life, for Lands' and Castle's
sake ?
" Sir ! " the Ruffians said to Hubert,
" Deep he lies in Jordan flood."
50
Stricken by this ill assurance,
Fale and trembling Hubert stood.
" Take your earnings." — Oh! that I
Could have seen my Brother die !
It was a pang that vexed him then;
And oft returned, again, and yet again.
Months passed on, and no Sir Eustace !
Nor of him were tidings heard;
Wherefore, bold as day, the Murderer
Back again to England steered.
60
To his Castle Hubert sped;
Nothing has he now to dread.
But silent and by stealth he came,
And at an hour which nobody could name.
None could tell if it were night-time,
Night or day, at even or morn;
No one's eye had seen him enter,
No one's ear had heard the Horn.
But bold Hubert lives in glee:
Months and years went smilingly;
70
With plenty was his table spread;
And bright the Lady is who shares his
bed.
Likewise he had sons and daughters;
And, as good men do, he sate
At his board by these surrounded,
Flourishing in fair estate.
And while thus in open day
Once he sate, as olfl books say,
A blast was uttered from the Hom,
Where by the Castle-gate it hung forlom.
'T is the breath of good Sir Eustace !
81
He is come to claim his right:
Ancient castle, woods, and mountains
Hear the challenge with delight.
Hubert ! though the blast be blown
He is helpless and alone:
Thou hast a dungeon, speak the word !
And there he may be lodged, and thou be
Lord.

STRAY PLEASURES
Speak ! — astounded Hubert cannot;
And, if power to speak he had,
Ali are daunted, ali the household
Smitten to the heart, and sad.
'Tis Sir Eustace; if it be
Living man, it must be he !
Thus Hubert thought in his dismay,
And by a postem-gate he slunk away.
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Long, and long was he unheard of:
To his Brother then he came,
Made confession, asked forgiveness,
Asked it by a brother's name,
100
And by ali the saints in heaven;
And of Eustace was forgiven:
Then in a convent went to hide
His melancholy head, and there he died.
But Sir Eustace, whom good angels
Had preserved from murderers' hands,
And from Pagan chains had rescued,
Lived with honour on his lands.
Sons he had, saw sons of theirs:
And through ages, heirs of heirs,
no
A long posteri^ renowned,
Sounded the Horn which they alone could
sound.
A COMPLAINT
1806. 1807
Written at Town-eDd, Grasmere. Suggested
by a change in the manner of a friend.
There is a change — and I am poor;
Your love hath been, not long ago,
A fountain at my fond heart's door,
Whose only business was to flow;
And flow it did: not taking heed
Of its own bounty, or my need.
What happy moments did I count !
Blest was I then ali bliss above !
Now, for that consecrated fount
■ Of murmuring, sparkling, living love,
What have I ? shall I dare to tell ?
A comfortless and hidden well.
A well of love — it may be deep —
I trust it is, — and never dry:
What matter ? if the waters sleep
In silence and obseurity.
— Sueh change, and at the very doer
Of my fond heart, hath made me poor.
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STRAY PLEASURES
1806. 1807
** Pleamre is spread ihrtmgh the earth
In stray gifts to be ctaimed by whoever shall find."
Suggested on the Thames by the sight of
ene of those floating mills that used to be seen
there. This I noticed on the Surrey side between Somerset House and Blackfriars Bridge.
Charles Lamb was with me at the time ; and I
thought it remarkable that 1 should have to
point ont to Aim, an idolatrous Londoner, a sight
so interesting as the happy group dancing on
the platform. Mills of this kind used to be,
and perhaps still are, not uncommon on the
Continent. I noticed several upon the river
Saone in the year 1799, particularly near the
town of Chalons, where my friend Jones and I
halted a day when we crossed France ; so far
on foot: there we embarked, and íioated down
to Lyons.
By their floating mill,
That lies dead and still,
Behold yon Prisoners three,
The Miller with two Dames, on the breast
of the Thames !
The platform is small, but gives room for
them ali;
And they 're dancing merrily.
From the shore come the notes
To their mill where it floats,
To their house and their mill tethered fast:
To the small wooden isle where, their work
to beguile,
10
They from moming to even take whatever
is given; —
And many a blithe day they have past.
In sight of the spires,
Ali alive with the flres
Of the sun going down to his rest,
In the broad open eye of the solitary sky,
They dance, —there are three, as jocund as
free,
While they dance on the calm river's breast.
Man and Maidens wheel,
They themselves make the reel,
20
And their music 's a prey which they seize;
It plays not for them, — what matter ? 't is
theirs;
And if they had care, it has scattered their
cares,
While they dance, crying, "Long as ye
please ! "
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POWER OF MUSIC

They dance not for me,
Yet mine is their glee !
Thus pleasure is spread through the earth
In stray eifts to be claimed by whoever
shall find;
Thus a rich loving-kindness, redmidantly
kind,
Moves ali nature tx) gladness and mirth. 30
The showers of the spring
Rouse the birds, and they sing;
If the wind do but stir for his proper delight,
Each leaf, that and this, his neighbour wül
kiss;
Each wave, one and t' other, speeds after
his brother:
They are happy, for that is their right !
POWER OF MUSIC
1806. 1807
Taken from life.
An Orpheus ! an Orpheus ! yes, Faith may
grow bold,
And take to herself ali the wonders of
old; —
Near the stately Pantheon you '11 meet with
the same
In the Street that from Oxford hath borrowed its name.
His station is there; and he works on the
crowd,
He sways them with harmony merry and
loud;
He fllls with his power ali their hearts to
the brim —
Was aught ever heard like his fiddle and
him ?
What an eager assembly ! what an empire
is this !
The weary have life, and the hungry have
bliss;
10
The moumer is cheered, and the anxious
have rest;
And the guilt-burthened soul is no longer
opprest.
As the Moon brightens round her the clouds
of the night,
So He, where he stands, is a centre of
light;

It gleams on the face, there, of duskybrowed Jack,
And the pale-visaged Baker's, with basket
on back.
That errand-bound 'Prentice was passing in
haste —
What matter ! he 's caught — and his time
rmis to waste;
The Newsman is stopped, though he stops
on the fret;
And the half-breathless Lamplighter —
he 's in the net!
20
The Porter sits.down on the weight which
he bore;
The Lass with her barrow wheels hither her
store;—
If a thief could be here he might pUfer at
ease;
She sees the Musician, 't is ali that she sees!
He stands, backed by the wall; — he abates
not his din;
His hat gives him vigour, with boons dropping in,
From the old and the yomig, from the
poorest; and there !
The oue-pennied Boy has his penny to spare.
0 blest are the hearers, and proud be the
hand
Of the pleasure it spreads through so thankful a band;
30
1 am glad for him, blind as he is ! — ali the
while
If they speak 't is to praise, and they praise
with a smile.
That tall Man, a giant in bulk and in
height,
Not an inch of his body is free from delight;
Can he keep himself still, if he would ? oh,
not he !
The music stirs in him like wind through a
tree.
Mark that Cripple who leans on his crutch;
like a tower
That long has leaned forward, leans hour
after hour ! —
That Mother, whose spirit in fetters is
bound,
While she dandles the Babe in her arms to
the sound.
40

"YES, IT WAS THE MOUNTAIN ECHO"
Now, coaches and chariots ! roar on like a
stream;
Here are twenty souls happy as souls in a
dream:
They are deaf to your murmurs—they care
not for you,
Nor what ye are flying, nor what ye pursue!
STAR-GAZERS
1806. 1807
Observed by me in Leiceater-square, as here
described.
What crowd is this ? what have we here !
we must not pass it by;
A Telescope upon its frame, and pointed to
the sky :
Long is it as a barber's pole, or mast of
little boat,
Some little pleasure-skiff, that doth on
Thames's water float.
The Showman chooses well his place, 't is
Leicester's busy Square;
And is as happy in his night, for the
heavens are blue and fair;
Calm, though impatient, is the crowd; each
stands ready with the fee,
And envies him that 's looking; — what an
insight must it be !
Yet, Showman, where can lie the cause ?
Shall thy Implement have blame,
A boaster, that when he is tried, fails, and
is put to shame ?
10
Or is it good as others are, and be their
eyes in fault ?
Their eyes, or minds ? or, finally, is yon
resplendent vault ?
Ia nothing of that radiant pomp so good as
we have here ?
Or gives a thing but small delight that
never can be dear ?
The silver moon with ali her vales, and
hUls of mightiest fame,
Doth she betray us when they 're seen ? or
are they but a name ?
Or is it rather that Coneeit rapacious is and
strong.
And bounty never yields so much but it
seems to do her wrong ?

Or is it, that when human Souls a journey
long have had
And are returned into themselves, they
cannot but be sad ?
jo
Or must we be constrained to think that
these Spectators rude,
Poor in estate, of manuers base, men of the
multitude,
Have souls which never yet have risen, and
therefore prostrate lie ?
No, no, this cannot be;—men thirst for
power and majesty !
Does, then, a deep and eamest tbought the
blissful mind employ
Of him who gazes, or has gazed ? a grave
and steady joy,
That doth reject ali show of pride, admits
no outward sign,
Because not of this noisy world, but süent
and divine!
Whatever be the cause, 't is sure that they
who pry and pore
Seem to meet with little gain, seem less
happy than before:
30
One after One they take their tum, nor
have I one espied
That doth not slackly go away, as if dissatisfied.
"YES, IT WAS THE MOUNTAIN
ECHO"
1806. 1807
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. The echo
carne from Nab-scar, when I was walkiiisf on
the opposite side of Rydal Mere. I will here
mention, for my dear Sister'3 sake, that, while
she was sittin;^ alone one day high up on thia
part of Loughrigfr Fell, she was so afifected by
the voiee of the Cuckoo heard from the craga
at some distance that she could not suppresa a
wish to have a stone inscribed with her name
among the rocks from which the sound proceeded. On my retum from my walk I recited
these verses to Mrs. Wordsworth.
Yes, it was the mountaín Echo,
Solitary, clear, profound,
Answering to the shouting Cuckoo,
Giving to her sound for sound !
Unsolicited reply
To a babbling wanderer sent;
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"NUNS FRET NOT"
Like her ordinary cry,
Like — but oh, how different!
Hears not also mortal Life ?
Hear not we, unthinking Creatures !
Slaves of folly, love, or strife —
Voices of two different natures ?
Have not we too ? — yes, we have
Answers, and we know not whence;
Echoes from beyond the grave,
Kecognised intelligence !
Such rebounds our inward ear
Catches sometimes from afar —
Listen, ponder, hold them dear;
For of God, — of God they are.

"NUNS FRET NOT AT THEIR
CONVENT'S NARROW ROOM "
1806. 1807
In the cottage, Town-end, Grasmere, one
aftemoon in 1801, my sister read to me the
Sonnets of Milton. I had long been well aoquainted with them, but I was particularly
struck on that occasion with the dignified simplicity and majestic harmony that runs throngh
most of them, — in character so totally different from the Italian, and still more so from
Shakspeare'3 fíne Sonnets. I took iire, if 1
may be allowed to say so, and produced three
Sonnets the same afternoon, the iirst 1 ever
wrote except an irregular one at school. Of
these three, the only one I distinctly remember
is — "I grieved for Buonaparté." One was
never written down: the third, which was, I
believe, preserved, I cannot particularise.
Nüns fret not at tbeir convenfs narrow
room;
And hermits are contented with their oells;
And stndents with their pensive citadels;
Maids at the wheel, the weaver at his loom,
Sit blithe and happy; bees that soar for
bloom,
High as the highest Peak of Furness-fells,
Will murmur by the hour in foxglove bells:
In truth the prison, into which we doom
Ourselves, no prison is: and hence for me,
In snndry moods, 't was pastime to be bound
Within the Sonnefs scanty plot of gronnd;
Pleased if some Souls (for such there needs
must be)

Who have felt the weight of too mnch liberty,
Should find brief solace there, as I have
found.
PERSONAL TALK
1806. 1807
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. The last
line but two stood, at fírst, better and more
characteristically, thus:
By my half-kitchen and half-parlour fire."
My Sister and I were in the habit of having the
tea-kettle in our little sitting-room; and -we
toasted the bread ourselves, which reminds me
of a little circumstance not unworthy of being
set down among these minutisB. Happening
both of us to be engaged a few minutes one
morning whenwe had a young prig of a Scotch
lawyer to breakf ast with us, my dear Sister, with
her usual simplicity, put the toasting-fork with
a slice of bread into the hands of this Edinburgh genius. Our little book-case stood on
one side of the íire. To prevent loss of time,
he took down a book, and fell to reading, to
the neglect of the toast, which was bumt to a
cinder. Many a time have we laughed at this
circumstance, and other cottage simplicities of
that day. By the bye, I have a spite at one
of this series of Sonnets (I will leave the reader
to discover which) as having been the means
of nearly putting o£F for ever our acquaintance
with dear Miss Fenwick, who has always stigmatised one line of it as vulgar, and worthy
only of having been composed by a country
squire.
I
I AM not One who much or oft delight
To season my fireside with personal talk. —
Of friends, who live within an easy walk,
Or neighbours, daily, weekly, in my sight:
And, for my chance-acquaintance, ladies
bright,
Sons, mothers, maidens withering on the
stalk,
These all wear out of me, like Forms, with
chalk
Painted on rich men'8 floors, for one feastnight.
Better than such discourse doth silence
long,
Long, barren silence, square with my desire;
10
To sit without emotion, hope, or aim,
In the loved presence of my cottage-fire,

"BELOVED VALE!" I SAID, "WHEN I SHALL CON"
And listen to the flapping of the âame,
Or kettle whispering its faint undersong.
II
" Yet life," you say, " is life; we have seen
and see,
And with a living pleasure we describe;
And fits of sprightly malice do but bribe
The languid mind into activity.
Sound sense, and love itself, and mirth and
glee
Are fostered by the eomment and the gibe."
Even be it so; yet still among your tribe, 21
Oui daily world's true Worldlings, rank not
me !
Children are blest, and powerful; their
world lies
More justly balanced; partly at their feet,
And part far from them; sweetest melodies
Are those that are by distance made more
sweet;
Whose mind is but the mind of his own
eyes,
He is a Slave; the meanest we can meet!
III
Wings have we, — and as far as we can go,
We may find pleasure: wilderness and
wood,
30
Blank ocean and mere sky, support that
mood
Whieh with the lofty sanetifies the low.
Dreams, books, are eaeh a world; and
books, we know,
Are a substantial world, both pure and
good:
Round these, with tendrils strong as flesh
and blood,
Our pastime and our happiness will grow.
There find I personal themes, a plenteous
store,
Matter wherein right voluble I am,
To whieh I listen with a ready ear;
Two shall be named, pre-eminently dear, —
The gentle Lady married to the Moor; 41
And heavenly Una with her milk-white
Lamb.
IV
Nor can I not believe but that hereby
Great gains are mine; for thus I live remote
From evil-speaking; rancour, never sought,
Comes to me not; malignant truth, or lie.
Hence have I genial seasons, hence have I
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Smooth passions, smooth discourse, and joyous thought:
And thus from day to day my little boat
Kocks in its harbour, lodging peaceably. 50
Blessings be with them — and eternal
praise,
Who gave us nobler loves, and nobler
cares —
The Poets, who on earth have made us heirs
Of truth and pure delight by heavenly lays !
Oh ! might my name be numbered among
theirs,
Then gladly would I end my mortal days.
ADMONITION
1806. 1807
Intended more particularlj for the peiusal of
those who may have happened to be enamoured
of some beantiful Placa of Ketreat, in the
Country of the Lakes.
Well may'st thou halt — and gaze with
brightening eye !
The lovely Cottage in the guardian nook
Hath stirred thee deeply; with its own dear
brook,t
Its own small pasture, almost its own sky I
But covet not the Abode; — f orbear to sigh,
As many do, repining whUe they look;
Intruders—who would tear from Nature's
book
This precious leaf, with harsh impiety.
Think what the home must be if it were
thine,
Even thine, though few thy wants ! — Eoof,
window, door,
The very flowers are sacred to the Poor,
The roses to the porch whieh they entwine:
Yea, ali, that now enchants thee, from the
day
On whieh it should be touched, would melt
away.
"BELOVED VALE!" I SAID,
"WHEN I SHALL CON"
1806. 1807
" Beloved Vale !" I said," when I shall con
Those many reeords of my chUdish years,
Remembrance of myself and of my peers
Will press me down: to think of what is
gone
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"HOW SWEET IT IS, WHEN MOTHER FANCY ROCKS"

Will be an awful thought, if life have one."
But, when into the Vale I carne, no fears
Distressed me; from mine eyes escaped no
tears;
Deep thought, or dread remembrance, had
I none.
By doubts and thousand petty faneies crost
I stood, of simple shame the blushing
Thrall;
So narrow seemed the brooks, the fields so
small!
A Juggler's balls old Time about him
tossed;
I looked, I stared, I smiled, I laughed;
and ali
The weight of sadness was in wonder lost.

A contrast and reproach to gross delight,
And life's unspiritual pleasures daUy
wooed !
But now upon this thought I caimot brood;
It is imstable as a dream of night;
Nor will I praise a cloud, however bright,
Disparaging Man's gifts, and proper food.
Grove, isle, with every shape of sky-built
dome,
Though clad in colours beautiful and pure,
Find in the heart of man no natural home:
The immortal Mind craves objects that
endure:
These cleave to it; from these it cannot
roam,
Nor they from it: their fellowship is secure.

"HOW SWEET IT IS, WHEN
MOTHER FANCY ROCKS"
1806. 1807
How sweet it is, when mother Fancy rocks
The wayward brain, to saunter through a
wood!
An old place, fuU of many a lovely brood,
Tall trees, green arbours, and groundflowers in flocks;
And wild rose tip-toe upon hawthorn stocks,
Like a bold Girl, who plays her agile pranks
At Wakes and Fairs with wandering
Mountebanks, —
When she stands cresting the Clown's head,
and mocks
The crowd beneath her. Verily I think,
Snch place to me is sometimes like a dream
Or map of the whole world: thoughts, link
by link,
Enter through ears and eyesight, with such
gleam
Of ali things, that at last in fear I shrink,
And leap at once from the delicious stream.

COMPOSED BY THE SIDE OF
GRASMERE LAKE
1806. 1820
Cloüds, lingering yet, extend in solid bars
Through the grey west; and Io! these
waters, steeled
By breezeless air to smoothest polish, yield
A vivid repetition of the stars;
Jove, Venus, and the ruddy crest of Mars
Amid his fellows beauteously revealed
At happy distance from earth's groaning
field,
Where ruthless mortais wage incessant
wars.
Is it a mirror ? — or the nether Sphere
Opening to view the abyss in which she feeds
Her own calm flres ? — But list! a voice is
near;
Great Pan himself low-whispering through
the reeds,
" Be thankful, thou; for, if unholy deeds
Ravage the world, tranquillity is here ! "

" THOSE WORDS WERE UTTERED
AS IN PENSIVE MOOD"
1806. 1807
" they are of the aky,
And from our earthly memory fade away.*'
Those words were uttered. as in pensive
mood
We tumed, departing from that solemn
sight:

"WITH HOW SAD STEPS, O MOON,
THOU CLIMB'ST THE SKY"
1806. 1807
" With how sad steps, O Moon, thou
climb'st the sky,
How silently, and with how wan a face !"
Where art thou ? Thou so often seen on
high
Rimning among the clouds a Wood-nymph's
race !

TO SLEEP
Unhappy Nuns, whose common breath 's a
sigh
Whieh they would stifle, move at such a
pace !
The northern Wind, to call thee to the
chase,
Must blow to-night his bugie horn. Had I
The power of Merlin, Goddess ! this should
be;
And ali the stars, fast as the elouds were
riven,
Should sally forth, to keep thee company,
Hurrying and sparkling through the clear
blue heaven.
But, Cynthia ! should to thee the palm be
given,
Queen both for beauty and for majesty.
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Some lying fast at anchor in the road.
Some veering up and down, one knew not
why.
A goodly Vessel did I then espy
Come like a giant from a haven broad;
And lustily along the bay she strode,
Her tackling rich, and of apparel high.
This Ship was nought to me, nor I to her,
Yet I pursued her with a Lover's look;
This Ship to ali the rest did I prefer:
When will she turn, and whither ? She
will brook
No tarrying; where She comes the winds
must stir:
On went She, and due north her journey
took.

"WHERE LIES THE LAND TO
WHICH YON SHIP MUST GO?"
1806. 1807
Where
lies
the
Land to which yon Ship
1806. 1807
must go ?
The world is too much with us; late and Fresh as a lark moimting at break of day,
soon,
Festively she puts forth in trim array;
Getting and spending, we lay waste our Is she for tropie suns, or polar snow ?
powers:
What boots the inquiry ? — Neither friend
Little we see in Nature that is ours;
nor foe
We have given our hearts away, a sordid She cares for; let her travei where she may,
boon!
She finds familiar names, a beaten way
The Sea that bares her bosom to the moon; Ever before her, and a wind to blow.
The winds that will be howling at ali hours, Yet still I ask, what haven is her mark ?
And are up-gathered now like sleeping And, almost as it was when ships were rare,
flowers;
(From time to time, like Pilgrims, here and
For this, for everything, we are out of
there
tune;
Crossing the waters) doubt, and something
It moves us not. —• Great God ! I 'd rather be 1
dark,
A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;
! Of the old Sea some reverential fear,
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, 1 Is with me at thy farewell, joyous Bark !
Have glimpses that would make me less
forlom;
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea; j
TO SLEEP
Or hear old Triton blow his wreathèd horn. )
1806. 1807
O GENTLE Sleep ! do they belong to thee,
These twinklings of oblivion ? Thou dost
"WITH SHIPS THE SEA WAS
love
SPRINKLED FAR AND NIGH "
To sit in meekness, like the brooding Dove,
A captive never wishing to be frèe.
1806. 1807
This tiresome night, O Sleep ! thou art to
With Ships the sea was sprinkled far and
me
nigh,
A Fly, that up and down himself doth shove
Like stars in heaven, and joyously it Upon a fretful rivulet, now above
showed;
Now on the water vexed with mockery.
"THE WORLD IS TOO MUCH
WITH US ; LATE AND SOON "
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TO SLEEP

I have no pain that calls for patience, no;
Hence am I cross and peevish as a child:
Am pleased by flts to have thee for my
foe,
Yet ever willing to be reconciled:
0 gentle Creature ! do not use me so,
But once and deeply let me be beguiled.
TO SLEEP
1806. 1807
A ri-OCK of sheep that leisurely pass by,
One after one; the sound of rain, and bees
Murmuring; the fali of rivers, winds and
seas,
Smooth fields, white sheets of water, and
pure sky;
1 have thought of ali by turns, and yet do
lie
Sleepless ! and soon the small birds' melodies
Must hear, first uttered from my orchard
trees;
And the first cuckoo's melancholy cry.
Even thus last night, and two nights more,
I lay.
And could not win thee, Sleep! by any
stealth:
So do not let me wear to-night away:
Without Thee what is ali the mornmg's
wealth ?
Come, blessed barrier between day and day,
Dear mother of fresh thoughts and joyous
health!
TO SLEEP
1806. 1807
Fond words have oft been spoken to thee,
Sleep!
And thou hast had thy store of tenderest
names;
The very sweetest, Fancy culls or frames,
When thankfulness of heart is strong and
deep !
Dear Bosom-child we call thee, that dost
steep
In rich reward ali sufPering; Balm that
tames
Ali anguish; Saint that evil thoughts and
aims
Takest away, and into souls dost creep.

Like to a breeze from heaven. Shall I alone,
I surely not a man ungently made,
Call thee worst Tyrant by which Flesh is
crost ?
Perverse, self-willed to own and to disown,
Mere slave of them who never for thee
prayed,
Still last to come where thou art wanted
most!
TWO
TRANSLATIONS
FROM
MICHAEL ÂNGELO, AND A
TRANSLATION
FROM THE
LATIN OF THOMAS WARTON
(?). 1882
Night speaks
Grateful is Sleep, my life in stone bound
fast;
More grateful still: while wrong and shame
shall last,
On me can Time no happier state bestow
Than to be left unconscious of the woe.
Ah then, lest you awaken me, speak low.
Grateful is Sleep, more grateful stUl to be
Of marble; for whUe shameless wrong and
woe
Prevail, 't is best to neither hear nor see.
Then wake me not, I pray you. Hush,
speak low.
Come, gentle Sleep, Death's image tho'
thou art,
Come share my couch, nor speedily depart;
How sweet thus living without life to lie,
Thus without death how sweet it is to die.
FROM THE ITALI AN OF MICHAEL
ÂNGELO
i8o6. 1807
Translations from Michael Ângelo, done at
the request of Mr. Duppa, whose acquaintance
I made through Mr. Southey. Mr. Duppa was
engaged in writing the life of Michael Ângelo,
and applied to Mr. Southey and myself to fnrnish some specimens of his poetic gênios.
I
Yes ! hope may with my strong desire
keep pace.
And I be undeluded, unbetrayed;

I
"METHOUGHT I SAW THE FOOTSTEPS OF A THRONE " 351
For if of our affections none finds grace
In sight of Heaven, then, wherefore hath
God made
The world which we inhabit ? Better plea
Love cannot have, than that in loving thee
Glory to that eternal Peace is paid,
Who such divinity to thee imparts
As hallows and makes pure ali gentle
hearts.
His hope is treacherous only whose love
dies
With beauty, which is varying every hour;
But, in chaste hearts uninfluenced by the
power
Of outward ehange, there blooms a deathless flower,
That -breathes on earth the air of paradise.
FROM THE SAME
1806. 1807
II
No mortal object did these eyes behold
When flrst they met the placid light of
thine,
And my Soul felt her destiny divine,
And hope of endless peace in me grew bold:
Heaven-born, the Soul a heaven-ward
course must hold;
Beyond the visible world she soars to seek
(For what delights the sense is false and
weak)
Ideal Form, the universal mould.
The wise man, I afGrm, can find no rest
In that which perishes: nor will he lend
His heart to aught which doth on time depend.
'T is sense, unbridled will, and not true
love,
That kills the soul: love betters what is
best,
Even here below, but more in heaven above.
TO THE MEMORY OF RAISLEY
CALVERT
1806. 1807
This young man, Raisley Calvert, to whom I
waa so much indebted, died at Penrith, 1795.
Calvert ! it must not be unheard by them
Who may respect my name, that I to thee

Owed many years of early liberty.
This care was thine when sickness did condemn
Thy youth to hopeless wasting, root and
stem —
That I, if frugal and severe, might stray
Where'er I liked; and finally array
My temples with the Muse's diadem.
Hence, if in freedom I have loved the
truth;
If there be aught of pure, or good, or
great,
In my past verse; or shall be, in the lays
Of higher mood, which now I meditate; —
It gladdens me, O worthy, short-lived,
Youth !
To think how much of this will be thy
praise.
" METHOUGHT I SAW THE FOOTSTEPS OF A THRONE"
1806. 1807
The latter part of this Sonnet waa a gfreat
favourite with my sister S. H. When I saw
her lying in death, I could not resist the impulse to compose the Sonnet that follows it.
[See the editor's note.]
Methought I saw the footsteps of a
tbrone
Which mists and vapours from mine eyes
did shroud —
Nor view of who might sit thereon allowed;
But ali the steps and ground about were
strown
With sights the ruefullest that flesh and
bone
Ever put on; a miserable crowd,
Sick, hale, old, young, who cried before
that cloud,
" Thou art our king, O Death ! to thee we
groan."
Those steps I clomb; the mists before me
gave
Smooth way; and I beheld the face of one
Sleeping alone within a mossy cave,
With her face up to heaven; that seemed
to have
Pleasing remembrance of a thought foregone;
A lovely Beauty in a summer grave I
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LINES

LINES
1806. 1807
Composed at Grasmere, during a walk one
Evening, after a stormy day, the Author having jast read iu a Kewspaper that the dissolution of Mr. Foz was hourly ezpected.
Loüd is the Vale ! the Voiee is up
With whieh she speaks when stonns are
gone,
A mighty nnison of streams !
Of ali her Voices, One !
Loud is the Vale; — this inland Depth
In peace is roaring like the Sea;
Yon star upon the mountain-top
Is listening quietly.
Sad was I, even to pain deprest,
Importunate and heavy load !
The Comforter hath found me here,
Upon this lonely road;
And many thousands now are sad —
Wait the fulfilment of their fear;
Por he must die who is their stay,
Their glory disappear.
A Power is passing from the earth
To breathless Nattire's dark abyss;
But when the great and good depart
What is it more than this —
That Man, who is from God sent forth,
Doth yet again to God return ? —
Such ebb and flow must ever be,
Then wherefore should we mourn ?
NOVEMBER 1806
1806. 1807
Another year ! — another deadly blow !
Another mighty Empire overthrown !
And We are left, or shall be left, alone;
The last that dare to struggle with the
Foe.
"T is well! from this day forward we shall
know
That in ourselves our safety must be sought;
That by our own right hands it must be
wrought;
That we must stand unpropped, or be laid
low.

O dastard whom such foretaste doth not
cheer!
We shall exult, if they who rule the land
Be men who hold its many blessings dear,
Wise, upright, valiant; not a servile band,
Who are to judge of danger whieh they
fear,
And honour whieh they do not understand.
ADDRESS TO A CHILD
DURING A BOISTEROUS WINTER EVENING
BY MY SISTER
1806. 1815
Written at Town-end, Grasmere.
What way does the wind come ? What
way does he go ?
He rides over the water, and over the snow,
Through wood, and through vale; and, o'er
rocky height
Whieh the goat cannot climb, takes his
sounding flight;
He tosses about in every bare tree.
As, if you look up, you plainly may see;
But how he will come, and whither he goes,
There 's never a scholar in England knows.
He will suddenly stop in a cunning nook
And ring a sharp 'larum; — but, if you
should look,
10
There 's nothing to see but a cushion of snow
Kound as a pUlow, and whiter than mük.
And softer than if it were covered with sük.
Sometimes he '11 hide iu the cave of a rook,
Then whistle as shrill as the buzzard coek;
— Yet seek him, — and what shall you find
in the place ?
Nothing but sUence and empty space;
Save, in a comer, a heap of dry leaves,
That he 's left, for a bed, to beggars or
thieves !
As soon as 't is daylight to-morrow, with me
You shall go to the orchard, and then you
will see
21
That he has been there, and made a great
rout,
And cracked the branches, and strewn them
about;
Heaven grant that he spare but that one
upright twig
That looked up at the sky so proud and big
Ali last simimer, as well you know,
Studded with apples, a beautiful show !

ODE
Hark I over the roof he makes a pause,
And growls as if he would fix his claws
Right in the slates, and with a huge rattle
Drive them down, like men in a battle: 31
— But let him range round; he does us no
harm,
We build up the fire, we 're snug and warm;
Untouched by his breath see the candle
shines bright,
And bums with a clear and steady light;
Books have we to read, — but that halfstiíled knell,
Alas! 't is the sound of the eight o'clock
bell.
— Come, now we '11 to bed ! and when we
are there
He may work his own will, and what shall
we care ?
He may knock at the door, — we 11 not let
him in;
40
May drive at the windows, — we '11 laugh at
his din;
Let him seek his own home wherever it
be;
•
Here 's a cozie warm house for Edward and
me.
ODE
INTIMATIONS OF IMMORTALITY
FROM
RECOLLECTIONS OF
EARLY CHILDHOOD
1803-6. 1807
This was composed during my residence at
Town-end, Grasmere. Two years at least
passed between the writing of the four first
stanzas and the remaining part. To the attentive and competent reader the whole sufficiently explains itself; but there may be no
harm in adverting here to particular feelings or
experiences of my own mind on which the structure of the poem partly rests. Nothing was
more difficult for me in childhood than to admit the notion of death as a state applicable to
my own being. 1 have said elsewhere —
" A símple child,
That ligfhtly draws its breath,
And feels its liíe in eyery limb,
What should it know of death !" —
But it was not so much from feelings of animal vivacity that my difficulty came as from
a sense of the indomitableness of the Spirit
within me. I used to brood over the stories of
Enoch and Elijah, and almost to persuade myself that, whatever might become of others, I
should be translated, in something of the same
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way, to heaven. With a feeling congenial to
this, I was often unable to think of externai
things as having externai existenpe, and I com*
muned with ali that I saw as something not
apart from, but inherent in, my own immaterial nature. Many times whíle going to school
have I grasped at a wall or tree to recall myself
from this abyss of idealism to the reality. At
that time I was afraid of such processes. In
later periods of lif e I have deplored, as we have
ali reason to do, a subjugation of an opposite
character, and have rejoiced over the remembrances, as is expressed in the lines—
" ObBtinata questíoninga
Of senfie and outward things,
Fallings from us, yanishings; etc.
To that dream-like vividness and splendour
which invest objects of sight in childhood,
every one, I believe, if he would look back,
could bear testimony, and I need not dwell
upon it here: but having in the poem regarded
it as presumptive evidence of a prior state of
existence, I think it right to protest against a
conclusion, which has given pain to some good
and pious persons, that I meant to inculcate
such a belief. It is far too shadowy a notion
to be recommended to faith, as more than an
element in our instincts of immortality. But
let us bear in mind that, though the idea is
not advanced in revelation, there is nothing
there to contradict it, and the fali of Man presents an analogy in its favoar. Accordingly, a
pre-existent state has entered into the popular
c^eds of many nations; and, among ali persons acquainted with classic literature, is known
as an ingredient in Platonic philosophy.
Archimedes said that he could move the world
if he had a point whereon to rest his machine.
Who has not felt the same aspirations as regards the world of his own mind ? Having to
wield some of its elements when I was impelled to write this poem on the " Immortality
of the Soul," I took hold of the notion of preexistence as having sufficient foundation in
humanity for authorising me to make for my
purpose the best use of it I could as a poet.
The Child is Father of the Man;
And I could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural piety."
1
There was a time when meadow, grove,
and stream,
The earth, and every common sight,
To me did seem
Apparelled in celestial light,
The glory and the freshness of a dream.
It is not now as it hath been of yore; —
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ODE

Turn wheresoe'er I may,
By night or day,
The things which I have seen I now can
see no more.
II
The Rainbow comes and goes, lo
And lovely is the Rose,
The Moon doth with delight
Look round her when the heavens are bare,
Waters on a starry night
Are beautiful and fair;
The sunshine is a glorious birth;
But yet I know, where'er I go,
That there hath past away a glory from the
earth.
III
Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous
song.
And while the young lambs bound 20
As to the tabor's sound,
To me alone there came a thought of grief:
A timely utterance gave that thought relief,
And I again am strong:
The cataracts blow their trumpets from the
steep;
No more shall grief of mine the season
wrong;
I hear the Échoes through the mountains
throng,
The Winds come to me from the fields of
sleep,
Aiid ali the earth is gay;
Land and sea
30
Give themselves up to jollity,
And with the heart of May
Doth every Beast keep holiday; —
Thou Child of Joy,
Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts,
thou happy
Shepherd-boy !
IV
Ye blessèd Creatures, I have heard the call
Ye to each other make; I see
The heavens laugh with you in your jubUee;
My heart is at your festival,
40
My head hath its coronal,
The fulness of your bliss, I feel — I feel it
ali.
Oh evil day ! if I were sullen
While Earth herself is adorning,
This sweet May-morning,
And the Children are culling
On every side.

In a thousand valleys far and wide,
Fresh flowers; whÜe the sun shines
warm,
And the Babe leaps up on his Mother's
arm: —
50
I hear, I hear, with joy I hear !
— But there 's a Tree, of many, one,
A single Field which I have looked upon,
Both of them speak of something that is
gone:
The Pansy at my feet
Doth the same tele repeat:
Whither is fled the visionary gleam ?
Where is it now, the glory and the dream ?
V
Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting:
The Soul that rises with us, our life's Star,
Hath had elsewhere its setting,
61
And cometh from afar:
Not in entire forgetfulness.
And not in utter nakedness,
But trailing clouds of glory do we come
From God, who is oilr home:
Heaven lies about us in our infancy !
Shades of the prison-house begin to dose
Upon the growing Boy,
But He beholds the light, and whence it
flows,
70
He sees it in his joy;
The Youth, who daily farther from the east
Must travei, still is Nature's Priest,
And by the vision splendid
Is on his way attended;
At length the Man perceives it die away,
And fade into the light of common day.
VI
Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own;
Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind.
And, even with something of a Mother's
mind,
80
And no unworthy aim,
The homely Nurse doth ali she can
To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man,
Forget the glories he hath known.
And that imperial palace whence he came.
VII
Behold the Child among his new-born
blisses,
A six yoars' Darling of a pigmy size !
See, where 'mid work of his own hand he
lies,
Fretted by sallies of his mother's kisses.

ODE
With light upon him from his father's
eyes !
90
See, at his feet, some little plan or chart,
Some fragment from his dream of humau
life,
Shaped by himself with newly-leamed art;
A wedding or a festival,
A mourning or a funeral;
And this hath now his heart,
And unto this he frames his song:
Then will he flt his tongue
To dialogues of business, love, or strife;
But it will not be long
100
Ere this be thrown aside,
And with new joy and pride
The little Actor cons another part;
FUling from time to time his " humorous
stage "
With ali the Persons, down to palsied Age,
That Life brings with her in her equipage;
As if his whole voeation
Were endless imitation.
VIU
Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie
Thy Soul's immensity;
no
Thou best Philosopher, who yet dost keep
Thy heritage, thou Eye among the blind,
That, deaf and silent, read'st the eternal
deep,
Haunted for ever by the eternal mind, —
Mighty Prophet! Seer blest !
On whom those truths do rest,
Which we are toiling ali our lives to find,
In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave;
Thou, over whom thy Immortality
Broods like the Day, a Master o'er a Slave,
A Presence which is not to be put by; 121
Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might
Of heaven-born freedom on thy being's
height,
Why with such earnest pains dost thou
provoke
The years to bring the inevitable yoke,
Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife ?
Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly
freight.
And custom lie upon thee with a weight,
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life !
IX
O joy ! that in our embers
130
Is something that doth live,
That nature yet remembers
What was so fugitive !
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The thought of our past years in me doth
breed
Perpetuai benedietion: not indeed
For that which is most worthy to be blest —
Delight and liberty, the simple ereed
Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest,
With new-fledged hope still fluttering in
his breast: —
Kot for these I raise
/ 140
The song of thanks and praise;
But for those obstinate questionings
Of sense and outward things,
Fallings from us, vanishings;
Blank misgivings of a Creature
Moving about in worlds not realised,
High instincts before which our mortal
Nature
Did tremble like a guUty Thing surprised:
But for those first aJíections,
Those shadowy recollections,
150
Which, be they what they may.
Are yet the fountaia light of ali our day,
Are yet a master light of ali our seeing;
Uphold us, cherish, and have power to
make
Our noisy years seem moments in the being
Of the eternal Silence: truths that wake.
To perish never;
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour,
Nor Man nor Boy,
Nor ali that is at emnity with joy,
160
Can utterly abolish or destroy !
Hence in a season of calm weather
Though inland far we be,
Our Souls have sight of that immortal sea
Which brought us hither,
Can in a moment travei thither.
And see the Children sport upon the shore.
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.
X
Then sing, ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous
song !
And let the young Lambs bound 170
As to the tabor's sound !
We in thought will join your throng,
Ye that pipe and ye that play,
Ye that through your hearts to-day
Feel the gladness of the May !
What though the radiance which was once
so bright
Be now for ever taken from my sight,
Though nothing can bring back the hour
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Of splendour in the grass, of glory iu the
flower;
We will grieve not, rather find
i8o
Strength in what remains behind;
In the primai sympathy
Which having been must ever be;
In the soothing thoughts that spring
Out of human suffering;
In the faith that looks through death,
•^In years that bring the philosophic mind.
XI
And O, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and
Groves,
Forebode not any severing of our loves !
Yet in my heairt of hearts I feel your might;
I only have relinquished one delight
191
To live beneath your more habitual sway.
I leve the Brooks which down their channels fret,
Even more than when I tripped lightly as
they;
The innocent brightness of a new-bom Day
Is lovely yet;
The Clouds that gather round the setting
sun
Do take a sober colouring from an eye
That hath kept wateh o'er man's mortality;
Another race hath been, and other palms
are won.
200
Thanks to the human heart by which we
live,
Thanks to its tendemess, its joys, and fears.
To me the meanest flower that blows can
give
TTiqughts that do often lie too deep for
tears.
A PROPHECY. February 1807
1807. 1807
High deeds, O Germans, are to come
from you !
Thus in your books the record shall be
found,
" A watchword was pronounced, a potent
sound —
Arminius ! — ali the people quaked like
dew
Stirred by the breeze; they rose, a Nation,
true,
True to herself — the mighty Germany,
She of the Danube and the Northern Sea,
She rose, and ofE at once the yoke she threw.

Ali power was given her in the dreadful
trance;
Those new-born Kings he withered like a
flame."
— Woe to them ali! but heaviest woe and
shame
To that Bavarian who could first advance
His banner in accursed league with France,
First open traitor to the German name !
THOUGHT OF A BRITON ON THE .
SUBJUGATION OF SWITZERLAND
1807. 1807
This was composed while pacing to and fro
between the Hall of Coleorton, then rebuilding,
and the principal Farm-house of the Estate, in
which we lived for nine cr ten months. I will
hera mention that the Song on the Restoration
of Lord ClifEord, as well as that on the feast of
Brougham Castle, were produced on the same
ground.
Two Voices are there; one is of the sea,
One of the mountains; each a mighty Voice:
In both from age to age thou didst rejoice,
They were thy chosen music, Liberty !
There came a Tyrant, and with holy glee
Thou foughfst against him; but hast vainly
striven:
Thou from thy Alpine holds at length art
driven,
Where not a torrent murmurs heard by thee.
Of one deep bliss thine ear hath been bereft:
Then cleave, O cleave to that which still is
left;
For, high-souled Maid, what sorrow would
it be
That Mountain floods should thunder as before,
And Ocean bellow from his rocky shore.
And neither awful Voice be heard by thee !
TO THOMAS CLARKSON
ON THE FINAL PASSING OF THE BILL
FOR THE ABOLITION OF THE SLAVE
TRADK
1807. 1807
Clarkson ! it was an obstinate hill to
climb:
How toilsome — nay, how dire — it was, by
thee

GIPSIES
Is known; by none, perhaps, so feeliiigly:
But thou, who, starting in thy fervent
prime,
Didst first lead forth that enterprise sublime,
Hast heard the constant Voiee its charge
repeat,
Which, out of thy young hearfs oracular
'seat,
First roused thee. — O true yoke-fellow of
Time,
J)uty's intrepid liegeman, see, the palm
Is won, and by ali Nations shall be worn !
The blood-stained Writing is for ever tom;
And thou henceforth wilt have a good man'3
calm,
A great inan's happiness; thy zeal shall flnd
Repose at length, firm friend of human
kind 1
THE MOTHER'S RETURN
BY MY SISTER
1807. 1815
Written at Town-end, Grasmere.
A MOKTH, sweet Little-ones, is past
Since your dear Mother went away, —
And she to-morrow will return;
To-morrow is the happy day.

10

1 told of hills, and far-ofE towns.
And long, long vales to travei through; —
He listens, puzzled, sore perplexed,
But he submits; what can he do ?
No strife disturbs his sister's breast;
She wars not with the mystery
Of time and distance, night and day;
The bonds of oiuí humanity.
Her joy is like an instinct, joy
Of kitten, bird, cr summer fly;

She dances, runs without an aim,
She chatters in her ecstasy.
Her brother now takes up the note,
And echoes back his sister's glee;
They hug the infant in my arms.
As if to force his sympathy.
Then, settling into fond discourse,
We rested in the garden bower;
While sweetljr shone the evening sun
In his departmg hour.

20

jo

We told o'er ali that we had done, —
Our rambles by the swift brook's side
Far as the willow-skirted pool,
Where two fair swans together glide.
We talked of change, of winter gone,
Of green leaves on the hawthorn spray,'
Of birds that build their nests and sing,
And ali " since Mother went away !"
40
To her these tales they wUl repeat.
To her our new-born tribes will show,
The goslings green, the ass's colt,
The lambs that in the meadow go.
— But, see, the evening star comes forth !
To bed the children must depart;
A momenfs heaviness they feel,
A sadness at the heart:
'T is gone — and in a merry fit
They run upstairs in gamesome raee;
I, too, infected by their mood,
I couíd have joined the wanton chase.

0 blessèd tidings ! thought of joy !
The eldest heard with steady glee;
Silent he stood; then laughed amaiii, —
And shouted, " Mother, come to me."
Louder and louder did he shout,
With witless hope to bring her near;
" líay, patience ! patience, little boy I
Your tender mother cannot hear."
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Five minutes past — and, O the change !
Asleep upon their beds they lie; .
Their busy limbs in perfect rest,
And closed the sparkling eye.
GIPSIES
1807. 1807
Composed at Coleorton. I had obseryed
them, as here described, near Castle Donnington, on my way to and from Derby.
Yet are they here the same unbroken knot
Of human Beings, in the self-same spot!
Men, women, children, yea the frame
Of the whole spectacle the same !
Only their fire seems bolder, yielding light,
Now deep and red, the colouring of night;
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That on their Gipsy-faces falls,
Their bed of straw and blanket-walls.
— Twelve hours, twelve bounteous hours
are gone, while I
Have been a traveller under open sky,
Much witnessing of change and cheer,
Yet as I left I flnd them here !
The weary Sun betook himself to rest; —
Then issued Vesper from the fulgent west,
Outshining like a visible God
The glorious path in which he trod.
And now, ascending, after one dark hour
And one nighfs diminution of her power,
Behold the mighty Moon ! this way
She looks as if at them — but they
Kegard not her: — oh better wrong and
strife
(By nature transient) than this torpid life;
■ Life which the very stars reprove
As on their silent tasks they move !
Yet, witness ali thafstirs in heaven or earth!
In scorn I speak not; — they are what their
birth
And breeding snfEer them to be;
Wild outcasts of society !
"O NIGHTINGALE! THOU
SURELY ART"
1807. 1807
Written at Town-end, Grasmere. (Mrs. W.
»ays in a note — " At Coleorton.")
0 NionTiNGALE ! thou surely art
A creatiire of a " fiery heart—
These notes of thine — they pierce and
pierce;
Tumnltuous harmony and fierce !
Thou sing'st as if the God of wine
Had helped thee to a Valentine;
A song in mockery and despite
Of shades, and dews, and silent night;
And steady bliss, and ali the loves
Now sleeping in these peaceful groves.
1 heard a Stock-dove sing or say
His homely tale, this very day;
His voice was bnried among trees,
Yet to be come at by the breeze:
He did not cease; but cooed — and cooed;
And some what pensively he wooed:
He sang of love, with qniet blending,
Slow to begin, and never ending;
Of serious faith, and inward glee;
That was the song — the song for me 1

TO LADY BEAUMONT
1807. 1807
Tlie winter garden of Coleorton, fashioned
out of an old quarry nnder the superintendence
and direction of Mrs. Wordsworth and my sister Dorothy, during the winter and spring we
resided there.
Lady ! the songs of Spring were in the
grove
While I was shaping beds for winter
flowers;
'
While I was planting green unfading
bowers,
And shrubs — to hang upon the warm alcove,
And sheltering wall; and still, as Fancy
wove
The dream, to time and nature's blended
powers
I gave this paradise for winter hours,
A labyrinth, Lady ! which your feet shall
rove.
Yes ! when the sun of life more feebly
shines,
Becoming thoughts, I trust, of solemn
gloom
Or of high gladness you shall hither bring;
And these perennial bowers and murmuring pines
Be gracious as the music and the bloom
And ali the mighty ravishment of spring.
"THOUGH NARROW BE THAT
OLD MAN'S CARES"
1807. 1807
** gives to airy notliing
A local habitation and a name.'*
Written at Coleorton. This old iuan's name
was Mitchcll. He was, in ali his ways and conversation, a great curiosity, both individually
and as a representative of past times, fíis chief
employment was keeping watch at night by
pacing round the house, at that time building-,
to keep o£í depredators. He has often told me
grayely of having seen the Seven Whistlers and
the Hounds as here described. Among the
groves of Coleorton, where I became familiar
with the habits and notions of old Mitchell,
there was also a labourer of whom, I regret, I
had no personal knowledge; for, more than
forty years after, when he was become an old
man, I learnt that while I was composing
verses, which I usually did aloud, he took

SONG AT THE FEAST OF BROUGHAM CASTLE
mnch pleasnre) nnknown to zne, in followiiig*
my steps tbat he mlght catch the words I nttered; and, wHat ia not a little remarkable,
seyeral lines caught in this way kept their place
in his memory. My volumes have lately been
given to him by my informant, and surely he
mnst bare been gratiiied to meet in print his
old acquaintances.
Though narrow be that old Man's cares,
and near,
The poor old Man is greater than he seems:
For he hath waking empire, wide as
dreams;
An ample sovereignty of eye and ear.
Rieh are his walks with supematuralcheer;
The region of his inner spirit teems
With vital sounds and monitory gleams
Of high astonishment and pleasing fear.
He the seven birds hath seen, that never
part,
Seen the Seven Whistlkrs in their nightly
rounds,
And counted them: and oftentimes will
start —
For overhead are sweeping Gabriel'8
Hounds
Doomed, with their impious Lord, the
flying Hart
To chase for ever, on aerial grounds !
SONG AT THE
FEAST OF BROUGHAM CASTLE
UPON THE RESTORATION OF LORD CLIFFORD, THE SHEPHERD, TO THE ESTATES
AND HONOURS OF HIS ANCESTORS
1807. 1807
This poem was composed at Coleorton while
I was walking to and fro alon^ the path that
led from Sir George Beaumonfs Farm-house,
where we resided, to the Hall which was building at that time.
High in the breathless Hall the Minstrel
sate,
And Emonfs murmur mingled with the
Song. —
The words of ancient time I thus translate,
A festal strain that hath been silent
long: —
" From town to town, from tower to tower,
The red rose is a gladsome flower.
Her thirty years of winter past,
The red rose is revived at last;
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She lifts her head for endless spring,
For everlasting blossoming:
10
Both roses flourish, red and white:
In love and sisterly delight
The two that were at strife are blended,
And ali old troubles now are ended. —
Joy ! joy to both ! but most to her
Who is the flower of Laneaster !
Behold her how She smiles to-day
On this great throng, this bright array !
Fair greeting doth she send to ali
From every comer of the hall;
20
But chiefly from above the board
Where sits in state our rightful Lord,
A Clifford to his own restored !
They eame with banner, spear, and shield,
And it was proved in Bosworth-field.
Not long the Avenger was withstood —
Earth helped him with the cry of blood:
St. George was for us, and the might
Of blessed Angels crowned the right.
Loud voice the Land has uttered forth, 30
We loudest in the faithful north:
Our fields rejoice, our mountains ring,
Our streams proclaim a welcoming;
Our strong-abodes and castles see
The glory of their loyalty.
How glad is Skiptou at this hour —
Though lonely, a deserted Tower;
Knight, squire, and yeoman, page and
groom:
We have them at the feast of Brongh'm.
How glad Pendragon — though the sleep 40
Of years be on her ! — She shall reap
A taste of this great pleasure, viewing
As in a dream her own renewing.
Rejoiced is Brough, right glad I deem
Beside her little humble stream;
And she that keepeth watch and ward
Her statelier Eden's course to guard;
They both are happy at this hour,
Though each is but a lonely Tower: —
But here is perfeet joy and pride
50
I'or one fair House by Emonfs side,
This day, distinguished without peer
To see her Master and to cheer —
Him, and his Lady-mother dear !
Oh ! it was a time forlom
When the fatherless was bom —
Give her wings that she may fly,
Or she sees her infant die !
Swords that are with slaughter wild
Hunt the Mother and the Child.
60
Who will take them from the light ?
— Yonder is a man in sight —
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Yonder is a house — but where ?
No, they must not enter there.
To the caves, and to the brooks,
To the clouds of heaven she looks;
She is speechless, but her eyes
Pray in ghostly agonies.
Blissful Mary, Mother mild,
Maid and Mother undeflled,
70
Save a Mother and her Child !
Now Who is he that bounds with joy
On Carrock's side, a Shepherd-boy ?
No thoughts hath he but thoughts that
pass
Light as the wind along the grass.
Can this be He who hither carne
In secret, like a smothered flame ?
0'er whom such thankful tears were shed
For shelter, and a poor man's bread !
God loves the Child; and God hath willed 80
That those dear words should be fulfilled,
The Lady's words, when forced away,
The last she to her Babe did say:
' My own, my own, thy Fellow-guest
I may not be; but rest thee, rest,
For lowly shepherd's life is best!'
IAlas ! when evil men are strong
No life is good, no pleasure long.
The Boy must part from Mosedale's groves,
And leave Blencathara's rugged coves, 90
And quit the flowers that summer brings
To Glenderamakin's lofty springs;
Must vanish, and his careless cheer
Be turned to heaviness and fear.
— Give Sir Lancelot Threlkeld praise !
Hear it, good man, old in days !
Thou tree of covert and of rest
For this young Bird that is distrest;
Among thy branches safe he lay,
And he was free to sport and play,
100
When falcons were abroad for prey.
A recreant harp, that sings of fear
And heaviness in Clifford's ear !
I said, when evil men are strong,
No life is good, no pleasure long,
A weak and cowardly imtruth !
Our Clilford was a happy Youth,
And thankful through a weary time,
That brought him up to manhood's prime.
— Again he wanders forth at will,
mo
And tends a flock from hill to hill:
His garb is humble; ne'er was seen
Such garb with such a noble mien;
Among the shepherd grooms no mate
Hath he, a Child of strength and state !
Yet lacks not friends for simple glee,

Nor yet for higher sympathy.
To his side the fallow-deer
Came, and rested without fear;
The eagle, lord of land and sea,
120
Stooped down to pay him fealty;
And both the undying fish that swim
Through Bowscale-tam did wait on him;
The pair were servants of his eye
In their immortality;
And glaucing, gleaming, dark or bright,
Moved to and fro, for his delight.
He knew the rocks which Angels haunt
Upon the mountains visitant;
He hath kenned them taking wing:
130
And into caves where Faeries sing
He hath entered; and been told
By Voices how men lived of old.
Among the heavens his eye can see
The face of thing that is to be;
And, if that men report him right,
His tongue could wíiisper words of might.
— Now another day is come,
Fitter hope, and nobler doom;
He hath thrown aside his crook,
140
And hath buried deep his book;
Armour rusting in his halls
On the blood of Clifford calls; —
' Quell the Scot,' exclaims the Lance —
Bear me to the heart of France,
Is the longing of the Shield —
Tell thy name, thou trembling Field;
Field of death, where'er thou be,
Groan thou with our victory !
Happy day, and mighty hour,
150
When our Shepherd, in his power,
Mailed and horsed, with lance and sword,
To his ancestors restored
Like a re-appearing Star,
Like a glory from afar,
First shall head the flock of war ! "
Alas ! the impassioned minstrel did not
know
How, by Heaven's grace, this ClifEord's
heart was framed,
How he, long forced in humble walks to go,
Was softened into feeling, soothed, and
tamed.
160
Love had he found in huts where poor men
lie;
His daily teachers had been woods and
rills,
The silence that is in the starry sky,
The sleep that is among the lonely hUls.
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In him the savage virtue of the Race,
Revenge, and ali ferocious thoughts were
dead:
Nor did he change; but kept in lofty
place
The wisdom which adversity had bred.
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Gladwere the vales, and every cottage hearth;
The Shepherd-lord was honoured more and
more;
170
And, ages after he was laid in earth,
" The good Lord Clifford " was the name
he bore.

THE WHITE DOE OF RYLSTONE
OR, THE FATE OF THE NORTONS
1807. 1815
The earlier half of this Poem was composed at Stockton-upon-Tees, when Mrs. Wordsworth and
I were on a visit to her eldest Brother, Mr. Hutchinson, at the dose of the year 1807. The country is flat, and the weather was rough. I was accustomed every day to walk to and fro under
the shelter of a row of stacks in a field at a small distance from the town, and there poured
forth my verses aloud as freely as they would come. Mrs. Wordsworth reminds me that her
brother stood upon the punctilio of not sitting down to dinner till I joined the party; and it freqnently happened that I did not make my appearance till too late, so that she was made uncomfortable. I here beg her pardon for this and similar transgressions during the whole course of
our wedded life. To my beloved Sister the same apology is due.
When, from the visit just mentioned, we returned to Town-end, Qrasmere, I proceeded with
the Poem; and it may be worth while to note, as a caution to others who may cast their eye on
these memoranda, that the skin having been rubbed o£E my heel by my wearing too tight a shoe,
though I desisted from walking I found that the irritation of the wounded part was kept up, by
the act of composition, to a degree that made it necessary to give my constitution a holiday. A
rapid cure was the consequence. Poetic excitement, when accompanied by protracted labour in
composition, has throughont my life bronght on more or less bodily derangement. Nevertheless,
I am, at the dose of my seventy-third year, in what may be called excellent health; so that intellectual labour is not necessarily nnfavourable to longevity. But perhaps I ought here to add
that mine has been generally carried on out of doors.
Let me here say a few words of this Poem in the way of criticism. The subject being taken
from feudal times has led to its being compared to some of Walter Scott's poems that belong
to the same age and state of society. The comparison is inconsiderate. Sir Walter pursued the
customary and very natural course of conducting an action, presenting various tums of fortune,
to some outstanding point on which the mind might rest as a termination or catastrophe. The
course I attempted to pursue is entirely different. Everything that is attempted by the principal personages in " The White Doe " fails, so far as its object is externai and substantial. So
far as it is moral and spiritual it succeeds. The Heroine of the Poem knows that her duty is
not to interfere with the current of events, either to forward or delay them, but
**To abide
The shockf and iinally secure
O^er paln and grief a triumph pure/'
This she does in obedience to her brother^s injunction, as most suitable to a mind and character
that, under previous trials, had been proved to accord with his. She achieves this not without
aid from the communication with the inferior Creature, which often leads her thoughts to revolve
npon the past with a tender and humanising influence that exalts rather than depresses her.
The anticipated beatifícation, if I may so say, of her mind, and the apotheosis of the companion
of her solitude, are the points at which the Poem aims, and constitute its legitimate catastrophe,
far too spiritual a one for instant or widely-spread sympathy, but not therefore the less fitted to
make a deep and permanent impression upon that class of minds who think and feel more independently, than the many do, of the surfaces of things and interests transitory because belonging
more to the outward and social forms of life than to its internai spirit. How insignifícant a
thing, for example, does personal prowess appear, compared with the fortitude of patience and
heroic martyrdom ; in other words, with struggles for the sake of principie, in preference to victory gloried in for its own sake.
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ADVERTISEMENT
During the Summer of 1807 I visited, for the
first time, the beautíf ul country that surrounda
Bolton Priory, in Yorkshire; and the Poem of
" The White Doe," founded upon a Tradition
connected with that place, was composed at
the dose of the same year.
DEDICATION
Ik trellised shed with clustering roses gay,
And, Mabt ! oft beside our blazing fire,
When years of wedded life were as a day
Whose current answers to the hearfs desire,
Did we together read in Spenser's Lay
How Una, sad of soul — in sad attíre,
The gentle Una, of celestial birth,
To seek her Kuight went wandering o'er the earth.
Ah, then, Belovèd I pleasing was the smart,
And the tear precious in compassion shed
lo
For Her, who, pierced by 8orrow'8 thrilling dart,
Bid meekly bear the pang unmerited ;
Meek as that emblem of her lowly heart
The milk>white Lamb which in a line she led, —
And faithful, loyal in her innocence,
Like the braTe Lion slain in her defence.
Notes could we hear as of a faery shell
Attuned to words with sacred wisdom fraught;
Free Fancy prized each specious miracle,
And ali its fíner inspiratâon caught;
20
Till in the bosom of our rustic Cell,
We by a lamentable change were taught
That " bliss with mortal Man may not abide:"
How nearly joy and sorrow are allied!
For us the stream of iiction ceased to flow.
For us the voice of melody was mute.
— But, as soft gales dissolve the dreary snow,
And give the timid herbage leave to shoot,
Heayen's breathing inâuence failed not to bestow
A timely promise of unlooked-for fruit,
30
Fair fruit of pleasure and serene content
From blossoms wild of fancies innocent.
It soothed us —it beguiled us—then, to hear
Once more of troubles wrought by magic spell;
And griefs whose aery motion comes not near
The pangs that tempt the Spirit to rebel:
Then, with mild Una in her sober cheer,
High OYer hill and low adown the deli
Again we wandered, willing to partake
Ali that she suffered for her dear Lord's saké.
40
Then, too, this Song of mine once more could please,
Where anguish, strange as dreams of restless sleep,
Is tempered and allayed by 8}anpathies
Aloft ascending, and descen<Ung deep,
Even to the inferior Kinds ; whom forest-trees
Protect from beating sunbeams, and the sweep
Of the sharp winds; — fair Creatures ! — to whom
Heaven
A calm and sinless life, with love, hath given.
This tragic Story cheered us ; for it speaks
Of female patience winning firm repose;
50
And, of the recompense that conscience seeks,
A bright, encouraging, example shows;
Needful when o*eT wide realms the tempest breaks,
Needful amid life'8 ordinary woes ; —
Hence, not for them unfítted who would bless
A happy hour with holier happiness.

CANTO i

He serves the Muses erringly and ill,
Whose aim is pleasure light and fugitive:
Oh, that my mind were equal to fulfil
The comprehensive mandate which they give —
Vaín aspiration of an eamest will!
Tet in this moral Strain a power may live,
Belovèd Wife I such solace to impart
As it hath yielded to thy tender heart.
Rtdal Mount, Westuoreland,
Aprü 20,1815.
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" Action is transitory — a step, a blow,
The motion of a muscle — this way or that»
'T is done ; and in the after-vacancy
We wonder at ourselves like men betrayed:
Suffering is permanent, obscure and dark,
And has the nature of infinity.
Yet through that darkness (i^nite though it seem
And irremoveable) gracious openings lie,
*
By which the soul— with patient steps of thought
Now toiling, wafted now on wings of prayer —
May pass in hope, and, though from mortal bonds
Tet undelivered, rise with sure ascent
Even to the fountain-head of peace divine."
" They that deny a God, destroy Man's nobility: for certamly Man is of kinn to the
Beast by his Body; and if he be not of kinn
to God by his Spirit, he is a base, ignoble
Creature. It destroys Hkewise Magnanimity,
and the raising- of humane Nature : for take an
example of a Dogg, and mark what a generosity and courage he "will put on, when he fínds
himself maintained by a Man, who. to him is
instead of a God, or Melior Natura. Which
courage is manifestly such, as that Creature
without that confidence of a better Nature than
his own could never attain. So Man, when he
resteth and assureth himself upon Divine protection and favour, gathereth a force and faith
which human Nature in itself could not obtain."
Lobd Bacon.
CANTO FIRST
From Bolton's old monastic tower
The bells ring loud with gladsome power;
The sun shines bright; the fields are gay
With people in their best array
Of stole and doublet, hood and scarf,
Along the banks of crystal Wharf,
Through the Vale retired and lowly,
Trooping to that summons holy.
And, up among the moorlands, see
What sprinklings of blithe company !
10
Of lasses and of shepherd grooms,
That down the steep hills force their way,
Like cattle through the budded brooms;
Path, or no path, what care they ?
And thus in joyous mood they hie
To Bolton^s mouldering Priory.

CANTO r
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What would they there ? — Full íifty
years
That sumptuous Pile, with ali its peers,
Too harsÜy hath been doomed to taste
The bittemess of wrong and waste:
20
Its courts are ravaged; but the tower
Is standing with a voice of power,
That aneient voiee which wont to call
To mass or some high festival;
And in the shattered fabric's heart
Remaineth one protected part;
A Chapei, like a wild-bird's nest,
Closely embowered and trimly drest;
And thither young and old repair,
This Sabbath-day, for praise and prayer. 30
Fast the churchyard fills; — anon
Look again, and they ali are gone;
The cluster round the poreh, and the folk
Who sate in the shade of the Prior's Oak !
And scarcely have they disappeared
Ere the prelusive hymn ia heard: —
With one consent the people rejoice,
Filling the church with a lofty voiee !
They sing a service which they feel:
For 'tis the sunrise now of zeal;
40
Of a pure faith the vernal prime —
In great ElÍ2a's golden time.
A moment ends the fervent din.
And ali is hushed, without and within;
For though the priest, more tranquilly.
Recites the holy liturgy,
The only voice which you can Lear
Is the river murmuring near.
— When soft ! — the dusky trees between.
And down the path through the open green,
Where is no living thing to be seen;
51
And through yon gateway, where is fomid,
Beneath the arch with ivy bound,
Free entrance to the churchyard ground —
Comes gliding in with lovely gleam,
Comes gliding in serene and slow,
Soft and silent as a dream,
A solitary Doe !
White she is as lily of June,
And beauteous as the silver moon
60
When out of sight the clouds are driven
And she is left alone in heaven;
Or like a ship some gentle day
Li sunshine sailing far away,
A glittering ship, that hath the plain
Of ocean for her own domain.
Lie silent in your graves, ye dead !
Lie quiet in your churchyard bed !
Ye living, tend your holy eares;
Ye multitude, pursue your prayers;
70
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And blame not me if my heart and sight
Are occupied with one delight!
'T is a work for sabbath hours
If I with this bright Creature go:
Whether she be of forest bowers,
From the bowers of earth below;
Or a Spirit for one day giveu,
A pledge of grace from purest heaven.
What harmoniouB pensive changes
Wait upon her as she ranges
80
Round and through this Pile of state
Overthrown and desolate !
Now a step or two her way
Leads through space of open day,
Where the enamoured simny light
Brightens her that was so bright;
Now doth a delicate shadow fali,
Falls upon her like a breath,
From some lofty arch or wall,
As she passes underneath:
90
Now some gloomy nook partakes
Of the glory that she makes, —r
High-ribbed vault of stone, or cell,
With perfect cunning framed as .well
Of stone, and ivy, and the spread
Of the elder's bushy head;
Some jealous and forbidding cell,
That doth the living stars repel.
And where no flower hath leave to dwell.
The presence of this wandering Doe 100
Fills many a damp obscure recess
With lustre of a saintly show;
And, reappearing, she no less
Sheds on the flowers that round,her blow
A more than simny liveliness.
But say, among these holy places,
Which thus assiduously she paces,
Comes she with a votary*s task,
Rite to perform, or boon to ask ?
Fair Pilgrim ! harbours she a sense
no
Of sorrow, or of reverence ?
Can she be grieved for quire or shrine,
Crushed as if by wrath divine ?
For what survives of house where God
Was worshipped, or where Man abode;
For old magniflcence undone;
Or for the gentler work begun
By Nature, softening and concealing.
And busy with a hand of healing ?
Mourns she for lordly chamber's hearth uo
That to the sapling ash gives birth;
For dormitory's length laid bare
Where the wild rose blossoms fair;
Or altar, whence the cross was rent,
Now rich with mossy ornament ?
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— She sees a warrior carved in stone,
Among the thick weeds, stretched aloiie;
A warrior, with his shield of pride
Cleaving humbly to his side,
And hands in resignation prest,
ijo
Palm to palm, on his tranquil breast;
As little she regards the sight
As a cominon creature might:
If she be doomed to inward care,
Or service, it must lie elsewhere.
— But hers are eyes serenely bright,
And on she moves — with pace how light !
Nor spares to stoop her head, and taste
The dewy tm-f with flowers bestrown;
And thus she fares, until at last
140
Beside the ridge of a grassy grave
In quietness she lays her down;
Gentle as a weary wave
Sinks, when the summer breeze hath died
Against an anchored vessel's side;
Even so, without distress, doth she
Lie down in peace, and lovingly.
The day is placid in its going,
To a lingering motion boimd,
Like the crystal stream now flowing
150
With its softest summer somid:
So the balmy minutes pass,
While this radiant Creature lies
Couohed upon the dewy grass,
Pensively with downcast eyes.
— But now again the people raise
With awful cheer a voice of praise;
It is the last, the parting song;
And from the temple forth they throng.
And quiekly spread themselves abroad, i5o
While each pursues his several road.
But some — a variegated band
Of middle-aged, and old, and yoimg,
And little children by the hand
Upon their leading mothers hung —
With mute obeisance gladly paid
Turn towards the spot, where, full in view,
The white Doe, to her service true,
Her sabbath coueh has made.
It was a solitary mound;
170
Which two spears' length of levei ground
Did from ali other graves divide:
As if in some respeet of pride;
Or melancholy's sickly mood,
Still shy of human neighbourhood;
Or guilt, that humbly would express
A penitential loneliness.
" Look, there she is, my ChUd! draw
near;
She fears not, wherefore should we fear ?

CANTO I

She means no harm;" — but still the
Boy,
180
To whom the words were softly said,
Hung back, and smiled, and blushed for
joy.
A shame-faced blush of glowing red !
Again the Mother whispered low,
" Now you have seen the famous Doe;
From Ilylstone she hath found her way
O ver the hills this sabbath day;
Her work, whate'er it be, is done.
And she will depart when we are gone;
Thus doth she keep, from year to year, 190
Her sabbath morning, foul or fair."
Bright was the Creature, as in dreams
The Boy had seen her, yea, more bright;
But is she truly what she seems ?
He asks with insecure delight,
Asks of himself, and doubts, — and still
The doubt returns against his wül:
Though he, and ali the standers-by,
Could tell a tragic history
Of facts divulged, wherein appear
200
Substantial motive, reason clear,
Why thus the milk-white Doe is found
Couchant beside that lonely mound;
And why she duly loves to pace
The circuit of this hallowed place.
Nor to the Child's inquiring mind
Is sueh perplexity confined:
For, spite of sober Truth that sees
A world of fixed remembranees
Which to this mystery belong,
210
If, imdeceived, my skill can trace
The characters of every face,
There lack not strange delusion here,
Conjecture vague, and idle fear.
And superstitious fancies strong,
Which do the gentle Creature wrong.
That bearded, stafE-supported Sire —
Who in his boyhood often fed
Full cheerily on convent-bread
And heard old tales by the convent-fire, 220
And to his grave will go with scars,
Relics of long and distant wars —
That Old Man, studious to expound
The spectacle, is mounting high
To days of dim antiquity;
When Lady Aiiliza mourned
Her Son, and felt in her despair
The pang of unavailing prayer;
Her Son in Wharf's abysses drowned,
The noble Boy of Egremound.
230
From which aftliction — when the grace
Of God had in her heart found place —
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A pious structure, fair to see,
Rose up, this stately Priory !
The Lady's work; — but now laid low;
To the grief of her soul that doth come
and go,
In the beautiful form of this innocent
Doe;
Which, though seemingly doomed in its
breast to sustain
A softened remembranoe of sorrow and
pain,
Is spotless, and holy, and gentle, and
bright;
240
And glides o'er the earth like an angel of
light.
Pass, pass who will, yon chantry door;
And, through the chink in the fraotured
floor
Look down, and see a griesly sight;
A vault where tlie bodies are buried upright!
There, face by face, and hand by hand,
The Claphams and Mauleverers stand;
And, in his place, amoug son and sire,
Is John de Clapham, that fierce Esquire,
A valiant man, and a name of dread
250
In the ruthless wars of the White and Red;
Who dragged Earl Pembroke from Banbury church
And smote ofE his head on the stones of
the porch !
Look down among them, if you dare;
Oft does the White Doe loiter there,
Prying into the darksome reut;
Nor can it be with good intent:
So thinks that Dame of haughty air,
Who hath a Page her book to hold.
And wears a frontlet edged with gold. 260
Harsh thoughts with her high mood
agree —
Who counts among her ancestry
Earl Pembroke, slain so impiously !
That slender Youth, a scholar pale,
From Oxford come to his native vale,
He also hath his own eonceit:
It is, thinks he, the gracious Fairy,
Who loved the Shepherd-lord to meet
In his wandermgs solitary:
Wild notes she in his hearing sang,
270
A song of Nature's hidden powers;
That whistled like the wind, and rang
Among the rocks and holly bowers.
'T was said that She ali shapes could wear;
And oftentimes before him stood,
Amid the trees of some thick wood.
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In semblance of a lady fair;
And taught him signs, and showed him
sights,
In Craven's dens, on Cmnbrian heights;
When under cloud of fear he lay,
280
A shepherd clad in homely grey;
Nor left him at his later day.
And henee, when he, with spear and shield,
Rode full of years to Flodden-íield,
His eye could see the hidden spring,
And how the current was to flow;
The fatal end of Scotland's King,
And ali that hopeless overthrow.
But not in wars did he delight,
This Clifford wished for worthier might;
Nor in broad pomp, or courtly state; 291
Him his own thoughts did elevate, —
Most bappy in the shy recess
Of Barden's lowly quietness.
And choice of studious friends had he
Of Bolton's dear fraternity;
Who, standing on this old church tower,
In many a calm propitious hour,
Perused, with him, the starry sky;
Or, in their cells, with him did pry
300
For other lore, — by keen desire
Urged to dose toil with chemic fire;
In quest belike of transmutations
Rich as the mine's most bright creations.
But they and their good works are fled.
And ali is now disquieted —
And peace is none, for living or dead !
Ah, pensive Scholar, think not so,
But look again at the radiant Doe !
What quiet watch she seems to keep, 310
Alone, beside that grassy heap !
Whymention other thoughts unmeet
For vision so composed and sweet ?
While stand the people in a ring,
Gazing, doubting, questioning;
Yea, many overcome in spite
Of recollections clear and bright;
Which yet do unto some impart
An undisturbed repose of heart.
And ali the assembly own a law
320
Of orderly respect and awe;
But see — they vanish one by one,
And last, the IDoe herself is gone.
Harp ! we have been full long beguiled
By vague thoughts, lured by fancies wild;
To which, with no reluctant strings,
Thou hast attuned thy murmurings;
And now before this Pile we stand
In solitude, and utter peace:
But, Harp ! thy murmurs may not cease —
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canto n

The hairs are white upon your heaJ;
Dear Father, hear me when I say
It is for you too late a day !
Bethink you of your own good name:
A just and gracious Queen have we,
50
A pure religion, and the claim
Of peace on our humanity: —
'Tis meet that I endure your scorn;
CANTO SECOND
I am your son, your eldest born;
The Harp in lowliness obeyed;
But not for lordship or for land,
And first we sang of the greenwood shade My Father, do I clasp your knees;
The Banner toueh not, stay your hand,
And a solitary Maid;
Beginning, where the song must end,
This multitude of men disband.
With her, and with her sylvan Friend;
And live at home in blameless ease;
For these my brethren's sake, for me; 60
The Friend who stood before her sight,
And, most of ali, for Emily !"
Her only unextinguished light;
Tumultuous noises filled the hall;
Her last companion in a dearth
And scarcely could the Father hear
Of love, upon a hopeless earth.
For She it was — this Maid, who wrought That name — pronouneed with a dying
Meekly, with foreboding thought,
n
fali —
The name of his only Daughter dear,
In vermeil colonrs and in gold
As on the banner which stood near
An unblest work; whieh, standing by,
Her Father did with joy behold, —
He glanced a look of holy pride,
And his moist eyes were glorified;
Exulting in its imagery;
Then did he seize the staff, and say:
A Banner, fashioned to fnlfll
" Thou, Kichard, bear'st thy father's name,
Too perfectly his headstrong will:
Keep thou this ensign till the day
71
For on this Banner had her hand
When I of thee require the same:
Embroidered (such her Sire's command)
The sacred Cross; and figured there • 20 Thy placo be on my better hand; —
And seven as true as thou, I see,
The five dear wonnds our Lord did bear;
Will cleave to this good cause and me."
Full soon to be nplifted high,
He spake, and eight brave sons straightway
And float in rueful company !
Ali followed him, a gallant band !
It was the time when England's Queen
Thus, with his sons, when forth he carne
Twelve years had reigned, a Sovereign
The sight was hailed with loud acclaim
dread;
And din of arms and minstrelsy,
80
Nor yet the restless crown had been
From ali his warlike tenantry.
Disturbed upon her virgin head;
Ali horsed and harnessed with him to
But now the inly-working North
ride, —
Was ripe to send its thousands forth,
A potent vassalage, to flght
30 A voice to which the hills replied !
But Francis, in the vacant hall,
In Percy's and in Neville's right,
Stood silent under dreary weight, —
Two Earls fast leagued in disoontent,
A phantasm, in which roof and wall
Who gave their wishes open vent;
Shook, tottered, swam before his sight;
And boldly nrged a general plea,
A phantasm like a dream of night!
The rites of ancient piety
Thus overwhelmed, and desolate,
To be triumphantly restored,
He found his way to a postern-gate;
90
By the stern justice of the sword !
And, when he waked, his languid eye
And that same Banner, on whose breast
Was on the calm and silent sky;
The blameless Lady had exprest
Memoriais chosen to give life
40 With air about him breathing sweet.
And earth's green grass beneath his feet;
And sunshine to a dangerous strife;
Nor did he fail ere long to hear
That Banner, waiting for the Call,
A sound of military cheer,
Stood quietly in Rylstone-hall.
Faint — but it reaehed that sheltered spot;
It came; and Francis Norton said,
He heard, and it disturbed him not.
" O Father ! rise not in this fray —

A Spirit, with his angelic wings,
331
In soft and breeze-like visitings,
Has touohed thee — and a Spirifs hand:
A voiee is with us — a command
To ohant, in strains of heavenly glory,
A tale of tears, a mortal story !
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There stood he, leaning ou a lance
Which he had grasped unknowiiigly,
100
Had blindly grasped in that stroiig trance,
That dimness of heart-agony;
There stood he, cleansed from the despair
And sorrow of his fruitless prayer.
The past he calmly hath reviewed:
But where will be the fortitude
Of this brave man, when he shall see
That Form beneath the spreading tree.
And know that it is Emily ?
He saw her where in open view
no
She sate beneath the spreading yew —
Her head upon her lap, coneealing
In solitude her bitter feeling:
" Might ever son command a sire,
The act were justified to-day."
This to himself — and to the Maid,
Whom now he had approached, he said —
" Gone are they, — they have their desire;
And I with thee one hour wUl stay.
To give thee comfort if I may."
120
She heard, but looked not up, nor spake;
And sorrow moved him to partake
Her silence; then his thoughts turned
round.
And fervent words a passage fouud.
"Gone are they, bravely, though misled;
With a dear Father at their head !
The Sons obey a natural lord;
The Father had given solemn word
To noble Percy; and a force
Still stronger, bends him to his course. 130
This said, our tears to-day may fali
As at an innocent funeral.
In deep and awful channel runs
This sympathy of Sire and Sons;
Untried our Brothers have been loved
With heart by simple nature moved;
And now their faithfulness is proved:
For faithful we must call them, bearing
That soul of conscientious daring.
— There were they ali in cirole — there 140
Stood Richard, Ambrose, Christopher,
John with a sword that will not fail.
And Marmaduke in fearless mail.
And those bright Twins were side by side;
And there, by fresh hopes beautifted,
Stood He, whose arm yet lacks the power
Of man, our youngest, fairest flower !
I, by the right of eldest bom.
And in a second father's plaee,
Presumed to grapple with their soorn, 150
And meet their pity face to face;
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Yea, trusting in God's holy aid,
I to my Father knelt and prayed;
And one, the pensive Marmaduke,
Methought, was yielding inwardly.
And would have laid his purpose by,
But for a glance of his rather's eye,
Which I myself could scarcely brook.
Then be we, each and ali, forgiven !
Thou, chiefly thou, my Sister dear,
160
Whose pangs are registered in heaven —
The stifled sigh, the hidden tear.
And smiles, that dared to take their place,
Meek filial smiles, upon thy face.
As that unhallowed Banner grew
Beneath a loving old Man's view.
Thy part is done — thy painful part;
Be thou then satisfied in heart!
A further, though far easier, task
Than thine hath been, my duties ask; 170
With theirs my efforts cannot blend,
I cannot for such cause contend;
Their aims I utterly forswear;
But I in body will be there.
Unarmed and naked will I go,
Be at their side, come weal or woe:
On kind occasions I may wait,
See, hear, obstruct, or mitigate.
Bare breast I take and an empty hand."
Therewith he threw away the lance,
180
Which he had grasped in that strong
trance,
Spurned it, like something that would
stand
Between him and the pure intent
Of love on which his soul was bent.
" For thee, for thee, is left the sense
Of trial past without offence
To God or man; such innocence,
Such eonsolation, and the excess
Of an unmerited distress;
In that thy very strength must lie.
190
— O Sister, I could prophesy !
The time is come that rings the knell
Of ali we loved, and loved so well:
Hope nothing, if I thus may speak
To thee, a woman, and thence weak:
Hope nothing, I repeat; for we
Are doomed to perish utterly:
'T is meet that thou with me divide
The thought while I am by thy side,
Acknowledging a grace in this,
200
A comfort in the dark abyss.
But look not for me when I am gone.
And be no farther wrought upon:
Farewell ali wishes, ali debate.
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Ali prayers for this cause, or for that!
Weep, if that aid thee; but depend
Upon no help of outward friend;
Espouse thy doom at once, and cleave
To fortitude without reprieve.
For we must fali, both we and ours— 210
This Mansion and these pleasant bowers,
Walks, pools, and arbours, homestead,
haU —
Our fate is theirs, will reach them ali;
The young horse must forsake his manger,
And learn to glory in a Stranger;
The hawk forget his perch; the hound
Be parted from his ancient ground:
The blast will sweep us ali away —
One desolation, one decay !
And even this Creature ! " which words saying,
220
He pointed to a lovely Doe,
A few steps distant, feeding, straying;
Fair creature, and more white than snow !
" Even she will to her peaeeful woods
Retum, and to her murmuring floods.
And be in heart and soul the same
She was before she hither carne;
Ere she had learned to love us ali,
Herself beloved in Kylstone-hall.
— But thou, my Sister, doomed to be 230
The last leaf on a blasted tree;
If not in vain we breathed the breath
Together of a purer faith;
If hand in hand we have been led.
And thou, (O happy thought this day!)
Not seldom foremost in the way;
If on one thought our minds have fed.
And we have in one meaning read;
If, when at home our private weal
Hath suffiered from the shoek of zeal, 240
Together we have learned to prize
Forbearance and self-sacrifice;
If we like combatants have fared.
And for this issue been prepared;
If thou art beautiful, and youth
And thought endue thee with ali truth —
Be strong; — be worthy of the grace
Of God, and fill thy destined place:
A Soul, by force of sorrows high,
Uplifted to the purest sky
250
Of undisturbed humanity ! "
He ended, — or she heard no more;
He led her from the yew-tree shade,
And at the mansion's silent door,
He kissed the consecrated Maid;
And down the valley then pursued,
Alone, the armèd Multitude.

CANTO III

CANTO THIRD
Now joy for you who from the towers
Of Brancepeth look in doubt and fear,
Telling melancholy hoitts !
Proclaim it, let your Masters hear
That Norton with his band is near !
The watchmen from their station high
Pronounced the word, — and the Earls descry,
Well-pleased, the armèd Company
Marching down the banks of Were.
Said fearless Norton to the pair
10
Gone forth to greet him on the plain —
" This meeting, noble Lords ! looks fair,
I bring with me a goodly train;
Their hearts are with you: hill and dale
Have helped us: Ure we crossed,and Swale,
And horse and harness followed — see
The best part of their Yeomanry !
— Stand forth, my Sons ! — these eight are
mine,
Whom to this service I commend;
Which way soe'er our fate incline,
20
These will be faithful to the end;
They are my ali" — voice failed him ,
here —
" My ali save one, a Daughter dear !
Whom I have left, Love's mildest birth,
The meekest Child on this blessed earth.
I had — but these are by my side,
These Eight, and this is a day of pride !
The time is ripe. With festive din
Lo ! how the people are flocking in, —
Like hungry fowl to the feeder's hand 30
When snow lies heavy upon the land."
He spake bare truth; for far and near
From every side came noisy swarms
Of Peasants in their homely gear;
And, mixed with these, to Brancepeth came
Grave Gentry of estate and name,
And Captains known for worth in arms
And prayed the Earls in self-defence
To rise, and prove their iimocence.—
" Rise, noble Earls, put forth your might 40
For holy Church, and the People's right!"
The Norton fixed, at this demand,
His eye upon Northumberland,
And said; " The Minds of Men wUl own
No loyal rest while England's Crown
Remains without an Heir, the bait
Of strife and factions desperate;
Who, paying deadly hate in kind
Through ali things else, in this can flnd
A mutual hope, a common mind;
50
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And plot, and pant to overwhelm
Ali ancient honour ín the realm.
— Brave Earis ! to whose heroic veins
Our noblest blood is given in trust,
To you a suffering State complains.
And ye must raise her from the dust.
With wishes of still bolder scope
On you we look, with deai'est hope;
Even for our Altars — for the prize,
In Heaven, of life that never dias;
60
For the old and holy Church we mourn,
And must in joy to her return.
Behold ! " — and from his Son whose stand
Was on his right, from that guardian hand
He took the Banner, and unfurled
The preeious folds — " behold," said he,
" The ransom of a sinf ul world;
Let this your preservation be;
The wounds of hands and feet and side,
And the sacred Cross on which Jesus died.
I —This bring I from an ancient hearth, 71
These Kecords wrought in pledge of love
By hands of no ignoble birth,
A Maid o'er whom the blessed Dove
Vouchsafed in gentleness to brood
* While she the holy work pursued."
" Uplift the Standard ! " was the cry
From ali the listeners that stood roímd,
" Plant it, — by this we live or die."
The Norton ceased not for that sound, 80
But said; "The prayer which ye have
heard,
Mueh-injured Earls ! by these preferred,
Is oUered to the Saints, the sigh
Of tens of thousands, secretly."
" Uplift it! " cried once more the Band,
And then a thoughtful pause ensued:
" Uplift it! " said Northumberland —
Whereat, from ali the multitude
Who saw the Banner reared on high
In ali its dread emblazonry,
90
A voice of uttermost joy brake out:
The transport was rolled down the river of
Were,
And Durham, the time-honoured Durham,
did hear,
And the towers of Saint Cuthbert were
stirred by the shout!
Now was the North in arms:—they shine
In warlike trim from Tweed to Tyne,
At Percy's voice: and Neville sees
His Followers gathering in from Tees,
From Were, and ali the little rills
Concealed among the forked hills —
100
Seven himdred Knights, Retainers ali
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Of NevUle, at their Master's call
Had sate together in Raby Hall!
Such strength that Earldom held of yore;
Nor wanted at this time rich store
Of well-appointed chivalry.
— Not loth the sleepy lance to wield,
And greet the old paternal shield,
They heard the summons; — and, furthermore,
Horsemen and Foot of each degree,
no
Unbound by pledge of fealty,
Appeared, with free and open hate
Of novelties in Church and State;
Knight, burgher, yeoman, and esquire;
And Romish priest, in priest's attire.
And thua, in arms, a' zealous Band
Proceeding under joint command.
To Durham first their course they bear;
And in Saint Cuthbert's ancient seat
Sang mass,—andtore the book of prayer, —
And trod the bible beneath their feet. 121
Thence marching southward smooth and
free
" They mustered their host at Wetherby,
Full sixteen thousand fair to see,"
The Choicest Warriors of the North !
But none for beauty and for worth
Like those eight Sons — who, in a ring,
(Ripe meu, or blooming in life's spring)
Each with a lance, erect and tall,
A falchion, and a buckler small,
130
Stood by their Sire, on Clüford-moor,
To guard the Standard which he bore.
On foot they girt their Father round;
And so will keep the appointed ground
Where'er their march: no steed will he
Henceforth bestride;— triumphantly,
He stands upon the grassy sod,
Trusting himself to the earth, and God.
Rare sight to embolden and inspire !
Proud was the field of Sons and Sire; 140
Of him the most; and, sooth to say,
No shape of mau in ali the array
So graced the sunshine of that day.
The monumental pomp of age
Was with this goodly Personage;
A stature undepressed in size,
Unbent, which rather seemed to rise,
In open victory o'er the weight
Of seventy years, to loftier height;
Magniflc limbs of withered state;
150
A face to fear and venerate;
Eyes dark and strong; and on his head
Bright locks of silver hair, thick spread,
Which a brown morion half-concealed.
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Light as a hunter's of the field;
And thus, with girdle round his waist,
Whereon the Banner-stalí might rest
At need, he stood, advancing high
The glittering, floating Pageantry.
Who sees him? — thousands see, and One
With unparticipated gaze;
i6i
Who, 'mong those thousands, friend hath
none.
And treads in solitary ways.
He, following wheresoe'er he might,
Hath watched the Banner from afar,
As shepherds watch a lonely star,
Or mariners the distant light
That guides them through a stormy night.
And now, upon a chosen plot
Of rising ground, yon heathy spot!
170
He takes alone his far-ofE stand,
With breast unmailed, unweaponed hand.
Bold is his aspect; but his eye
Is pregnant with anxiety,
While, like a tutelary Power,
He there stands fixed from hour to hour:
Yet sometimes in more hunible guise,
Upon the turf-clad height he lies
Stretched, herdsman-like, as if to bask
In sunshine were his only task,
180
Or by his mantle's help to find
A shelter from the nipping wind:
And thus, with short oblivion blest,
His weary spirits gather rest.
Again he lifts his eyes; and Io !
The pageant glancing to and fro;
And hope is wakened by the sight,
He thence may learn, ere fali of night,
Which way the tide is doomed to flow.
To London were the Chieftains bent; 190
But what avails the bold intent ?
A Royal army is gone forth
To quell the Rising of the North;
They march with Dudley at their head.
And, in seven days' spaoe, will to York be
led! —
Can such a mighty Host be raised
Thus suddenly, and brought so near ?
The Earls upon each other gazed.
And Neville's cheek grew pale with fear;
For, with a high and valiant name,
200
He bore a heart of timid frame;
And bold if both had been, yet they
" Against so many may not stay."
Back therefore will they hie to seize
A strong Hold on the banks of Tees;
There wait a favourable hour,
UntU Lord Dacre with his power
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From Naworth come; and Howard's aid
Be with them openly displayed.
While through the Host, from man to
mãHj
210
A rumour of this purpose ran,
The Standard trusting to the care
Of him who heretofore did bear
That charge, impatient Norton sought
The Chieftains to unfold his thought.
And thus abruptly spake; — " We yield
(And can it be ?) an unfought field ! —
How oft has strength, the strength of
heaven.
To few triumphantly been given !
Still do our very children boast
220
Of mitred Thurston — what a Host
He conquered ! — Saw we not the Plain
(And flying shall behold again)
Where faith was proved ? —while to battle
moved
The Standard, on the Sacred Wain
That bore it, compassed roímd by a bold
Fratemity of Barons old;
And with those grey-haired champions
stood,
Under the saintly ensigns three,
The infant Heir of Mowbray's blood— 230
AU confident of victory ! —
Shall Percy blush, then, for his name ?
Must Westmoreland be asked with shame
Whose were the numbers, where the loss,
In that other day of Neville's Cross ?
When the Prior of Durham with holy hand
Raised, as the Vision gave command,
Saint Cuthberfs Relic — far and near
Kenned on the point of a lofty spear;
While the Monks prayed in Maiden's
Bower
240
To God descending in his power.
Less would not at our need be due
To us, who war against the Untrue; —
The delegates of Heaven we rise,
Convoked the impious to ehastise:
We, we, the sanctities of old
Would re-establish and uphold:
Be warned" — His zeal the Chiefs confounded,
But word was given, and the trumpet
soimded:
Back through the melancholy Host
250
Went Norton, and resumed his post.
Alas ! thought he, and have I bome
This Banner raised with joyful pride,
This hope of ali posterity,
By those dread symbols sanctified;
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Thus to become at once the scorn
Of babbling winds as they go by,
A spot of shame to the sun's bright eye,
To the light clouds of mockery 1
— " Even these poor eight of mine would
stem — "
260
Half to himself, and half to them
He spake — " would stem, or quell, a force
Ten times their number, man and horse:
This by their own unaided might,
Without their father in their sight,
Without the Cause for whieh they flght;
A Cause, which on a needful day
Would breed us thousands brave as they."
— So speaking, he his reverend head
Kaised towards that Imagery once more:
But the familiar prospect shed
271
Despondeney unf elt before:
A shock of intimations vain,
Dismay, and superstitious pain,
Fell on him, with the sudden thought
Of her by whom the work was wrought: —
Oh wherefore was her eountenance bright
With love divine and gentle light ?
She would not, could not, disobey,
But her Faith leaned another way.
280
111 tears she wept; I saw them fali,
I overheard her as she spake
Sad words to that mute Animal,
The White Doe, in the hawthorn brake;
She steeped, but not for Jesu's sake,
This Cross in tears: by her, and One
Unworthier far we are undone —
Her reereant Brother — he prevailed
Over that tender Spirit — assailed
Too oft, alas ! by her whose head
290
In the cold grave hath long been laid:
She íirst, in reason's dawn beguiled
Her docile, unsuspecting Child:
Far back — far back my mind must go
To reach the well-spring of this woe !
While thus he brooded, music sweet
Of border tunes was played to cheer
The footsteps of a quick retreat;
But Norton lingered in the rear,
Stung with sharp thoughts; and ere the
last
300
From his distracted brain was cast,
Before his Father, Francis stood.
And spake in iirm and eamest mood.
" Though here I bend a suppliant knee
In reverence, and unarmed, I bear
In your indignant thoughts my share;
Am grieved this baekward march to see
So careless and disorderly.
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I scorn your Chiefs — men who would lead,
And yet want courage at their need:
310
Then look at them with open eyes !
Deserve they further sacrifica ? —
If — when they shrink, nor dare oppose
In open field their gathering foes,
(And fast, from this decisive day,
Yon multitude must melt away;)
If now I ask a grace not claimed •
While ground was left for hope; unblamed
Be an endeavour that can do
No injury to them or you.
320
My Father ! I would help to find
A place of shelter, till the rage
Of cruel men do like the wind
Exhaust itself and sink to rest;
Be Brother now to Brother joined I
Admit me in the equipage
Of yoTir misfortunes, that at least,
Whatever fate remaúi behind,
I may bear witness in my breast
To your nobUity of mind ! "
330
" Thou Enemy, my bane and blight!
Oh ! bold to fight the Coward's fight
Against ali good " — but why declare,
At length, the issue of a prayer
Which love had prompted, yielding scope
Too free to one bright moment's hope ?
Suffice it that the Sou, who strove
With fruitless efEort to allay
That passion, prudently gave way;
Nor did he turn aside to prove
340
His Brothers' wisdom or their love —
But calmly from the spot withdrew;
His best endeavours to renew,
Should e'er a kindlier time ensue.
CANTO FOURTH
'T 18 night: in sUence looking down,
The Moon, from cloudless ether, sees
A Camp, and a beleaguered Town,
And Castle, like a stately crown
On the steep rocks of winding Tees; —
And southward far, with moor between,
Hill-top, and flood, and forest green,
The bright Moon sees that valley small
Where ílylstone's old sequestered Hall
A venerable image yields
lo
Of quiet to the neighbouring fields;
While from one pillared chimney breathes
The smoke, and mounts in silver wreaths.
— The courts are hushed; — for timely
sleep
The greyhounds to their kennel creep;
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The peacock in the broad ash tree
Aloft is roosted for the night,
He who in proud prosperity
Of colours manifold and bright
Walked round, affronting the daylight; 20
And higher still, above the bower
Where he is perched, from yon lona Tower
The hall-clock in the clear moonshine
With gliítering finger points at nine.
Ah ! who could think that sadness here
Hath any sway ? or pain, or fear ?
A soft and lulling sound is heard
Of streams inaudible by day;
The garden pool's dark surface, stirred
By the night insects in their play,
30
Breaks into dimples small and bright;
A thousand, thousand rings of light
That shape themselves and disappear
Almost as soon as seen: — and Io !
Not distant far, the milk-white Doe —
The same who quietly was feeding
On the green herb, and nothing heeding,
When Francis, uttering to the Maid
His last words in the yew-tree shade,
Involved whate'er by love was brought 40
Out of his heart, or crossed his thought,
Or chance presented to his eye,
In one sad sweep of destiny —
The same fair Creatnre, who hath found
Her way into forbidden ground;
Where now — within this spacious plot
For pleasure made, a goodly spot,
With lawns and beds of flowers, and shades
Of trellis-work in long arcades,
And cirque and crescent framed by wall 50
Of close-clipt foliage green and tall,
Converging walks, and fountains gay,
And terraces in trim array —
Beneath yon oypress spiring high,
With pine and oedar spreading wide
Their darksome bonghs on either side,
In open moonlight doth she lie;
Happy as others of her kind,
That, far from human neighbourhood,
Range unrestricted as the wind,
60
Through park, or chase, or savage wood.
But see the consecrated Maid
Emerging from a cedar shade
To open moonshine, where the Doe
Beneath the cypress-spire is laid;
Like a pateh of April snow —
Upon a bed of herbage green,
Lingering in a woody glade
Or behind a rocky screen —
Lonely relic ! which, if seen
^a
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By the shepherd, is passed by
With an inattentive eye.
Nor more regard doth She bestow
Upon the imcomplaining Doe
Now couched at ease, though oft this day
Not unperplexed nor free from pain,
When she had tried, and tried in vain,
Approaching in her gentle way,
To win some look of love, or gain
Encouragement to sport or play —
80
Attempts which still the heart-sick Maid
Rejected, or with slight repaid.
Yet Emily is soothed; — the breeze
Came fraught with kindly sympathies.
As she approached yon rustic Shed
Hung with late-flowering woodbine, spread
Along the walls and overhead,
The fragrance of the breathing flowers
Revived a memory of those hours
When here, in this remote alcove,
90
(While from the pendent woodbine came
Like odours, sweet as if the same)
A fondly-anxious Mother strove
To teach her salntary fears
And mysteries above her years.
Yes, she is soothed: an Image faint.
And yet not faint — a presence bright
Returns to her — that blessed Saint
Who with mild looks and language mild
Instructed here her darling Child,
joo
While yet a prattler on the knee.
To worsliip in simplicity
Tlie invisible God, and take for guide
The faith reformed and purifled.
'T is flown — the Vision, and the sense
Of that beguiling influence,
" But oh ! thou Angel from above,
Mute Spirit of matemal love,
That stood'st before my eyes, more clear
Than ghosts are fabled to appear
no
Sent upon embassies of fear;
As thou thy presence hast to me
Vouchsafed, in radiant ministry
Descend on Francis; nor forbear
To greet him with a voice, and say; —
' If hope be a rejected stay,
' Do thou, my ehristian Son, beware
' Of that most lamentable snare,
' The self-reliance of despair !'"
Then from within the embowered retreat
Where she had found a grateful seat 121
Perturbed she issues. She will go !
Herself will follow to the war,
And clasp her Father's knees; — ah, no !
She meets the insuperable bar.
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The injunction by her Brother laid;
His parting charge — but ill obeyed —
That interdieted ali debate,
Ali prayer for this cause or for that;
Ali efforts that would turn aside
130
The headstrong current of their fate:
Her duíy is to stand and wait ;
In resígnation to abide
The shock, and finally secüre
0'er pain and grief a tricmph pure.
— She feels it, and her pangs are checked.
But now, as silently she paced
The turf, and thought by thought was
chased,
Came One who, with sedate respect,
Approaehed, and, greeting her, thus spake;
" An old man's privilege I take:
141
Dark is the time — a woeful day !
Dear daughter of affliction, say
How can I serve you ? point the way."
" Rights have you, and may well be
bold;
You with my Father have grown old
In friendship — strive — for his sake go —
Turn from us ali the coming woe:
This would I beg; but on my mind
A passive stillness is enjoined.
150
Ou you, if room for mortal aid
Be left, is no restriction laid;
You not forbidden to recline
With hope upon the Will divine."
" Hope," said the old Man, " must abide
With ali of us, whate'er betide.
In Craven's Wilds is many a den.
To shelter persecuted meu:
Far under ground is many a cave,
Where they might lie as in the grave, 160
Until this storm hath ceased to rave:
Or let them cross the River Tweed,
And be at once from peril freed ! "
" Ah tempt me not! " she faintly sighed;
" I will not counsel nor exhort,
With my condition satisfied;
But you, at least, may make report
Of what befalls; — be this your task —
This may be done; — 't is ali I ask ! "
She spake — and from the Lady's sight
The Sire, unconscious of his age,
171
Departed promptly as a Page
Bound ou some errand of delight.
— The noble Francis — wise as brave,
Thought he, may want not skill to save.
With hopes in tenderness coneealed,
Unarmed he followed to the field;
Him will I seek: the insurgent Powers
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Are now besieging Bamard's Towers, —
" Grant that the Moon which shines this
night
,8o
May guide them in a prudent fiight! "
But quick the tums of chance andchange,
And knowledge has a narrow range;
Whence idle fears, and needless pain,
And wishes blind, and efforts vain. —
The Moon may shine, but cannot be
Their guide in fiight — already she
Hath witnessed their captivity.
She saw the desperate assault
Upon that hostile castle made;—
190
But dark and dismal is the vault
Where Norton and his sons are laid !
Disastrous issue ! — he had said
"This night yon faithless Towers must
X'eld,
Or we for ever quit the field.
— Neville is utterly dismayed,
For promise faUs of Howaid's aid;
And Dacre to our call replies
That he is unprepared to rise.
My heart is sick; — this weary pause 200
Must needs be fatal to our cause.
The breach is open — on the wall,
This night, the Banner shall be planted ! "
— 'T was done: his Sons were with him —
ali;
They belt him round with hearts undaunted
And others follow; — Sire and Son
Leapdown into the court; — " 'T is won " —
They shout aloud — but Heaven decreed
That with their joyful shout should dose
The triumph of a desperate deed
210
Which struck with terror friends and foes !
The friend shrinks back — the foe recoils
From Norton and his filial band;
But they, now caught within the toils,
Against a thousand cannot stand; —
The foe from numbers courage drew,
And overpowered that gallant few.
" A rescue for the Standard ! " cried
The Father from within the walls;
But, see, the sacred Standard falls ! — 220
Confusion through the Camp spread wide:
Some fled; and some their fears detaiued:
But ere the Moon had sunk to rest
In her pale chambers of the west,
Of that rash levy nought remained.
CANTO FIFTH
High on a point of rugged ground
Among the wastes of Rylstone Fell
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Above the loftiest ridge or mound
Where foresters or shepherds dwell,
An ediflce of warlike frame
Stands single — Norton Tower its name —
It fronts ali quarters, and looks round
0'er path and road, and plain and deli,
Dark moor, and gleam of pool and stream,
Upon a prospect withont bound.
lo
The summit of this bold ascent —
Though bleak and bare, and seldom free
As Pendle-hill or Pennygent
From wind, or frost, or vapours wet —
Had often heard the sound of glee
When there the youthful Nortons met,
To practise games and arehery:
How proud and happy they ! the crowd
Of Lookers-on how pleased and proud !
And from the scoreliing noon-tide s_un, 20
From showers, or when the prize was won,
They to the Tower withdrew, and there
Would mirth run round, with generous
fare;
And the stem old Lord of Rylstone-hall
Was happiest, proudest, of them ali !
But now, his Child, with anguish pale,
Upon the height walks to and fro;
'T is well that she hath heard the tale,
Received the bitterness of woe:
For she had hoped, had hoped and feared,
Snch rights did feeble nature claim;
31
And oft her steps had hither steered,
Though not unconscious of self-blame;
For she her brother's charge revered,
His farewell words; and by the same,
Yea by her brother's very name,
Had, in her solitnde, been cheered.
Beside the lonely watch-tower stood
That grey-haired Man of gentle blood,
Who with her Father had grown old
40
In friendship; rival hunters they,
And fellow warriors in their day;
To Rylstone he the tidings brought;
Then on this height the Maid had sought.
And, gently as he eould, had told
The end of that dire Tragedy,
Whieh it had been his lot to see.
To him the Lady tumed; " You said
That Francis lives, he is not dead ? "
" Your noble brother hath been spared; 50
To take his life they have not dared;
On him and on his high endeavour
The light of praise shall shine for ever !
Nor did he (snch Heaven's will) in vain
His solitary course maintain;
Not vainly struggled in the might
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Of duty, seeing with clear sight;
He was their comfort to the last,
Their joy till every pang was past.
I witnessed when to York they came —
What, Lady, if their feet were tied;
61
They might deserve a good Man's blame;
But marks of inf amy and shame —
These were their triumph, tljese their pride,
Nor wanted 'mid the pressing crowd
Deep feeling; that found utterance loud,
' Lo, Francis comes,' there were who cried,
' A Prisoner once, but now set free !
'T is well, for he the worst defied
Through force of natural piety;
70
He rose not in this quarrel; he.
For concord's sake and England's good,
Suit to his Brothers often made
With tears, and of his Father prayed —
And when he had in vain withstood
Their purpose — then did he divide,
He parted from them; but at their side
Now walks in unanimity.
Then peace to cruelty and scorn,
WhUe to the prison they are borne,
80
Peace, peace to ali indignity !'
And so in Prison were they laid —
Oh hear me, hear me, gentle Maid,
For I am come with power to bless,
By seattering gleams, through your distress,
Of a redeeming happiness.
Me did a reverent pity move
And privilege of ancient love;
And, in your service, making bold.
Entrance I gained to that strongliold. 90
Your Father gave me cordial greeting;
But to his purposes, that burned
Within him, instantly returned:
He was commanding and entreatrng,
And said — ' We need not stop, my Son !
Thoughts press, and time is hurrying
on' —
And so to Francis he renewed
His words, more calmly thus pursued.
' Might this our enterprise have sped,
Change wide and deep the Land had seen, 100
A renovation from the dead,
A spring-tide of immortal green:
The darksome altars would have blazed
Like stars when elouds are rolled away;
Salvation to ali oyes that gazed,
Once more the Rood had been upraised
To spread its arms, and stand for aye.
Then, then — had I survived to see
New life in Bolton Priory;
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The voice restored, the eye oi Truth no
Re-opened that inspired my youth;
To see her in her pomp arrayed —
This Banner (for such vow I made)
Should on the consecrated breast
Of that same Temple have found rest:
I would myself have hung it high,
Fit offering of glad vietory !
A shadow of such thought remains
To cheer this sad and pensive time;
A solemn fancy yet sustains
120
One feeble Being — bids me climb
Even to the last — one effort more
To attest my Faith, if not restore.
Hear then,' said he, ' while I impart,
My Son, the last wish of my heart.
The Banner strive thou to regain;
And, if the endeavour prove not vain,
Bear it — to whom if not to thee
Shall I this lonely thought eonsign ? —
Bear it to Bolton Priory,
130
And lay it on Saint Mary's shrine;
To wither in the sun and breeze
'Mid those decaying sanetities.
There let at least the gift be laid,
The testimouy there displayed;
Bold proof that with no selfish aim,
But for lost Faith and Christ's dear name,
I helmeted a brow though white,
And took a place in ali men's sight;
Yea oífered up this noble Brood,
140
This fair unrivalled Brotherhood,
And tumed away from thee, my Son !
And left — but be the rest unsaid,
The name imtouched, the tear unshed; —
My wish is known, and I have done:
Now promise, grant this one request,
This dying prayer, and be thou blest !'
Then Francis answered — 'Trust thy
Son,
For, with God's will, it shall be done !' —
The pledge obtained, the solemn word
Thus scarcely given, a noise was heard, 151
And Officers appeared in state
To lead the prisoners to their fate.
They rose, oh ! wherefore should I fear
To tell, or, Lady, you to hear ?
They rose — embraces none were given —
They stood like trees when earth and
heaven
Are ealm; they knew eaeh other's worth,
And reverently the Band went forth.
They met, when they had reached the doer,
One with profane and harsh intent
161
Placed there — that he might go before

375

And, with that rueful Banner borne
Aloft in sign of taunting seorn,
Conduct them to their punishment:
So cruel Sussex, unrestrained
By human feeling, had ordained.
The unhappy Banner Francis saw,
And, with a look of calm command
Inspiring universal awe,
170
He took it from the soldier's hand;
And ali the people that stood roímd
Conflrmed the deed in peace profound.
— High transport did the Father shed
Upon his Son — and they were led,
Led on, and yielded up their breath;
Together died, a happy death ! —
But Franeis, soon as he had braved
That insult, and the Banner saved,
Athwart the unresisting tide
180
Of the speetators oeeupied
In admiration or dismay,
Bore instantly his Charge away."
These things, which thus had in the sight
And hearing passed of Him who stood
With Emily, on the Watoh-tower height,
In Kylstone's woeful neighbourhood,
He told; and oftentimes with voice
Of power to comfort or rejoice;
For deepest sorrows that aspire,
190
Go high, no transport ever higher.
" Yes — God is rich in mercy," said
The old Man to the silent Maid,
" Yet, Lady ! shines, through this black
night,
One star of aspect heavenly bright;
Your Brother lives — he lives — is come
Perhaps already to his home;
Then let us leave this dreary place."
She yielded, and with gentle pace,
Though without one uplifted look,
200
To Rylstone-hall her way she took.
CANTO SIXTH
Why comes not Francis ? — From the doleful City
He fled, — and, in his flight, could hear
The death-sounds of the Minster-bell:
That sullen stroke pronounced farewell
To Marmaduke, cut ofE from pity !
To Ambrose that! and then a knell
For him, the sweet half-open Flower !
For ali — ali dying in one hour !
— Why comes not Francis ? Thoughts of
love
Should bear him to his Sister dear
lo
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With the fleet motion of a dove;
Yea, like a heavenly messenger
Of speediest wing, should he appear.
Why comes he not ? — for westward fast
Along the plain of York he past;
Reckless of what impeis or leads,
Uuchecked he hurries on; — nor heeds
The sorrow, through the Villages,
Spread by triumphant cruelties
Of vengeful military force,
20
And punishment without remorse.
He marked not, heard not, as he fled,
Ali but the suffering heart was dead
For him abandoned to blank awe,
To vacancy, and horror strong:
And the first object which he saw,
With conscious sight, as he swept along —
It was the Banner in his hand !
He felt — and made a sudden stand.
He looked about like one betrayed: 30
What hath he done ? what promise made ?
Oh weak, weak moment! to what end
Can such a vain oblation tend,
And he the Bearer ? — Can he go
Carrying this instrnment of woe.
And find, find anywhere, a right
To excuse him in his Country's sight ?
No; will not ali men deem the change
A downward course, perverse and strange ?
Here is it; — but how ? when ? must she, 40
The unoffending Emily,
Again this piteons object see ?
Such conflict long did he maintain,
Nor liberty nor rest could gain:
His own life into danger brought
By this sad burden — even that thought,
Exciting self-suspicion strong
Swayed the brave man to his wrong.
And how — unless it were the sense
Of all-disposing Providence,
50
Its will unquestionably shown —
How has the Banner clung so fast
To a palsied, and unconscious hand;
Clung to the hand to which it passed
Without impediraent ? And why,
But that HeaTen's purpose might be known,
Doth now no hindrance meet his eye,
No intervention, to with stand
Fulfllment of a Father's prayer
Breathed to a Son forgiven, and blest 60
When ali resentments were at rest.
And life in death laid the heart bare ? —
Then, like a spectre sweeping by,
Rushed through his mind the prophecy
Of utter desolation made
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To Emily in the yew-tree shade:
He sighed, submitting will and power
To the stern embrace of that grasping hour.
" No choice is left, the deed is mine —
Dead are they, dead ! — and I wUl go, 70
And, for their sakes, come weal or woe,
Will lay the Relic on the shrine."
So forward with a steady will
He went, and traversed plain and hill;
And up the vale of Wharf his way
Pursued; — and, at the dawn of day,
Attained a summit whence his eyes
Could see the Tower of Bolton rise.
There Francis for a momenfs space
Made halt — but hark ! a noise behind 80
Of horsemen at an eager pace !
He heard, and with misgiving mind.
— 'Tis Sir George Bowes who leads the
Band:
They come, by cruel Sussex sent;
Who, when the Nortons from the hand
Of death had drunk their punishment,
Bethought him, angry and ashamed,
How Francis, with the Banner claimed
As his own charge, had disappeared,
By ali the standers-by revered.
90
His whole bold carriage (which had quelled
Thus far the Opposer, and repelled
Ali censure, enterprise so bright
That even bad men had vainly striven
Against that overcoming light)
Was then reviewed, and prompt word given
That to what place soever fled
He should be seized, alive or dead.
The troop of horse have gained the height
Where Francis stood in open sight.
100
They hem him round — " Behold the proof,"
They cried, " the Ensign in his hand !
He did not arm, he walked aloof !
For why ? — to save his Father's land; —
Worst Traitor of them ali is he,
A Traitor dark and cowardly ! "
" I am no Traitor," Francis said,
" Though this unhappy freight I bear;
And must not part with. But beware; —
Err not by hasty zeal misled,
no
Nor do a sufEering Spirit wrong,
Whose self-reproaches are too strong !"
At this he from the beaten road
Retreated towards a brake of thorn,
That like a place of vantage showed;
And there stood bravely, though forlom.
In self-defence with warlike brow
He stood, —nor weaponless was now;
He from a Soldier's hand had snatched

CANTO vn

THE WHITE DOE OF RYLSTONE

377

A spear, — and, so protected, watched 120 She must behold ! — so many gone,
The Assailants, turning round and round;
Where is the solitary One ?
And forth from Rylstone-hall stepped she, —
But from behind with treaoherous wound
To seek her Brother forth she went,
A Spearmau brought him to the ground.
The guardian lance, as Franeis fell,
And tremblingly her course she bent
Toward Bolton's ruined Priory.
Dropped from him; but his other hand
The Baimer clenched; till, from out the She comes, and in the vale hath heard 180
Band,
The funeral dirge; — she sees the knot
Of people, sees them in one spot —
One, the most eager for the prize,
And darting like a woimded bird
Rushed in; and — while, O grief to tell!
She reached the grave, and with her breast
A glimmering seuse still left, with eyes
Unclosed the noble Franeis lay —
130 Upon the ground received the rest, —
Seized it, as hunters seize their prey;
The consummation, the whole ruth
But not bafore the warm life-blood
And sorrow of this final truth !
Had tinged more deeply, as it flowed,
The wounds tha broidered Banner showed,
CANTO SEVENTH
Thy fatal work, O Maiden, innoeent as good!
Proudly the Horsemen bore away
" Powers there are
That touch each other to the quick — in modes
The Standard; and where Franeis lay
Which
the
gross
world
no sense hath to perceive,
There was he left alone, unwept.
No eoul to &eam oí."
And for two days unnoticed slept.
For at that time bewildering fear
140 Thoü Spirit, whose angelie hand
Possessed the country, far and near;
Was to the harp a strong command,
But, on the third day, passing by
Called the submissive strings to wake
One of the Norton Tenantry
In glory for this Maideu's sake,
Espied the uncovered Corse; the Man
Say, Spirit! whither hath she fled
Shrunk as he reeognised the face.
To hide her poor afflicted head ?
And to the nearest homesteads ran
What mighty forest in its gloom
And called the people to the place.
Enfolds her ? — is a rif ted tomb
— How desolate is Rylstone-hall !
Within the wilderness her seat ?
This was the instant thought of ali;
Some island which the wUd waves beat — 10
And if the lonely Lady there
150 Is that the Sufferer's last retreat ?
Should be; to her they eannot bear
Or some aspiring rock, that shrouds
This weight of anguish and despair.
Its perilous front in mists and clouds ?
So, when upon sad thoughts had prest
High-elimbing rock, low sunless dale,
Thoughts sadder still, they deemed it best Sea, desert, what do these avail ?
That, it the Priest should yield assent
Oh take her anguish and her fears
And no one hinder their intent,
Into a deep recess of years !
Then, they, for Christian pity's sake,
'T is done; — despoil and desolation
In holy groimd a grave would make;
0'er Rylstone's fair domain have blown;
And straightway buried he should be
Pools, terraces, and walks are sown
20
In the Churehyard of the Priory.
160 With weeds; the bowers are overthrown,
Apart, some little spaoe, was made
Or have given way to slow mutation,
The grave where Franeis must be laid.
While, in their ancient habitation
In no confusion or negleet
The Norton name hath been unknown.
This did they, — but in pure respect
The lordly Mansion of its pride
That he was bom of gentle blood;
Is stripped; the ravage hath spread wide
And that there was no neighbourhood
Through park and field, a perishing
Of kindred for him in that groTind:
That moeks the gladness of the Spring !
So to the Churehyard they are bound,
And, with this silent gloom agreeing,
Bearing the body on a bier;
Appears a joyless human Being,
30
And psalms they sing — a holy sound 170 Of aspect sueh as if the waste
That hill and vale with sadness hear.
Were under her dominion placed.
But Emüy hath raised her head.
Upon a primrose bank, her throne
And is again disquieted;
Of quietness, she sits alone;

THE WHITE
Among the ruins of a wood,
Erewhile a covert bright and green,
And where full many a brave tree stood,
That used to spread its boughs, and ring
With the sweet bird's carolling.
Behold her, like a virgin Queen,
40
Neglecting in imperial state
These outward images of fate,
And carrying inward a serene
And perfect sway, through many a thought
Of chance and change, that hath been
brought
To the subjection of a holy,
Though stern and rigorous, melancholy !
The like authority, with grace
Of awfnlness, is in her face, —
There hath she fixed it; yet it seems
50
To o'ershadow by no native right
That face, which cannot lose the gleams,
Lose ntterly the tender gleams,
Of gentleness and meek delight.
And loving-kindness ever bright:
Such is her sovereign mien: — her dress
(A vest with woollen cincture tied,
A hood of mountaüi-wool nndyed)
Is homely, — fashioned to express
A wandering Pilgrim's hmnbleness.
60
And she hath wandered, long and far,
Beneath the light of sun and star;
Hath roamed in trouble and in grief,
Driven forward like a withered leaf,
Yea like a ship at random blown
To distant places and nnknown.
But now she dares to seek a haven
Among her native wilds of Craven;
Hath seen agaiu her Father's roof.
And put her fortitude to proof;
70
The mighty sorrow hath been borne,
And she is thoronghly forlorn;
Her soul doth in itself stand fast,
Sustained by memory of the past •
And strength of Reason; held above
The infirmities of mortal love;
Undannted, lofty, calm, and stable,
And awfully impenetrable.
And so — beneath a mouldered tree,
A self-snrviving leafless oak
80
By unregarded age from stroke
Of ravage saved — sate Emily.
There did she rest, with head reclined,
Herself most like a stately flower,
(Such have I seen) whom chance of birth
Hath separated from its kind.
To live and die in a shady bower,
Single on the gladsome earth.

OF RYLSTONE

canto vii

When, with a noise like distant thunder,
A troop of deer came sweeping by;
90
And, suddenly, behold a wonder !
For One, among those rushing deer,
A single One, in mid career
Hath stopped, and fixed her large full
eye
Upon the Lady EmUy;
A Doe most beautiful, clear-white,
A radiant creature, silver-bright!
Thus checked, a little while it stayed;
A little thoughtful pause it made;
And then advanced with stealth-like pace,
Drew softlynear her, and more near— loi
Looked round — but saw no cause for
fear;
So to her feet the Creature came.
And laid its head upon her knee.
And looked into the Lady's face,
A look of pure benignity.
And fond unclouded memory.
It is, thought Emily, the same,
The yery Doe of other years ! —
The pleading look the Lady viewed,
no
And, by her gushing thoughts subdued,
She melted into tears —
A flood of tears, that flowed apace,
Upon the happy Creature's face.
Oh, moment ever blest! O Pair
Beloved of Heaven, Heaven's chosen care,
This was for you a precious greeting;
And may it prove a fruitful meeting !
Joined are they, and the sylvan Doe
Can she depart ? can she forego
120
The Lady, once her playful peer,
And now her sainted Mistress dear ?
And will not Emily receive
This lovely chronicler of things
Long past, delights and sorrowings ?
Lone Suíferer ! will not she believe
The promise in that speaking face;
And weleome, as a gift of grace,
The saddest thought the Creature brings ?
That day, the first of a re-union
130
Which was to teem with high communion,
That day of balmy AprU weather,
They tarried in the wood together.
And when, ere fali of evening dew,
She from her sylvan haunt withdrew,
The White Doe tracked with faithful pace
The Lady to her dwelling-place;
That nook where, on paternal ground,
A habitation she had found,
The Master of whose humble board
140
Once owned her Father for his Lord;

CANTO VII
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A hut, by tufted trees defended,
Where Rylstone brook with Wharf is
blended.
When Emily by morning light
Went forth, the Doe stood there in sight.
She shrunk: — with one frail sliock of pain
Received and followed by a prayer,
She saw the Creature once again;
Shun will she not, she feels, will bear; —
But, wheresoever she looked round,
150
Ali now was trouble-liaunted ground;
And therefore now she deems it good
Once more this restless neighbourhood
To leave. — Unwooed, yet unforbidden,
The White Doe followed up the vale,
Up to another cottage, hidden
In the deep fork of Amerdale;
And there may Emily restore
Herself, in spots miseen before.
— Why tell of mossy rock, or tree,
160
By lm'king Dernbrook's pathless side,
Haunts of a strengthening amity
That calmed her, cheered, and fortified ?
For she hath ventured now to read
Of time, and place, and thought, and
deed —
Endless history that lies
In her sileut Follower's eyes;
Who with a power like hmnan reason
Discerns the favourable season,
SkUled to approach or to retire, —
170
From looks conceiving her desire;
From look, deportment, voice, or mien,
That vary to the heart within.
If she too passionately wreathed
Her arihs, or over-deeply breathed,
Walked quiek or slowly, every mood
In its degree was understood;
Then well may their accord be true.
And kindliest intercourse ensne.
— Oh ! surely 'twas a gentle rousing 180
When she by sudden glimpse espied
The White Doe on the mountain browsing,
Or in the meadow wandered wide !
How pleased, when down the Straggler sank
Beside her, on some sunny bank !
How soothed, when in thiek bower enclosed,
They, like a nested pair, reposed !
Fair Vision ! when it crossed the Maid
Within some rocky cavem laid,
The dark eave's portal gliding by,
190
White as whitest cloud on high
Floating through the aznre sky.
— What now is left for pain or fear ?
That Presence, dearer and more dear,

379

While they, side by side, were straying.
And the shepherd*s pipe was playing,
Did now a very gladness yield
At morning to the dewy fleld.
And with a deeper peace endued
The honr of moonlight solitude.
200
With her Companion, in sueh frame
Of mind, to Rylstone back she came;
And, ranging through the wasted groves,
Received the memory of old loves,
Undisturbed and undistrest,
Into a soul whieh now was blest
With a soft spring-day of holy,
Mild, and grateful, melancholy:
Not sunless gloom or unenlightened,
But by tender fancies brightened.
210
When the bells of Rylstone played
Their sabbath music — " íBob uí apje!"
That was the sound they seemed to speak;
Inscriptive legend whieh I ween
May on those holy bells be seen,
That legend and her Grandsire's name;
And oftentimes the Lady meek
Had in her childhood read the same;
Words whieh she slighted at that day;
But now, when sueh sad change was
wrought,
220
And of that lonely name she thought —
The bells of Rylstone seemed to say,
While she sate listening in the shade,
With vocal music, " í5oi) ujs ap&e;"
And ali the hills were glad to bear
Their part in this efBectual prayer.
Nor lacked she Reason's firmest power;
But with the White Doe at her side
Up would she climb to Norton Tower,
And thence look round her far and wide, 230
Her fate there measuring; — ali is stilled, —
The weak One hath subdued her heart;
Behold the prophecy fulfilled,
Fulfilled, and she sustains her part!
Bufhere her Brother's words have failed;
Here hath a milder doom prevailed;
That she, of him and ali bereft,
Hath yet this faithful Partner left;
This one Assoeiate, that disproves
His words, remains for her, and loves. 240
If tears are shed, they do not fali
For loss of him —for one, or ali;
Yet, sometimes, sometimes doth she weep
Moved gently in her soul's soft sleep;
A few tears down her cheek descend
For this her last and living Friend.
Bless, tender Hearts, their mutual lot,
And bless for both this savage spot;
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Even such this blessèd Pilgrim trod, 300
Which Emily doth sacred hold
For reasons dear and manifold —
250 By sorrow lifted towards her God;
Uplifted to the purest sky
Here hath she, here before her sight,
Of undisturbed mortality.
Close to the summit of this height,
Her own thoughts loved she; and could
The grassy rock-encircled Pound
bend
In which the Creature first was fouiid.
A dear look to her lowly Friend;
So beautiful the timid Thrall
There stopped; her thirst was satisfied
(A spotless Youngling white as foam)
With what this imiocent spring supplied:
Her youngest Brother brought it home;
Her sanction inwardly she bore.
The youngest, then a lusty boy,
And stood apart from human cares:
Bore it, or led, to Rylstone-hall
310
With heart brimful of pride and joy ! 260 But to the world returned no more,
Although with no unwilling mind
But most to Bolton's sacred Pile,
On favouring nights, she loved to go;
Help did she give at need, and joined
There ranged through cloister, eourt, and The Wharfdale peasants in their prayers.
At length, thus faintly, faiutly tied
aisle,
Attended by the soft-paced Doe;
To earth, she was set free, and died.
Nor fefired she in the stül moonshine
Thy soul, exalted Emily,
Maid of the blasted family,
To look upon Saint Mary's shrine;
Nor on the lonely turf that showed
Rose to the God from whom it came !
Where Francis slept in his last abode.
— In Rylstone Church her mortal frame
For that she carne; there oft she sate
Was buried by her Mother's side.
330
Most glorious sunset! and a ray
Forlorn, but not disconsolate I
270
Survives — the twilight of this day —
And, when she from the abyss retumed
Of thought, she neither shrunk nor In that fair Creature whom the fields
Support, and whom the forest shields;
moumed;
Who, having filled a holy place,
Was happy that she lived to greet
Partakes, in her degree, Heaven's graee;
Her mute Companion as it lay
And bears a mcmory and a mind
In love and pity at her feet;
Raised far above the law of kind;
How happy in its turn to meet
Haimting the spots with lonely cheer
The recognition ! the mild glance
Which her dear Mistress once held dear:
Beamed from that gracious countenance;
Loves most what Emily loved most — 331
Commimication, like the ray
Of a new morning, to the nature
280 The enclosure of this churchyard ground;
Here wanders like a gliding ghost,
And prospects of the inferior Creature !
And every sabbath here is found;
A mortal Song we sing, by dower
Comes with the people when the bells
Encouraged of celestial power;
Are heard among the moorland delis,
Power which the viewless Spirit shed
Finds entrance through yon arch, where
By whom we were first visited;
way
Whose voice we heard, whose hand and
Lies open on the sabbath-day;
wings
Here walks amid the mournful waste
Swept like a breeze the conscious strings,
When, left in solitude, erewhUe
Of prostrate altars, shrines defaced,
340
And floors encumbered with rich show
We stood before this ruined PUe,
And, quitting unsubstantial dreams,
290 Of fret-work imagery laid low;
Sang in this Presence kindred themes;
Paces softly, or makes halt,
Distress and desolation spread
By fractured cell, or tomb, or vault;
Through human hearts, and pleasure By plate of monumental brass
dead, —
Dim-gleaming among weeds and grass,
Dead — but to live again on earth,
And sculptured Forms of Warriors brave:
A second and yet nobler birth;
But chiefly by that single grave,
Dire overthrow, and yet how-Úgh
That one sequestered hillock green,
The re-ascent in sanctity !
The pensive visitant is seen.
350
From fair to fairer; day by day
There doth the gentle Creature lie
A more divine and loftier way !
With those adversities unmoved:

THE FORCE OF PRAYER
Calm spectacle, by earth and sky
In their benignity approved !
And aye, methinis, this hoary Pile,
Subdued by outrage and decay,
THE FORCE OF PRAYER
OR, THE FOUNDING OF BOLTON PRIORY
A TRADITION
1807. 1815
An Appendage to the " White Doe." My
friend, Mr. Rojfers, has also ■written on the
subject. The story is preserved in Dr. Whitaker's History of Craven — a topographical
writer of first-rate merit in ali that concerns
the past; but such was his aversion from the
modem spirit, as shown in the spread of manufactories in those districts of which he treats,
that his readers are left entirely ignorant both
of the progress of these arts and their real
bearing upon the comfort, virtues, and happines3 of the inhabitants. While wandering
on foot through the fertile valleys and over
the moorlands of the Apennine that divides
Yorkshire from Lancashire, I used to be delighted with observing the nuniber of substantial cottages that had sprung up on every side,
each having its little plot of fertile ground won
from the snrrounding waste. A bright and
warm fire, if needed, was always to be found
in these dwellings. The father was at his
loom ; the children looked healthy and happy.
Is it not to be feared that the increase of
mechanic power has done away "with many
of these blessings, and substituted many evils ?
Alas! if these evils grow, how are they to be
checked, and where is the remedy to be found ?
Political economy will not supply it; that is
certain, we must look to something deeper,
purer, and higher.
"What iji Bocí" for a bootleiiá bcne 7 "
With these dark words begins my Tale;
And their meaning is, whenee can comfort
spring
When Prayer is of no avail ?
" ®6at i0 3006 for a bootfejíií bene 7 "
The Faleoner to the Lady said;
And she made answer " endless SOKROW 1"
For she knew that her Son was dead.
She knew it by the Falconer's words,
And from the look of the Falconer'seye ; 10

Looks down upon her with a smile,
A gracious smile, that seems to say —
" Thou, thou art not a Child of Time,
But Daughter of the Eternal Prime ! " 360
And from the love which was in her soul
For her youthful Romilly.
— Yomig Romilly through Barden woods
Is ranging high and low;
And holds a greyhound in a leash,
To let slip upon buck or doe.
The pair have reached that fearful chasm,
How tempting to bestride !
For lordly Whaxf is there pent in
With roeks on either side.
la
This striding-place is called The Strid,
A name which it took of yore:
A thousand years hath it borne that name,
And shall a thousand more.
And hither is young Romilly come.
And what may now forbid
That he, perhaps for the hmidredth time,
Shall bound across The Strid ?
He sprang in glee, — for what oared he
That the river was strong, and the rocks
were steep ? —
30
But the greyhound in the leash hung back.
And checked him in his leap.
The Boy is in the arms of Wharf,
And strangled by a merciless force;
For never more was young Romilly seen
Till he rose a lifeless corse.
Now there is stillness in the vale,
And long, unspeaking, sorrow:
Wharf shall be to pitying hearts
A name more sad than Yarrow.

40

If for a lover the Lady wept,
A solace she might borrow
From death, and from the passioQ of
death; —
Old Wharf might heal her sorrow.
She weeps not for the wedding-day
Which was to be to-morrow :
Her hope was a further-looking hope,
And hers is a mother*s sorrow.
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CONVENTION OF CINTRA

He was a tree that stood alone,
And proudly did its branches wave;
And the root of this delightful tree
Was in her husband's grave !

50

Long, long in darkness did she sit,
And her first words were, " Let there be
In Bolton, on the field of Wharf,
A stately Priory ! "
The stately Priory was reared;
And Wharf, as he moved along,
To matins joined a mournful voice,
Nor failed at evensong.

60

And the Lady prayed in heaviness
That looked not for relief !
But slowly did her succour come,
And a patience to her grief.
Oh ! there is never sorrow of heart
That shall lack a timely end,
If but to God we turn, and ask
Of Him to be our friend !
COMPOSED WHILE THE AUTHOR
WAS ENGAGED IN WRITING A
TRACT OCCASIONED BY THE
CONVENTION OF CINTRA
1808. 1815
Not 'mid the world's vain objects that enslave
The free-born Soul — that World whose
vaunted skill
In selfish interest perverts the will,
Whose factions lead astray the wise and
brave —
Not there; but in dark wood and rocky cave,
And hollow vale which foaming torrents flll
With omnipresent murmur as they rave
Down their steep beds, that never shall be
still:
Here, mighty Nature ! in this school sublime
I weigh the hopes and fears of sufifering
Spain;
For her consult the auguries of time.
And through the human heart explore my
way;
And look and listen — gathering, whence I
may,
Triumph, and thoughts no bondage can restrain.

COMPOSED AT THE SAME TIME
AND ON THE SAME OCCASlON
1808. 1815
I DROPPED my pen; and listened to the
Wind
That sang of trees uptorn and vessels
tost —
A midnight harmony; and wholly lost
To the general sense of men by chains con&ied
Of business, care, or pleasure; or resigned
To timely sleep. Thought I, the impassioned straiu,
Which, without aid of numbers, I sustain,
Like acceptation from the World will íind.
Yet some with apprehensive ear shall drink
A dirge devoutly breathed o'er sorrows
past;
And to the attendant promise will give
heed —
The prophecy, — like that of this wild blast,
Which, while it makes the heart with sadness shrink,
Tells also of bright calms that shall succeed.
GEORGE AND SARAH GREEN
1808. 1839
Who weeps for strangers ? Many wept
For George and Sarah Green;
Wept for that pair's unhappy fate,
Whose grave may here be seen.
By night, upon these stormy felLs,
Did wife and husband roam;
Six little ones at home had left.
And could not find that home.
For any dwelling-place of man
As vainly did they seek.
He perish'd; and a voice was heard —
The widow's lonely shriek.

10

Not many steps, and she was left
A body without life —
A few short steps were the chain that bomid
The husband to the wife.
Now do those stemly-featured hills
Look gently on this grave;
And quiet now are the depths of air,
As a sea without a wave-

20
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But deeper lies the heart of peace
In quiet more profound;
The heart of qmetness is here
Within this churohyard bound.
And from ali agony of mind
It keeps them safe, and far
From fear and grief, and from ali need
Of sun or guiding star.
O darkness of the grave ! how deep,
After that living night —
That last and dreary living one
Of sorrow and afíright ?

30

O sacred marriage-bed of death,
That keeps them side by side
In bond of peace, in bond of love,
That may not be untied !
HOFFER
1809. 1815
Or mortal parents is the Hero born
By whom the mídamited Tyrolese are led ?
Or is it Tell's great Spirit, from the dead
Returned to animate an age forlorn ?
He comes like Phoebus through the gates
of morn
When dreary darkness is discomfited,
Yet mark his modest state ! upon his head,
That simple crest, a heron's plimie, is worn.
O Liberty ! they stagger at the shock
From van to rear — and with one mind
would flee,
But half their host is bnried: — rock on rock
Descends: — beneath this godlike Warrior,
see !
Hills, torrents, woods, embodied to bemock
The Tyrant, and confomid his cruelty.
"ADVANCE —COME FORTH
FROM THY TYROLEAN GROUND "
1809. 1815
Advance — come forth from thy Tyrolean
gromid,
Dear Liberty ! stern Nymph of sonl imtamed;
Sweet Nymph, O rightly of the mountains
named !
Through the long chain of Alps from mound
to moimd

And o'er the eternal snows, like Echo,
bound;
Like Echo, when the hunter train at dawn
Have roused her from her sleep: and forest-lawn,
Clilís, woods and caves, her viewless stepe
resomid
And babble of her pastime ! — On, dread
Power !
With such invisible motion speed thy flight,
Through hanging clouds,from craggyheight
to height,
Through the green vales and through the
herdsman's bower —
That ali the Alps may gladden in thy might,
Here, there, and in ali places at one hour.
FEELINGS OF THE TYROLESE
1809. 1815
The Land we from our fathers had in trust,
And to our children will transmit, or die:
This is our maxim, this our piety;
And God and Nature say that it is just.
That which we would perf orm in arms — we
must!
We read the dictate in the infanfs eye;
In the wife's smile; and in the placid sky;
And, at our feet, amid the silent dust
Of them that were before us. — Sing aloud
Old songs, the precious music of the heart!
Give, herds and flocks, your voices to the
wind !
While we go forth, a self-devoted crowd,
With weapons grasped in fearless hands, to
assert
Our virtue, and to vindicate mankind.
"ALAS ! WHAT BOOTS THE LONG
LABORIOUS QUEST"
1809. 1815
Alas ! what boots the long laborious quest
Of moral prudence, sought through good
and ill;
Or pains abstruse — to elevate the will.
And lead us on to that transcendent rest
Where every passion shall the sway attest
Of Reason, seated on her sovereign hill;
What is it but a vain and curious skill,
If sapient Germany must lie deprest,
Beneath the brutal sword ? — Her haughty
Schools
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"AND IS IT AMONG RUDE UNTUTORED DALES"

Shall blush; and may not we with sorrow
say —
A few strong instinets and a few plain
rules,
Among the herdsmen of the Alps, have
wrought
More for mankind at this unhappy day
Than ali the pride of intellect and thought ?
"AND IS IT AMONG RUDE
UNTUTORED DALES"
1809. 1815
And is it among rude nntutored Dales,
There, and there only, that the heart is
true ?
And, rising to repel or to snbdue,
Is it by rocks and woods that man prevails ?
Ah no ! though Nature's dread protection
fails,
There is a bulwark in the soul. This knew
Iberian Burghers when the sword they drew
In Zaragoza, naked to the gales
Of fiercely-breathing war. The trnth was
felt
By Palafox, and many a brave compeer,
Like him of noble birth and noble mind;
By ladies, meek-eyed women without fear;
And wanderers of the street, to whom is
dealt
The bread which without industry they
find.
"0'ER THE WIDE EARTH, ON
MOUNTAIN AND ON PLAIN"
1809. 1815
0'er the wide earth, on mountain and on
plain,
Dwells in the afBections and the soul of man
A Godhead, like the universal Pan;
But more exalted, with a brighter tram:
And shall his bounty be dispensed in vain,
Showered equally on city and on field,
And neither hope nor steadfast promise
yield
In these usurping times of fear and pain ?
Such doom awaits us. Nay, forbid it
Heaven!
We know the arduous strife, the eternal
laws
To which the triumph of ali good is given,
High sacrüice, and labour without pause.

Even to the death; — else wherefore should
the eye
Of man converse with immortality ?
ON THE FINAL SUBMISSION OF
THE TYROLESE
1809. 1815
It was a moral end for which they fought;
Else how, when mighty Thrones were put to
shame,
Could they, poor Shepherds, have preserved
an aim,
A resolution, or enlivening thought ?
Nor hath that moral good been vainly
sought;
For in their magnanimity and fame
Powers have they left, an impulse, and a
claim
Which neither can be overturned nor
bought.
Sleep, Warriors, sleep! among your hills
repose !
We know that ye, beneath the stem control
Of awful prudence, keep the unvanquished
soul:
And when, impatient of her guilt and woes,
Europebreaksforth; then, Shepherds! shall
ye rise
For perfect triumph o'er your Enemies.
"HAIL, ZARAGOZA! IF WITH
UNWET EYE"
1809. 1815
Hail, Zaragoza ! If with unwet eye
We can approach, thy sorrow to behold,
Yet is the heart not pitiless nor cold;
Such spectacle demands not tear or sigh.
These desolate remains are trophies high
Of more than martial courage in the breast
Of peaceful civic virtue: they attest
Thy matchless worth to ali posterity.
Blood flowed before thy sight without
remorse;
Disease consumed thy vitais; War upheaved
The ground beneath thee with volcanie
force:
Dread trials! yet encountered and sustained
Till not a wreck of help or hope remained,
And law was from necessity feceived.
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" SAY, WHAT IS HONOUR ? — 'T IS
THE FINEST SENSE "
1809. 1815
Say, what is Honour ? — 'T is the finest
sense
Of justice which the human mind can
frame,
Intent each lurking frailty to disclaim,
And guard the way of life from ali oilence
Suffered or done. When lawless violence
Invadas a Realm, so pressed that in the
scale
Of perilous war her weightiest armies fail,
Honour is hopeful elevation, — whence
Gloiy, and triumph. Yet with politic skill
Endaiigered States may yield to terms
unjust;
Stoop their proud heads, but not unto the
dust —
A Foe's most favourite purpose to fulfil:
Happy occasions oft by self-mistrust
Are forfeited; but infamy doth kill.
"THE MARTIAL COURACE OF A
DAY IS VAIN "
1809. 1815
The martial courage of a day is vain,
An empty noise of death the battle's roar,
If vital hope be wantiiig to restore,
Gr fortitude be wanting to sustain,
Armies or kingdoms. We have heard a
strain
Of triumph, how the labouring Danube bore
A weight of hostile corses; drenched with
gore
Were the wide fields, the hamlets heaped
with slain.
Yet see (the mighty tumult overpast)
Áustria a daughter of her Throne hath sold !
And her Tyrolean Champion we behold
Murdered, like one ashore by shipwreck cast,
Murdered without relief. Oh ! blind as bold,
To think that such assurance can stand fast!
"BRAVE SCHILL! BY DEATH
DELIVERED"
1809. 1815
Bkave Schill! by death delivered, take
thy flight
From Prussia's timid region. Go, and rest

With heroes, 'mid the islands of the Blest,
Or in the flelds of empyrean light.
A meteor wert thou crossing a dark night:
Yet shall thy name, conspicuous and sublime,
Stand in the spacious firmament of time,
Fixed as a star: such glory is thy right.
Alas ! it may not be: for earthly fame
Is Fortune's fraü dependant; yet there lives
A Judge, who, as man claims by merit,
gives;
To whose all-pondering mind a noble aim,
Faithfully kept, is as a noble deed;
In whose pure sight ali virtue doth succeed.
" CALL NOT THE ROYAL SWEDE
UNFORTUNATE"
1809. 1815
Call not the royal Swede unfortunate,
Who never did to Fortune bend the knee;
Who slighted fear; rejected steadfastly
Temptation; and whose kingly name and
state
Have " perished by his choice, and not his
fate !"
Henee lives He, to his inner self endeared;
And hence, wherever virtue is revered,
He sits a more exalted Potentate,
Throned in the hearts of men. Should
Heaven ordain
That this great Servant of a righteous cause
Must still have sad or vexing thoughts to
endure,
Yet may a sympathising spirit pause,
Admonished by these truths, and quench
ali pain
In thankful joy and gratulation pure.
" LOOK NOW ON THAT ADVENTURER WHO HATH PAID"
1809. 1815
Look now on that Adventurer who hath
paid
His vows to Fortune; who, in cruel slight
Of virtuous hope, of liberty, and right,
Hath followed wheresoe'er a way was made
By the blind Goddess, — ruthless, undismayed;
And so hath gained at length a prosperous
height,
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Kound which the elements of worldly
might
Beneath liis haughty feet, like clouds, are
laid.
O joyless power that stands by lawless
force !
Curses are his dire portion, scorn, and hate,
Internai darkness and unquiet breath;
And, if old judgments keep their sacred
oourse,
Him from that height shall Heaven precipitate
By violent and ignominious death.

With new-born hope. ünbounded is the
might
Of martyrdom, and fortitude, and right.
Hark, how thy Country triumphs ! — Smilingly
The Eternal looks upon her sword that
gleams,
Like his own lightning, over mountains
high,
On rampart, and the banks of ali her
streams.

«IS THERE A POWER THAT CAN
SUSTAIN AND CHEER"
1809. 1815
Is there a power that can sustam and cheer
The captive chieftain, by a tyrant's doom,
Forced to descend into his destined tomb-—
A dungeon dark ! where he must waste the
year,
And lie cut oU froni ali his heart holds
dear;
What time his injured country is a stage
Whereon deliberate Valour and the rage
Of righteous Vengeance side by side appear,
Filling from mom to night the heroic scene
With deeds of hope and everlasting
praise: —
Say can he think of this with mmd serene
And silent fetters ? Yes, if visions bright
Shine on his soul, reflected from the days
When he himself was tried in open light.

"IN DUE OBSERVANCE OF AN
ANCIENT RITE"
1810. 1815
In due observance of an ancient rite,
The rude Biscayans, when their chUdren lie
Dead in the sinless time of infancy,
Attire the peaceful corse in vestments
white;
And, in like sign of cloudless triumph
bright,
They bind the imofEending creature's brows
With happy garlands of the pure white
rose;
Then do a festal company imite
In chorai song; and, while the uplifted
cross
Of Jesus goes before, the cliild is borne
Uncovered to his grave: 't is closed, — her
loss
The Mother then mourns, as she needs
must mourn;
But soou, through Christian faith, is grief
subdued;
And joy returns, to brighten fortitude.

"AH! WHERE IS PALAFOX? NOR
TONGUE NOR PEN"
1810. 181S
Ah ! where is Palafox ? Nor tongue nor
pen
Reports of him, his dwelling or his grave !
Does yet the unheard-of vessel ride the
wave ?
Or is she swallowed up, remote from ken
Of pitying human nature ? Once again
Methinks that we shall hail thee, Champion
brave,
Redeemed to bafSe that imperial Slave,
And through ali Enrope cheer desponding
men

FEELINGS OF A NOBLE BISCAYAN AT ONE OF THOSE
FUNERALS
1810. 1815
Yet, yet, Biscayans ! we must meet our
Foes
With firmer soul, yet labour to regain
Our ancient freedom; else 't were worse
than vain
To gather round the bier these festal shows.
A garland fashioned of the pure white rose
Becomes not one whose father is a slave:
Oh, bear the infant covered to his grave !
These venerable mountains now enclose

INDIGNATION OF A HIGH-MINDED SPANIARD
A people sunk in apathy and fear.
If this endure, farewell, for us, ali good !
The awful light of heavenly innocence
Will fail to illuminate the mfant's bier;
And guilt and shame, from which is no
defence,
Descend on ali that issues from our blood.
ON A CELEBRATED EVENT IN
ANCIENT HISTORY
1810. 1815
A Koman Master stands on Grecian
ground,
And to the people at the Isthmian Games
Assembled, He, by a herald's voice, proelaims
The Libekty of Greece: — the words
rebound
Until ali voices in one voiee are drowned;
Glad acclamation by whioh air was rent!
And birds, high-flying in the element,
Dropped to the earth, astonished at the
sornid !
Yet were the thoughtful grieved; and still
that voice
Hauuts, with sad echoes, musing raney's
ear:
Ah ! that a C(mqueror's words should be so
dear:
Ah ! that a hoon could shed such rapturous
joys !
A gift of that which is not to be given
By ali the blended powers of Earth and
Heaven.
UPON THE SAME EVENT
1810. 1815
When, far and wide, swift as the beams
of morn
The tidings past of servitude repealed,
And of that joy which shook the Istlmiian
Field,
The rough iEtolians smiled with bitter
scorn.
" 'T is known," cried they, " that he, who
would adorn
His envied temples with the Isthmian
crown,
Must either win, through effort of his
own,
The prize, or be content to see it worn
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By more deserving brows. — Yet so ye
prop,
Sons bf the brave who fought at Marathon,
Your feeble spirits ! Greece her head hath
bowed,
As if the wreath of liberty thereon
Would fix itself as smoothly as a cloud,
Which, at Jove's will, descends on Pelion's
top."
THE OAK OF GUERNICA
1810. 181S
The ancient oak of Guernica, says Laborde
in his account of Biscay, is a most venerable
natural luonument. Ferdinand and Isabella,
in the year 1476, after hearing mass in the
church of Santa Maria de Ia Antif^ua, repaired
to this tree, under which they swore to the
Biseayans to maintain their fueros (privileges).
What other interest belongs to it in the minds
of this people will appear from the following
SUPPOSED ADDRESS TO THE SAME
Oak of Guernica ! Tree of holier power
Than that which in Dodona did enshrine
(So faith too fondly deemed) a voice divine
Heard from the depths of its aerial
bower —
How canst thou fiourish at this blighting
hour ?
What hope, what joy can sunshine bring to
tbee,
Or the soft breezes from the Atlantic sea,
The dews of morn, or April's tender
shower ?
Stroke merciful and welcome would that be
Which should extend thy branches on the
ground,
If never more within their shady round
Those lofty-minded Lawgivers shall meet,
Peasant and lord, in their appointed seat,
Guardians of Biscay's ancient liberty.
INDIGNATION OF A HIGHMINDED SPANIARD
1810. 1815
We can endure that He should waste our
lands,
Despoil our temples, and by sword and
flame
Return us to the dust from which we came;
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Such food a Tyranfs appetite demands:
And we can brook the thought that by his
hands
Spain may be overpowered, and he possess,
For his delight, a solemn wilderness
Where ali the brave lie dead. But, when
of bands
Which he wül break for us he dares to
speak,
Of benefits, and of a future day
When our enlightened minds shall bless his
sway;
Then, the strained heart of fortitude proves
weak;
Our groans, our blushes, our pale cheeks
declare
That he has power to inflict what we lack
strength to bear.

Which shall not fail, though poor men
cleave with pride
To the patemal floor; or tum aside,
In the thronged city, from the walks of
gain.
As being ali unworthy to detain
A Soul by contemplation sanctifled.
There are who cannot languish in this strife,
Spaniards of every rank, by whom the good
Of such high course was felt and understood;
Who to their Country's cause have bound a
life
Erewhile, by solemn consecration, given
To labour and to prayer, to nature, and to
heaven.

"AVAUNT ALL SPECIOUS
PLIANCY OF MIND"
iSio. 1815
AvaüNT ali speoious pliancy of mind
In men of low degree, ali smooth pretence !
I better like a blunt indifferenee,
And self-respecting slowness, disinclined
To win me at flrst sight: and be there
joined
Patience and temperance with this high
reserve,
Honour that knows the path and will not
swerve;
AfEections, which, if put to proof, are kind;
And piety towards God. Such men of old
Were England's native growth; and,
throughout Spain
(Thanks to high God) forests of such remain:
Then for that Coimtry let our hopes be bold;
For matched with these shall policy prove
vain,
Her arts, her strength, her iron, and her
gold.

THE FRENCH AND THE SPANISH
GUERILLAS
1810. 1815
Hungek, and sultry heat, and nipping blast
From bleak hill-top, and length of march
by night
Through heavy swamp, or over snow-clad
height —
These hardships ill-sustained, these dangers
past,
The roving Spanish Bands are reached at
last,
Charged, and dispersed like foam: but as
a fiight
Of scattered quails by signs do reunite,
So these, — and, heard of once again, are
chased
With combinations of long-practised art
And newly - kindled hope; but they are
fled —
Gone are they, viewless as the buried dead:
Where now ? — Their sword is at the Foeman's heart;
And thus from year to year his walk they
thwart.
And hang like dreams around his guilty bed.

"0'ERWEENING STATESMEN
HAVE FULL LONG RELIED"
1810. 1815
Cerweening Statesmen have full long
relied
On fleets and armies, and externai wealth:
But from within proceeds a Nation's health;

EPITAPHS
TRANSLATED FROM CHIABRERA
l8lO
Those from Chiabrera were chiefly translated when Mr. Coleridge was writing his
Friend, in which periodical my " Essay on
Epitaphs," written about that time, was first

EPITAPHS
pablished. For further notice of Chiabrera,
in connection with his Epitaphs, see " Musings
at Aquapendente."
I
1810. 1837
Weep not, belovèd Friends ! nor let the air
For me with sighs be troubled. Not from
life
Have I been taken; this is genuine life
And this alone — the life jvhich now I live
In peace eternal; where desire and joy
Together move in fellowship without end.—
Francesco Ceni willed that, after death,
His tombstone thus should speak for him.
And snrely
Small cause there is for that fond wish of
onrs
Long to continue in this world; a world
That keeps not faith, nor yet can point a
hope
To good, whereof itself is destitute.
II
1810. 1810
Perhaps some needful service of the State
Drew Titus from the depth of studious
bowers,
And doomed him to contend in faithless
courts,
Where gold determines between right and
wrong.
Yet did at length his loyalty of heart,
And his pure native genius, lead him back
To wait upon the bright and gracious
Muses,
Whom he had early loved. And not in
vain
Such course he held! Bologna'3 learned
schools
Were gladdened by the Sage's voice, and
hung
With fondness on those sweet Nestorian
strains.
There pleasure crowned his days; and ali
his thoughts
A roseate fragrance breathed. — O human
life,
That never art secure from dolorous change !
Behold a high injunction suddenly
To Arno's side hath brought him, and he
charmed
A Tusean audience: but full soon was
called
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To the perpetuai silence of the grave.
Mourn, Italy, the loss of him who stood
A Champion stedfast and invineible.
To quell the rage of literary War !
III
1810. 1810
O Thoü who movest onward with a mind
Intent upon thy way, pause, though in
haste I
'T will be no fruitless moment. I was born
Within Savona's walls, of gentle blood.
On Tiber's banks my youth was dedicate
To sacred studies; and the Koman Shepherd
Gave to my charge Urbino's numerous
flock.
Well did I wateh, much laboured, nor had
power
To escape from many and strange indignities;
Was smitten by the great ones of the
world,
But did not fali; for Virtue braves ali
shocks,
Upon herself resting immoveably.
Me did a kindlier fortune then invite
To serve the glorious Henry, King of
France,
And in his hands I saw a high reward
Stretched out for my acceptance, — but
Death came.
Now, Reader, leam from this my fate, how
false,
How treacherous to her promise, is the
world;
And trust in God — to whose eternal doom
Must bend the sceptred Potentates of earth.
IV
1810. 1815
There never breathed a man who, when
his life
Was closing, might not of that life relate
Toils long and hard. — The warrior will
report
Of woimds, and bright swords flashing in
the field,
And blast of trumpets. He who hath been
doomed
To bow his forehead in the courts of kinga,
Will tell of fraud and never-ceasing hate,
Envy and heart-inquietude, derived
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From intricate cabais of treacherous friends.
I, who on shipboard lived from earliest
youth,
Could represent the countenance horrible
Of the vexed waters, and the indignant
rage
Of Auster and Bootes. Fifty years
Over the well-steered galleys did I rule: —
From huge Pelorus to the Atlantic pillars,
Rises no mountain to mine eyes unknown;
And the broad gulfs I traversed oft and
oft:
Of every cloud which in the heavens might
stir
I knew the force; and hence the rough
sea's pride
Availed not to my Vessel's overthrow.
What noble pomp and frequent have not I
On regai decks beheld ! yet in the end
I learned that one poor moment can suffice
To equalise the lofty and the low.
We sail the sea of life — a Calm One flnds,
And One a Tempest — and, the voyage o'er,
Death is the quiet haven of us ali.
If more of my condition ye wonld know,
Savona was my birth-place, and I sprang
Of noble parents; seventy years and three
Lived I — then yielded to a slow disease.

No — he was One whose memory ought to
spread
VVhere'er Permessus bears an hononred
name.
And live as long as its pure stream shall
flow.
VI
1810. 1815
Destined to war from very infancy
Was I, Roberto Dati, and I took
In Malta the white symbol of the Cross:
Nor in life's vigorous season did I shun
Hazard or toil; among the sands was
seen
Of Libya; and not seldom, on the banks
Of wide Hmigarian Danube, 't was my lot
To hear the sanguinary trumpet sounded.
So lived I, and repined not at such fate:
This only grieves me, for it seems a wrong,
That stripped of arms I to my end am
brought
On the soft down of my paternal home.
Yet haply Amo shall be spared ali cause
To blush for me. Thou, loiter not nor
halt
In thy appointed way, and bear in mind
How fleeting and how frail is human life !

V
1810. 1837
True is it that Ambrosio Salinero
With an untoward fate was long involved
ín odious litigation; and full long,
Fate harder still! had he to endure assaults
Of racking malady. And true it is
That not the less a frank courageous heart
And buoyant spirit triumphed over pain;
And he was strong to follow in the steps
Of the fair Muses. Not a covert path
Leads to the dear Parnassian forest's shade,
That might from him be hidden; not a
track
Mounts to pellucid Hippocrene, but he
Had traeed its windings. — This Savona
knows,
Yet no sepulchral honours to her Son
She paid, for in our age the heart is ruled
Only by gold. And now a simple stone
Inscribed with this memorial here is raised
By his bereft, his lonely, Chiabrera.
Think not, O Passenger ! who read'st the
lines,
That an exceeding love hath dazzled me;

VII
1810. 1837
O FLOWER of ali that springs from gentle
blood,
And ali that generous nurture breeds to
make
Youth amiable; O friend so true of soul
To fair Aglaia; by what envy moved,
Lelius ! has death cut short thy brilliant
day
In its sweet opening ? and what dire mishap
Has from Savona tom her best delight ?
For thee she mourns, nor e'er will eease to
mourn;
And, should the out-pourings of her eyes
suffice not
For her hearfs grief, she will entreat Sebeto
Not to withhold his bounteous aid, Sebeto
Who saw thee, on his margin, yield to
death,
In the chaste arms of thy belovèd Love !
What profit riches ? what does youth avail!
Dust are our hopes; — I, weeping bitterly,

MATERNAL GRIEF
Fenned these sad lines, nor can forbear to
pray
^
That every geutle Spirit hither led
May read them, not without some bitter
tears.
VIII
1810. 1815
Not without heavy grief of heart did He
On whom*the duty fell (for at that time
The father sojourned in a distant land)
Deposit in the hollow of this tomb
A brother's Child, most tenderly beloved !
Francesco was the name the Youth had
borne,
POZZOBONNKLLI his illustrious house;
And, when beneath this stone the Corse
was laid,
The eyes of ali Savona streamed with tears.
Alas ! the twentieth April of his life
Had seareely flowered: and at this early
time,
By genuine virtue he inspired a hope
That greatly cheered his comitry: to his
kin
He promised comfort; and the flattering
thoughts
His friends had in their fondness entertained,
He suffered not to languish or decay.
Now is there not good reason to break
forth
Into a passionate lament ? — O Soul!
Short while a Pilgrim in our nether world,
Do thou enjoy the ealm empyreal air;
And romid this earthly tomb let roses rise,
An everlasting spring ! in memory
Of that delightful fragranee which was
once
From thy mild manners quietly exhaled.
IX
1810. 1815
Paüse, courteous Spirit! — Balbi supplieates
That Thou, with no reluctant Yoice, for
him
Here laid in mortal darkness, wouldst prefer
A prayer to the Redeemer of the world.
This to the dead by sacred right belongs;
Ali else is nothing. — Did oocasion suit
To tell his worth, the marble of this tomb
Would iU suffice: for Plato's lore sublime,
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And ali the wisdom of the Stagyrite,
Enriched and beautified his studious mind:
With Archimedes also he conversed
As with a chosen friend; nor did he leave
Those laureat wreaths uugathered which
the Nymphs
Twine near their loved Permessus.—
Finally,
Himself above each lower thought uplifting.
His ears he clósed to listen to the sougs
Which Sion's Kings did consecrate of old;
And his Permessus found on Lebanon.
A blessèd Man ! who of protraoted days
Made not, as thousands do, a vulgar sleep;
But truly did He live his life. Urbino,
Take pride in him ! — O Passenger, farewell!
MATERNAL GRIEF
i8io. 1842
This was in part an overflow from the Solitary's description of his own and his wife's feelíngs upon the decease of their children. (See
" Excursion," book III.)
Departed Child 1 I could forget thee
once
Though at my bosom nursed; this woeful
gain
Thy dissolution brings, that in my soul
Is present and perpetually abides
A shadow, never, never to be displaced
By the returning substance, seen or touched,
Seen by mine eyes, or clasped in my embrace.
Absence and death how difEer they ! and
how
Shall I admit that nothing can restore
What one short sigh so easily removed ? —
10
Death, life, and sleep, reality and thought,
Assist me, God, their boundaries to know,
O teach me calm submission to thy Will !
The Child she moumed had overstepped
the pale
Of Infancy, but stUl did breathe the air
That sanetifies its confines, and partook
Reflected beams of that celestial light
To ali the Little-ones on sinful earth
Not unvouchsafed — a light that warmed
and cheered
Those several qualities of heart and mind 20
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Which, iii her own blest nature, rooted
deep,
Daily before the Mother's watchful eye,
And not hers only, their peculiar charms
Unfolded, — beauty, for its present self,
And for its promises to future years,
With not unfrequent rapture fondly haUed.
Have you espied upon a dewy lawn
A pair of Leverets each provoking each
To.a continuance of their fearless sport,
Two separate Creatures in their several
gifts
3°
Abouiiding, but so fashioned that, in ali
That Nature prompts them to display,
their looks,
Their starts of motion and their fits of
rest,
An undistinguishable style appears
And oharacter of gladness, as if Spring
Lodged in their innooent bosoms, and the
spirit
Of the rejoicing morning were their own ?
Sueh union, in the lovely Girl maintained
And her twin Brother, had the parent
seen,
Ere, pouncing like a ravenous bird of
prey,
40
Death in a moment parted them, and left
The Mother, in her turns of anguish, worse
Than desolate; for oft-times from the
sound
Of the survivor's sweetest voice (dear child,
He knew it not) and from his happiest
looks,
Did she extract the food of self-reproach,
As one that lived ungrateful for the stay
By Heaven afforded to uphold her maimed
And tottering spirit. And full oft the Boy,
Now first acquainted with distress and
grief,
50
Shrunk from his Mother's presence, shunned
with fear
Her sad approach, and stole away to find,
In his known haunts of joy where'er he
might,
A more congenial object. But, as time
Softened her pangs and reconciled the child
To what he saw, he gradually returned,
Like a scared Bird encouraged to renew
A broken interoourse; and, while his eyes
Were yet with pensive fear and gentie awe
Turned upon her who bore him, she would
stoop
60
To imprint a kiss that lacked not power to
spread

Faint colour over both their pallid cheeks.
And stiUed his tremulous lip. Thus they
were calmed
And cheered; and now together breathe
fresh air
In open fields; and when the glare of day
Is gone, and twilight to the Mother's wish
Befriends the observance, readily they join
In walks whose boundary is the lost One's
grave,
•
Which he with flowers hath planted, finding there
Amusement, where the Mother does not
miss
70
Dear consolation, kneeling on the turf
In prayer, yet blending with that solemu
rite
Of pious faith the vanities of grief;
For such, by pitying Angels and by Spirits
Transferred to regions upon which the
clouds
Of our weak nature rest not, must be
deemed
Those willing tears, and unforbidden sighs,
And ali those tokens of a cherished sorrow,
Which, soothed and sweetened by the
grace of Heaven
As now it is, seems to her own fond heart,
Immortal as the love that gave it being. 81
CHARACTERISTICS OF A CHILD
THREE YEARS OLD
1811. 1815
Written at AUanbank, Grasmere. Picture
of my Daughter Catharine, who died the year
after,
Loving she is, and tractable, though wild;
And Innocence hath privilege in her
To dignify arch looks and laughing eyes;
And feats of cunning; and the pretty round
Of trespasses, afBected to provoke
Mock-chastisement and partnership in play.
And, as a faggot sparkles on the hearth,
Not less if unattended and alone
Than when both young and old sit gathered
round
And take delight in its activity;
Even so this happy Creature of herself
Is all-sufficient, solitude to her
Is blithe society, who fllls the air
With gladness and involuntary songs.
Light are her sallies as the tripping fawn's

EPISTLE
Forth-startled from the fern where she lay
couched;
Unthought-of, unexpected, as the stir
Of the soft breeze ruffling the meadowflowers,
Or from before it chasing wantonly
The many-coloured images imprest
Upon the bosom of a placid lake.
SPANISH GUERILLAS
1811. 1815
They seek, are songht; to daily battle led,
Shrink not, though far outnumbered by
their Foes,
For they have learnt to open and to dose
The ridges of grim war; and at their head
Are captains sueh as erst their country
bred
Or fostered, self-supported chiefs, — like
those
Whom hardy Rome was fearful to oppose;
Whose desperate shock the Carthaginian
fled.
In One who lived unknown a shepherd's
life
Redoubted Viriatus breathes again;
And Mina, nourished in the studious shade,
With that great Leader vies, who, sick of
strife
And bloodshed, longed in quiet to be laid
In some green islaud of the western main.
"THE POWER OF ARMIES IS A
VISIBLE THING"
iSii. 1815
The power of Armies is a visible thing,
Formal, and circumscribed in time and
spaee;
But who the limits of that power shall
trace
,
Which a brave People into light can bring
Or hide, at will, — for freedom combating
By just revenge inflamed ? No foot may
chase,
No eye can foliow, to a fatal place
That power, that spirit, whether on the
wing
Like the strong wind, or sleeping like the
wind
Within its awful caves. — From year to
year
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Springs this indigenons produce far and near;
No craft this subtle element can bind,
Rising like water from the soil, to find
In every nook a lip that it may cheer.
" HERE PAUSE: THE POET
CLAIMS
AT
LEAST ■ THIS
PRAISE"
1811. 1815
Here pause; the poet claims at least this
praise,
That virtuous Liberty hath been the scope
Of his pure song, which did not shrink from
hope
In the worst moment of these evil days;
From hope, the paramomit duty that
Heaven lays.
For its own honour, on man's sufEering heart.
Never may from our souls one truth depart —
That an accursed thing it is to gaze
On prosperous tyrants with a dãzzled eye;
Nor — touched with due abhorrence of íheir
guilt
For whose dire ends tears flow, and blood
is spilt.
And justice labours in extremity —
Forget thy weakness, upon which is built,
O wretched man, the tlione of tyranny !
EPISTLE
TO SIR GEORGE HOWLAND BEAUMONT,
BART.
FROM THE SOUTH-WEST COAST OF CUMBERLAND
181 I. 1842
This poem opened, when first written, with a
paragraph that has been transferred as an introduction to the first series of my Scotch
Memoriais. The journey, of which the first
part is here deseribed, was from Grasraere to
Bootle on the south-west coast of Cumberland,
the whole among mountain roads through a
beautiful country; and we had fine weather.
The Terses end with our breakfast at the head
of Yewdale in a yeoman's house, which, like ali
the other property in that sequestered vale, has
passed or is passing^ into tne hands of Mr.
James Marshall of Monk Coniston, — in Mr.
Knott's, the late owner's, time called Waterhead. Our hostess married a Mr. Oldfield, a lieutenant in the Navy: they lived together for
some time at Hacket, where she still resides aa
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his widow. It was in front of that house, on their own small inheritances) in a state of rethe mountain side, aear which stood the peas- publican equality, a condition favourable to the
ant who, while we were passing at a distance, growth of kindly feelings among them, and in
saluted us, wa-ring a kercMef in her hand as a striking degree exclusive to temptations to
described in the põem. (This matron and her gross vice and scandalous behaviour. As a
husband were then residing at the Hacket. pastor their curate did little or nothing for
The hoase and its inmates are referred to in them; but what could more strikingly set
the fifth book of the Excursion/^ in the pas- forth the efi&cacy of the Church of Éíagland
sage beginning —
through its Ordinances and Liturgy than that,
" You behold,
in spite of the unworthiness of the minister,
High on the breast of yen dark mountain, dark
his church was regularly attended; and, though
With stony barreimess, a sbÍDÍng epeck." — J. C.)
there was not much appearance in his âock of
The dog which we met with soon after our what might be called animated piety, intoxieastarting belonged to Mr. Rowlandson, who for tion was rare, and dissolute morais unknown ?
forty years was curate of Grasmere in place of With the Bible they were for the most part
the rector, who Uved to extreme old age in a well acquainted ; and, as was strikingly shown
State of insanity. Of this Mr. K. much might when they were under affliction, must have
be said both with reference to his character, been supported and comforted by habitual beand the way in which he was regarded by his lief in those truths which it is the aim of the
parishioners. He was a man of robust frame, Church to inculcate. — Loughrigg Tarn. This
had a fírm voice and authoritatiye manner, of beautiful pool and the surrounding scene are
strong natural talents, of which he was hira- minutely described in my little Book on the
self consciousf for he has been heard to say (it Lakes. Sir G. H. Beaumont, in the earlier
grieves me to add) with an oath — " If I had part of his life, was induced, by his love of nabeen brought up at college I should have been ture and the art of painting, to take up his
a bishop." Two vices nsed to struggle in him abode at Old Brathay, about three miles from
for mastery, ararice and the love of strong this spot, 80 that he must have seen it under
drink: but avarice, as is common in like cases, many aspects; and he was so much pleased
always got the better of its opponent; for, with it that he purchased the Tam with a
though he was often intoxicated, it was never, view to build, near it, such a residence as is
I believe, at his own expense. As has been alluded to in this Epistle. Baronets and
said of one in a more exalted station, he would knights were not so common in that day as
take any given quantity. I have heard a story now, and Sir Michael le Fleming, not liking to
of him which is worth the telling. One sum- have a rival in that kind of distinction so near
mer's moming, our Grasmere curate, after a him, claimed a sort of lordship over the terrinight^s carouse in the vale of Langdale, on his tory, and showed dispositions little in unison
return home, having reached a point near with those of Sir G. Beaumont, who was emiwhich the whole of the vale of Grasmere might nently a lover of peace. The project of buildbe seen with the lake immediately below him, ing was in consequence given up, Sir George
stepped aside and sat down on the turf. Âfter retaining possession of the Tarn. Many years
looking for some time at the landscape, then in afterwards a Kendal tradesman born upon its
the perfection of its morning beauty, he ex- banks applied to me for the purchase of it, and
claimed — " Good God, that I should have led accordingly it was sold for the sum that had
so long such a life in such a place I " — This no been g^ven for it, and the money was laid out
doubt was deeply felt by him at the time, but under my direction upon a substantial oak
I am not authorised to say that any noticeable fence for a certain number of yew trees to be
amendment followed. Penuriousness strength- planted in Grasmere churchyard; two were
ened upon him as his body grew feebler with plantedin eachenclosure, with a view to remove,
age. He had purchased property and kept after a certain time, the one which throve the
some land in his own hands, but he could not least. After several years, the stouter plant befind in his heart to lay out the necessary hire ing lef t, the others were taken up and placed in
for labourers at the proper season, and conse- other parts of the same churchyard, and were
quently he has often been seen in half-dotage adequately fenced at the expense and under
i^orking his hay in the month of November by the care of the late Mr. Barber, Mr. Greenmoonlight, a melancholy sight which I myself wood, and myself: the whole eight are now
have witnessed. Notwithstanding ali that has thriving, and are already an ornament to a
been said, this man, on account of his talents place which, during late years, has lost much
and superior education, was looked up to by his of its rustic simplicity by the introduction of
parishioners, who, without a single ezception, iron palisades to fence o£E family buryinglived at that time (and most of them upon grounds, and by numerous monuments, some of

EPISTLE
tbem in very bad taste ; from which this place
of burial was in my memory quite free. íSee
the lines in the sixth book of the " Excursion "
beginning — " Green is the churchyard, beautiful and green." The " Epistle " to which these
notes refer, though written so far back as 1804,
was carefully revised so late as 1842, previous
to its publication. I am loth to add, that it
was never seen by the person to whom it is addressed. So sensible am I of the deficiencies
in ali that I write, and so far does everything
that I attempt fali short of what I wish it
to be, that even private publication, if such a
term may be allowed, requires more resolution
than I can command. I have written to give
vent to my own mind, and not without hope
that, some time or other, kindred minds might
benefit by my labours: but I am inclined to
believe I should never have ventured to send
forth any verses of miue to the world if it had
not been done on the pressure of personal
occasions. Had I been a rich man, my productions, like this "Epistle," the tragedy of the
"Borderers," etc., would most íikely have
been confíned to manuscript.
Far from our home by Grasmere's quiet
Lake,
From the Vale's peace which ali her fields
partake,
Here on the bleakest point of Cumbria's
shore
We sojourn stumied by Ocean's ceaseless
roar;
While, day by day, grim neighbour 1 huge
Black Comb
Frowns deepening visibly his native gloom,
ünless, perchance rejecting in despite
What on the Plain we have of warmth and
light,
In his own storms he hides himself from
sight.
Rough is the time; and thoughts, that
would be free
lo
From heaviness, oft fly, dear Friend, to
thee;
Turn from a spot where neither sheltered
road
Nor hedge-row sereen invites my steps
abroad;
Where one poor Plane-tree, having as it
might
Attained a stature twice a tall man's height,
Hopeless of further growth, and brown and
sere
Through half the snmmer, stands with top
cut sheer,

395

Like an nnshifting weathercock which
proves
How cold the quarter that the wind best
loves,
Or like a Centinel that, evermore
20
Darkening the window, iU defends the door
Of this uniinished house — a Fortress bare,
Where strength has been the Builder's only
care;
Whose rugged walls may still for years
demand
The final polish of the Plasterer's hand.
— This D welling's Inmate more than three
weeks space
And oft a Prisoner in the cheerless place,
I — of whose tonch the fiddle would oomplain,
Whose breath would labour at the flute in
vain,
In musie ali imversed, nor blessed with
skill
30
A bridge to copy, or to paint a mill,
Tired of my books, a soanty company !
And tired of listening to the boisterous
sea —
Pace between door and window muttering
rhyme,
An old resource to cheat a froward time !
Though these dull hours (mine is it, or their
shame ?)
Would tempt me to renounce that humble
aim.
— But if there be a Muse who, free to take
Her seat upon Olympus, doth forsake
Those heights (like Phoebus when his
golden loeks
40
He veiled, attendant on Thessalian flocks)
And, in disguise, a Milkmaid with her pail
Trips down the pathways of some winding
dale;
Or, like a Mermaid, warbles on the shores
To fishers mending nets beside their doors;
Or, Pilgrim-like, on forest moss reclined,
Gives plaintive ditties to the heedless wind,
Or listens to its play among the boughs
Above her head and so forgets her vows —
If such a Visitant of Earth there be
50
And she would deign this day to smile on
me
And aid my verse, content w^ith local boimds
Of natural beauty and life's daily rounds,
Thoughts, chances, sights, or doings, which
we tell
Without reserve to those whom we love
well —
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Then haply, Beaumont! words in current
clear
Will flow, and on a welcome page appear
Duly before thy sight, unless they perish
here.
What shall I treat of ? News from Mona's
Isle ?
Such have we, but unvaried in its style; 6o
No tales of Runagates fresh landed, whenee
And wherefore fugitive or on what preteiice;
Of feasts, or scandal, eddying like the wind
Most restlessly aliye when most conflned.
Ask not of me, whose tongue can best
appease
The mighty tumults of the House of Keys;
The ]ast year's cup whose Ram or Heifer
gained,
What slopes are planted, or what mosses
drained:
An eye of fancy only can I cast
On that proud pageant now at hand or
past,
70
When full flve hundred boats in trim array,
With nets and sails outspread and streamers
gay,
And ehanted hymns and stiller voioe of
prayer,
For the old Manx-harvest to the Deep repair,
Soon as the herring-shoals at distance shine
Like beds of moonlight shifting on the brine.
Mona from our Abode is daily seen,
But with a wilderness of waves between;
And by conjecture only can we speak
Of aught transaeted there in bay or creek;
No tidings reach us thence from town or
field,
81
Only faint news her mountain sunbeams
yield,
And some we gather from the misty air,
And some the hovering clouds, our telegraph,
declare.
Bnt these poetic mysteries I withhold;
For Fancy hath her fits both hot and cold,
And should the colder íit with You be on
When You might read, my credit would be
gone.
Let more substantial themes the pen
engage,
And nearer interests culled from the opening stage
90
Of our migration. — Ere the welcome dawn
Had from the east her silver star withdrawn,

The Wain stood ready, at our Cottage-door,
Thoughtf ully f reighted with a various store;
And long or ere the uprising of the Sun
0'er dew-damped dust our journey was
begun,
A needful journey, imder favouring skies,
Through peopled Vales; yet something in
the guise
Of those old Patriarchs when from weU to
well
They roamed through Wastes where now
the tented Arabs dwell.
n»
Say first, to whom did we the charge
coníide,
Who promptly undertook the Wain to guide
Up many a sharply-twining road and down.
And over many a wide hill's craggy crown,
Through the quick turns of many a hollow
nook,
And the rough bed of many an unbridged
brook ?
A blooming Lass — who in her better hand
Bore a light switch, her sceptre of command
When, yet a slender Girl, she often led,
Skilful and bold, the horse and burthened
slcd
iio
From the peat-yielding Moss on Gowdar's
head.
What could go wrong with such a Charioteer
For goods and chattels, or those Infants
dear,
A Pair who smilingly sate side by side,
Our hope conflrming that the salt-sea tide
Whose f ree embraces we were bound to seek,
Would their lost strength restore and
freshen the pale cheek ?
Such hope did either Parent entertain
Pacing behind along the sUent lane.
Blithe hopes and happy musings soon
took flight,
120
For Io ! an uncouth melancholy sight —
On a green bank a creature stood forlorn
Just half protruded to the light of morn,
Its hinder part concealed by hedge-row
thorn
The Figure called to mind a beast of prey
Stript of its frightful powers by slow decay.
And, though no longer upon rapine bent,
Dim memory keeping of its old intent.
We started, looked again with anxious eyes.
And in that griesly object recognise
130
The Curate's Dog — his long-tried friend,
for they,
As well we knew, together had grown
grey.
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The Master died, his drooping servanfs
grief
Found at the Widow's feet some sad relief;
Yet still he lived in pining discontent,
Sadness which no indulgence could prevent;
Hence whole day wanderings, broken
nightly sleeps
And lonesome watch that out of doors he
keeps;
Not oftentimes, I trust, as we, poor brute !
Espied him on his legs sustained, blank,
mute,
140
And of ali visible motion destitute,
So that the very heaving of his breath
Seemed stopt, though by some other power
than death.
Long as we gazed upon the form and face,
A mild domestic pity kept its place,
Unscared by thronging fancies of strange
hue
That haunted us in spite of what we knew.
Even now I sometimes think of him as lost
In second-sight appearances, or crost
By spectral shapes of guilt, or to the ground,
On which he stood, by spells unnatural
bound,
151
Like a gaunt shaggy Porter forced to
wait
In days of old romance at Archimago's
gate.
Advancing Summer, Nature's law fulmied,
The choristers in every grove had stilled;
But we, we lacked not music of our own,
For lightsome Fanny had thus early thrown,
Mid the gay prattle of those infant tongues,
Some notes prelusive, from the ronnd of
songs
With which, more zealous than the liveliest
bird
160
That in wild Arden's brakes was ever heard,
Her work and her work's partners she can
cheer,
The whole day long, and ali days of the
year.
Thus gladdened from our own dear Vale
we pass
And soon approach Diana's Looking-glass !
To Eoughrigg-tarn, ronnd clear and bright
as heaven,
Such name Italian fancy would have given,
Ere on its banks the few grey cabins rose
That yet disturb not its concealed repose
More than the feeblest wind that idly
blows.
170
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Ah, Beaumont! when an opening m the
road
Stopped me at once by charm of what it
showed,
The encircling region vividly exprest
Within the mirror's depth, a world at rest —
Sky streaked with purple, grove and craggy
lield.
And the smooth green of many a pendent
field.
And, quieted and soothed, a torrent small,
A little daring would-be waterfall,
One chimney smoking and its azure wreath,
Associate ali in the calm Pool beneath, 180
With here and there a faint imperfect
gleam
Of water-lilies veUed in misty steam —
What wonder at this hour of stUlness deep,
A shadowy link 'tween wakefulness and
sleep,
When Nature's self, amid such blending,
seeins
To render visible her own soft dreams,
If, mixed with what appeared of rock,
lawn, wood,
Fondly embosomed in the tranquil flood,
A glinmse I caught of that Abode, by
Thee
Designed to rise in humble privacy,
190
A lowly Dwelling, here to be outspread,
Like a small Hamlet, with its bashful head
Half hid in native trees. Alas 't is not,
Nor ever was.; I sighed, and left the spot
Unconscious of its own untoward lot.
And thought in silence, with regret too keen,
Of unexperienced joys that might have
been;
Of neighbourhood and intermingling arts.
And golden summer days uniting cheerfui
hearts.
But time, irrevocable time, is flown.
20a
And let us utter thanks for blessings sown
And reaped — what hath been, and what is,
our own.
Not far we travelled ere a shout of glee,
Startling us ali, dispersed my reverie;
Such shout as many a sportive echo meeting
Oft-times from Alpine chálets sends a
greeting.
Whence the blithe hail ? behold a Peasant
stand
On high, a kerchief waving in her hand !
Not unexpectant that by early day
Our little Band would thrid this mountain
way,
21»
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Before her cottage on the bright hill side
She hath advanoed with hope to be descried.
Right gladly answering signals we displayed,
Moving along a tract of morning shade,
And vocal wishes sent of like good will
To our kind Friend high on the sunny hill —
Luminous region, fair as if the prime
Were tempting ali astir to look aloft or
climb;
Only the centre of the shining cot
With door left open makes a gloomy spot,
Emblem of those dark corners sometimes
found
221
Within the happiest breast on earthly
ground.
Rich prospect left behind of stream and
vale,
And mountain-tops, a barren ridge we scale;
Descend, and reach, in Yewdale's depths,
a plain
With haycoeks studded, striped with
yellowing grain —
An area levei as a Lake and spread
Under a rock too steep for man to tread,
Where sheltered from the north and bleak
northwest
Aloft the Raven hangs a visible nest, 230
Fearless of ali assaults that would her
brood molest.
Hot sunbeams fill the steaming vale; but
hark,
At our approach, a jealous watch-dog's
bark,
Noise that brings forth no liveried Page of
state,
But the whole household, that our coming
wait.
With Young and Old warm greetings we
exchange,
And jocund smiles, and toward the lowly
Grange
Press forward by the teasing dogs unseared.
Entering, we find the moming meai prepared:
239
So down we sit, though not till eaeh had cast
Pleased looks around the delicate repast —
Rich cream,and snow-white eggs fresh from
the nest,
With amber honey from the mountain's
breast;
Strawberries from lane or woodland, ofEering wild
Of children's industry, in hillocks piled;
Cakes for the nonce, and butter fit to lie
Upon a lordly dish; frank hospitality

Where simple art with boimteous nature
vied,
And cottage comfort shunned not seemly
pride.
Kind Hostess ! Handmaid also of the
feast,
25c
If thou be lovelier than the kindling East,
Words by thy presença imrestrained may
speak
Of a perpetuai dawn from brow and cheek
Instinct with light whose sweetest promise
lies,
Ne ver retiring, in thy large dark eyes,
Dark but to every gentle feeling true,
As if their lustre flowed from ether's purest
blue.
Let me not ask what tears may have been
wept
By those bright eyes, what weary vigils kept,
Beside that hearth what sighs may have
been heaved
260
For wounds inflicted, nor what toil relieved
By fortitude and patience, and the grace
Of heaven in pity visiting the place.
Not unadvisedly those secret springs
I leave unsearched: enough that memory
clings,
Here as elsewhere, to notices that make
Their own significance for hearts awake.
To rural incidents, whose genial powers
Filled with delight three summer moming
hours.
More could my pen report of grave or gay
That through our gipsy travei cheered the
way;
But, bursting forth above the waves, the Sun
Laughs at m^ pains, and seems to say, " Be
Yet, Beaumont, thou wUt not, I trust, reprove
This humble ofEering made by Truth to
Love,
Nor chide the Muse that stooped to break
a spell
Which might have else been on me yet: —
Fakewell.
UPON PERUSING THE FOREGOING EPISTLE THIRTY YEARS AFTER ITS COMPOSITION
1841. 1842
SooN did the Almighty Giver of ali rest
Take those dear young Ones to a fearless
nest;

INSCRIPTIONS
And iii Death's arms lias long reposed the
Friend
For whom this simple Register was penned.
Thanks to the moth that spared it for our
eyes;
And Strangers even the slighted Scroll may
prize,
Moved by the touch of kindred sympathies.
For — save the calm, repentanee sheds o'er
strife
Raised by remembrances of misused life,
Thelight frompast endeavourspurely willed
And by Heaven's favour happily fulfilled;
Save hope that we, yet bound to Earth, may
share
The joys of the Departed — what so fair
As blameless pleasure, not without some
tears,
Eeviewed through Love's transparent veil
of years ?
UPON THE SIGHT OF A BEAUTIFUL PICTURE
PAINTED BY SIR G. H. BEAUMONT, BART.
i8ri. 1815
This was written when we dwelt in the Parsonage at Grasmere. The principal features of
the pictnre are Bredon Hill and Cloud Hill near
Coleorton. I shall never forget the happy feeling with which my lieart was iilled when I was
impelled to compose this Sonnet. We resided
only two years in this honso ; and during the
last half of the time, whicli was after this
poem had been written, we lost our two children, Thomas and Catharine. Our sorrow upon
these eyents often hronght it to my mind, and
cast me upon the support to which the last line
of it gives expression —
" The appropriate calm of blest eternity."
It is scarcely necessary to add that we still
possess the Picture.
Praised be the Art whose subtle power
eould stay
Yon cloud, and fix it in that glorious shape;
Nor would permit the thín smoke to escape,
Nor those bright sunbeams to forsake the
day;
Which stopped that band of travellers on
their way,
Ere they were lost within the shady wood;
And showed the Bark upon the glassy flood
For ever anchored in her sheltering bay.
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Soul-soothing Art ! whom Morning, Noontide, Even,
Do serve with ali their changeful pageantry;
Thou, with ambition modest yet sublime,
Here, for the sight of mortal mau, hast
given
To one brief moment caught from fleeting
time
The appropriate calm of blest etemity.
INSCRIPTIONS
IN THE GROUNDS OF COLEORTON, THE
SEAT OF SIR GEORGE BEAUMONT, BART.,
LEICESTERSHIRE
1808. 1815
In the grounds of Coleorton these verses are
engraved on a stone placed near the Tree,
which was thriving and spreading when I saw
it in the summer of 1841.
The embowering rose, the acacia, and the
pine,
Will not imwillingly their place resign;
If but the Cedar thrive that near them
stands,
Planted by Beaumonfs and by Wordsworth's hands.
One wooed the silent Art with studious
pains:
These groves have heard the Other's pensive strains;
Devoted thus, their spirits did unite
By interchange of knowledge and delight.
May Nature's kindliest powers sustain the
Tree,
And Love protect it from ali injury !
And when its potent branches, wide outthrown,
Darken the brow of this memorial Stone,
Here may some Painter sit in future
days,
Some future Poet meditate his lays;
Not mindless of that distant age renowned
When Inspiration hovered o'er this ground,
The haunt of him who sang how spear and
shield
In civil conflict met on Bosworth-field;
And of that famous Youth, full soon removed
From earth, perhaps by Shakspeare's self
approved,
Fletcher's Associate, Jonson's Friend beloved.
J
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IN A GARDEN OF SIR GEORGE BEAUMONT, BART.
181I. 181S
This Niche is in the sandstone-rock in the
■winter-garden at Coleorton, which gfarden, as
has been elsewhere said, was made under
our direction out of an old unsightly quarry.
While the labourers were at work, Mrs.
Wordsworth, my Sister, and I used to amuse
ourselves oceasionally in scooping this seat out
of the soft stone. It is of the size, with something of the appearance, of a Stall io a Cathedral. This inscription is not engraven, as the
former and the two foUowing are, in the
grounds.
Oft is the medal faithful to its trust
When temples, columns, towers, are laid in
dust;
And 't is a common ordinance of fate
That thuigs obscure and small outlive the
great:
Hence, when yon mansion and the flowery
trim
Of this fair garden, and its alleys dim,
And ali its stately trees, are passed away,
This little Niche, unconscious of decay,
Perchance may still survive. And be it
known
That it was scooped within the living
stone, —
Not by the sluggish and ungrateful pains
Of labonrer plodding for his daily gains,
But by an industry that wrought in love;
With help from female hands, that proudly
strove
To aid the work, what time these walks
and bowers
Were shaped to cheer dark winter's lonely
hours.
WRITTEN AT THE REQUEST OF SIR GEORGE
BEAUMONT, BART., AND IN HIS NAME,
FOR AN URN, PLACED BY HIM AT THE
TERMINATION OF A NEWLY-PLANTED
AVENUE, IN THE SAME GROUNDS
1808. 1815
Ye Lime-trees, ranged before this hallowed
Urn,
Shoot forth with lively power at Spring's
retnrn;
And be not slow a stately growth to rear
Of pillars, branching oíf from year to year.

Till they have leamed to frame a darksome
aisle; —
That may reeall to mind that awful Pile
Where Reynolds, 'mid our country's noblest
dead,
In the last sanctity of fame is laid.
— There, thongh by right the exeelUng
Painter sleep
Where Death and Glory a joint sabbath
keep,
Yet not the less his Spirit would hold
dear
Self-hidden praise, and Friendship's private tear:
Hence, on my patrimonial grounds, have I
Raised this frail tribute to his memory;
From youth a zealous foliower of the Art
That he professed; attached to him in
heart;
Admiring, loving, and with grief and pride
Feeling what England lost when Reynolds
died.
FOR A SEAT IN THE GROVES OF
COLEORTON
181I. 1815
Beneath yon eastern ridge, the craggy
bound,
Rugged and high, of Charnwood's forest
ground
Stand yet, but, Stranger ! hidden from thy
view,
The ivied Ruins of forlorn Grace Dieu;
Erst a religious House, which day and night
With hymns resoimded, and the chanted
rite:
And when those rites had ceased, the Spot
gave birth
To honourable Men of various worth:
There, on the margin of a streamlet wild,
Did Francis Beaumont sport, an eager
child;
There, under shadow of the neighbouring
rocks,
Sang youthful tales of shepherds and their
flocks;
Unconscious prelude to heroic themes,
Heart - breaking tears, and melancholy
dreams
Of slighted love, and scorn, and jealous
rage,
With which his genius shook the buskined
stage.

WATER.-FOWL
Communities are lost, and Empires die,
And things of holy use unhallowed lie;
They perish; — but the Intellect can raise,
From airy words alone, a Pile that ne'er
decays.
SONG FOR THE SPINNING
WHEEL
FOUNDED UPON A BELIEF PREVALENT
AMONG THE PASTORAL VALES OF
WESTMORELAND
1812. 1820
The belief on whieh this ia fonnded I have
often iieard expressed by an old neighbour of
Grasmere.
SwiFTi-Y turn the murmuring wheel !
Night has brought the welcome hour,
When the weary fingers feel
Help, as if from faery power;
Dewy night o'ershades the ground;
Turn the swift wheel round and round !
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Modest her mien; and she, whose thoughts
keep pace
With gentleness, in that becoming way
Will thank you. Faultless does the Maid
appear;
No disproportion in her soul, no strife:
But, when the closer view of wedded life
Hath shown that nothing human can be
clear
From frailty, for that insight may the Wife
To her indulgent Lord become more deax.

WATER-FOWL
OBSERVED FREQUENTLY OVER THE
LAKES OF RYDAL AND GRASMERE
1812. 1827
" Let me be allowed the aid of verse to describe the evolutions whicli these visitants
sometimes perform, on a fine day towards the
dose of winter." — Extract from the Author^s
Book on the Lakes.
Mark how the feathered tenants of the
Now, beneath the starry sky,
flood,
Couch the widely-seattered sheep; —
With grace of motion that might scarcely
Ply the pleasant laboiir, ply !
seem
For the spindle, while they sleep,
Inferior to angelical, prolong
Runs with speed more smooth and fine,
Their curious pastime ! shaping in mid air
Gathering up a trustier line.
(And sometimes with ambitious wing that
soars
Short-lived likings may be bred
High as the levei of the mountain-tops)
By a glance from fickle eyes;
A eircuit ampler than the lake beneath —
But true love is like the .thread
Their own domain; but ever, while intent
Whieh the kindly wool supplies,
On tracing and retraeing that large round,
When the floeks are ali at rest
Their jubilant activity evolves
Sleeping on the mountain's breast.
Hundreds of curves and circlets, to and fro,
Upward and downward, progress intricate
Yet vuiperplexed, as if one spirit swayed
COMPOSED ON THE EVE OF THE Their indefatigable flight. 'T is done —
MARRIAGE OF A FRIEND IN Ten times, or more, I faneied it had
THE VALE OF GRASMERE
ceased;
But Io ! the vanished company again
i8r2. 1815
Ascending; they approach—I hear their
What need of clamorous bells, or ribands
wings,
Faint, faint at first; and then an eager
gay,
These humble nuptials to proelaim or
sound,
grace ?
Past in a moment — and as faint again !
Angels of love, look down upon the plaee; They tempt the sun to sport amid their
Shed on the chosen vale a sim-bright day !
plumes;
Yet no proud gladness would the Bride They tempt the water, or the gleaming ice,
display
To show them a fair image; 't is themselves,
Even for such promise: — serious is her Their own fair forms, upon the glimmering
face.
plain.
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VIEW FROM THE TOP OF BLACK COMB

Painted more soft and fair as they descend
Almost to touch; — then up again aloft,
Up with a sally and a flash of speed,
As if they scorned both resting-place and
rest!
VIEW FROM THE TOP OF BLACK
COMB
1813. 1815
Mrs. Wordsworth and I, as mentioned in the
Epistle to Sir Q. Beaumont," lived Bome time
uuder its shadow.

In depth, in height, in circnit, how serene
The spectacle, how pure I — Of Nature's
works,
30
In earth, and air, and earth-embracing sea,
A revelation infinite it seems;
Display august of man's inheritance,
Of Britain's calm felicity and power !

WRITTEN WITH A SLATE PENCIL ON A STONE, ON THE SIDE
OF THE MOUNTAIN OF BLACK
COMB
1813. 1815
This Height a ministering Angel might
The circumstance alluded to at the conclusion of these verses was told me by Dr. Satselect:
For from the summit of Black Comb terthwaite, who was Incumbent of Bootle, a
small town at the foot of Black Comb. He had
(dread name
particulars from one of the engineers wlio
Derived from clouds and storms !) the the
was employed in making trigonometrical suramplest range
reys of that region.
Of unobstruoted prospect may be seen
That British ground commands: — low Stay, bold Adventnrer; rest awhile thy
dusty traets,
limbs
Where Trent is nnrsed, far southward ! On this commodious Seat! for much reCambrian hills
mains
To the south-west, a multitudinous show;
Of hard ascent before thou reach the top
And, in a line of eye-sight linked with Of this hnge Eminence, — from blackness
these,
named,
The hoary peaks of Scotland that give birth And, to far-travelled storms of sea and
To Tiviot's stream, to Annan, Tweed, and
land,
Clyde:—
10 A favourite spot of tournament and war !
Crowding the quarter whence the snn comes But thee may no such boisterous visitants
forth
Molest; may gentle breezes fan thy brow;
Gigantio mountains rough with crags; be- And neither cloud conoeal, nor misty air
neath,
Bedim, the grand terraqueous spectacle,
Right at the imperial station's western base From centre to circumference, miveiled !
Main oeean, breaking audibly, and stretched Know, if thou grudge not to prolong thy
Far into silent regions blue and pale; —
rest,
And visibly engirding Mona's Isle
That on the summit whither thou art bound,
That, as we left the plain, before our sight A geographic Labourer pitched his tent,
Stood lUce a lofty mount, uplifting slowly
With books supplied and instruments of
(Above the convex of the watery globe)
art,
Into clear view the cultured flelds that To measure height and distance; lonely
streak
20
task,
Her habitable shores, but now appears
Week after week pursued ! — To him was
A dwindled objeot, and submits to lie
given
At the spectator's feet. — Yon aznre ridge, Full many a glimpse (but sparingly beIs it a perishable cloud ? Or there
stowed
Do we behold the line of Erin's coast ?
On timid man) of líature's processes
Land sometimes by the roving shepherd- Upon the exalted hills. He made report
swain
That once, while there he plied his studious
(Like the bright confines of another world)
work
Not doubtfully perceived. — Look home- Within that canvas Dwelling, colours,
ward now !
lines.
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And the whole surface of the out-spread
map,
Became invisible: for ali around
Had darkness fallen — uiithreatened, unproclaimed —
As if the golden day itself had been
Extinguished in a moment; total gloom,
In which he sate alone, with unclosed eyes,
üpon the blinded mountain's silent top !
NOVEMBER 1813
1813. 1815
Now that ali hearts are glad, ali faces
bright,
Our aged Sovereign sits, to the ebb and flow
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Of states and kingdoms, to their joy or
woe, •
Insensible. He sits deprived of sight,
And lamentably wrapt in twofold night,
Whom no weak hopes deceived; whose
mind ensued,
Through perilous war, with regai fortitude,
Peace that should claim respect from lawless Might.
Dread King of Kings, vouchsafe a ray
divine
To his forlorn condition ! let thy grace
Upon his inner soul in mercy shine;
Permit his heart to kindle, and to embrace
(Though it were only for a momentos space)
The triumphs of this hour; for thev are
Tiiink !

THE EXCURSION
1795-1814. 1814
Something must now be said of this poem, but chiefly, as has been done through the whole of
these notes, with reference to my personal friends, and especially to her who has perseveringly
taken them down from my dictation. Towards the dose of the first book stand the lines that
were first written, beginning, Nine tedious years," and ending, " Last human tenant of these
ruined walls." These were composed in *95 at Racedown; and for several passages describing
the employment and demeanour of Margaret during her afflictlon, I was indebted to observations
made in Dorsetshire, and afterwards at Alfoxden in Somersetshire, where I resided in '97 and
'98. The lines towards the conclusion of the fourth book — beginning, "For, the man, who, in
this spirit," to the words " intellectual soul" — were in order of time composed the next, either
at Racedown or Alfoxden, 1 do not remember which. The rest of the poem was written in the
vale of Grasmere, chiefly during our residence at Allan Bank. The long poem on my own education was, together with many minor poems, composed while we lived at the cottage at Townend. Perhaps my purpose of giving an additional interest to these my poems in the eyes of ray
nearest and dearest friends may be promoted by saying a few words upon the charaeter of the
Wanderer, the Solitary,and the Pastor, and some other of the persons introduced. And first, of
the principal one, the Wanderer. My lamented friend Southey (for this is written a monthafter
his decease) used to say that had he been bom a papist, the course of life which would in ali
probability have been his was the one for which he was most fitted and most to his mind, — that
of a Benedictine monk in a convent, furnished, as many once were and some still are, with an inexhaustible library. BooJcs, as appears from many passages in his writings, and as was evident
to those who had opportunities of observing his daily life, were in fact his passion; and wandering, I can with truth a£B.rm, was mine; but this propensity in me was happily counteracted by
inability from want of fortune to fulfil my wishes. But, had I been born in a class which would
have deprived me of what is called a liberal education, it is not unlikely that, being strong in
body, I should have taken to a way of life such as that in which my Pedlar passed the greater
part of his days. At ali events, I am here called upon freely to acknowledge that the character
I have represented in his person is chiefly an idea of what I fancied my own character might
have become in his circumstances. Nevertheless, much of what he says and does had an externai
existence that fell under my own youthful and subsequent observation. An individual named
Patrick, by birth and education a Scotchman, followed this humble occupation for many years,
and afterwards settled in the town of Kendal. He married a kinswoman of my wife's, and her
sister Sarah was brought up from her ninth year under this good man's roof. My own imaginations I was happy to find clothed in reality, and fresh ones suggested, by what she reported of
this man's tendemess of heart, his strong and pure imagination, and his solid attainments in liter*
ature, chiefly religious whether in prose or verse. At Hawkshead also, while I was a schoolboy,
there oceasionally resided a Packman (the name then generally giv«n to perscns of this calling)
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with whora I had frequent conversations upon what had befallen him, and what he had observed,
durÍDg his wanderíng^ life; and, as was natural, we took much to each other: and, upon the subject of Pedlarism in general, as ihen followed, and its favourableness to an intimate knowledge
of human concerns, not nierely among the humbler classes of society, I need say nothing here in
addition to what is to be found in the " Excursion,** and a note attached to it. Now for the
Solitary. Of him I have much less to say. Not long after we took up our abode at Grasmere,
carne to reside there, from what motive I either never knew or have forgotten, a Scotchman a
little past the middle of life, who had for many years been chaplain to a Highland regiment. He
was in no respect, as far as I know, an interesting character, though in his appearance there was
a good deal that attracted attention, as if he had been shattered in fortune and not happy in
mind. Of his quondam position I availed myself, to conneet with the Wanderer, also a ^otchman, a character suitable to my purpose, the elements of which I drew from several persons with
whom I had been connected, and who fell under my observation during frequent residences in
London at the begiuning of the French lievolution. The chief of these was, one may now say,a Mr.
Fawcett, a preacher at a dissenting meeting-house at the Old Jewry. It happened to me several
times to be one of his congregation through my connection with Mr. Nicholson of Cateaton Street,
who at that time, when I had not many acquaintances in London, used often to invite me to dine
with him on Sundays; and I took that opportunity (Mr. N. being a dissenter) of going to hear
Fawcett, who was an able and eloquent man. He published a poem on war, which had a good
deal of merit, and made me think more about him than I should otherwise have done. But his
Christianity was probably never very deeply rooted; and, like many others in those times of like
showy talents, he had not strength of character to withstand the effects of the French Revolution, and of the wild and lax opinions which had done so much towards producing it, and far
more in carrying it forward in its extremes. Poor Fawcett, I have been told, became pretty
much such a person as I have described; and early disappeared from the stage, having fallen
into habits of intemperance, which I have heard (though I will not answer for the fact) hastened
his death. Of him I need say no more : there were many like him at that time, which the world
will never be without, but which were more numerous then for reasons too obvious to be dwelt
upon.
To what is said of the Pastor in the poem I have little to add, but what may be deemed superfluous. It lias ever appeared to me higlily favourable to the beneficiai iníluence of the
Church of England upon ali gradations and classes of society, that the patronage of its beneíices
is in numerous instances attached to the estates of noble familifs of ancient gentry; and accordingly I am gratified by the opportunity afforded me in the " Excursion," to pourtray the character of a country clergyman of more than ordinary talents, born and bred in the upper ranks of
society 80 as to partake of their refinements, and at the same time brought by his pastoral office
and his love of rural life into intimate connection with the peasantry of his native district. To
illustrate the relation which in my mind this Pastor bore to the Wanderer, and the resemblance
between them, or rather the points of community in their nature, I likened one to an oak and
the other to a sycamore; and, having here referred to this comparison, I need only add» I had
no one individual in my mind, wishing rather to embody this idea than to break in upon the
simplicity of it, by traits of individual character or of any peculiarity of opinion.
And now for a few words upon the scene where these interviews and conversations are supposed to occur. The scene of the first book of the poem is, I must own, laid in a tract of country not sufficiently near to that which soou comes into view in the second book, to agree with the
fact. Ali that relates to Margaret and the ruined cottage, etc., was taken from observations
made in the south-west of England, and certainly it would require more than seven-league boots
to stretch in one moming from a common in Somersetshire or Dorsetshire to the heights of Furness Fells and the deep valleys they embosom. For thus dealing with space I need make, I
trust, no apology, but my friends may be amused by the truth. In the poem, I suppose that
the Pedlar and I ascended from a plain country up the vale of Langdale, and struck o£B a good
way above the chapei to the western síde of the vale. We ascended the hill and thence looked
down upon the circular recess in which lies Blea-Tarn, chosen by the Solitary for his retreat.
After we quit his cottage, passing over a low ridge we descend into another vale, that of Little
Langdale, towards the head of which stands, embowered or partly shaded by yews and other
trees, something between a cottage and a mansion or gentleman's house such as they once were
in this country. This I convert into the Parsonage, and at the same time, and as by the waving
of a magic wand, I turn the comparatively confined vale of Langdale, its Tam, and the rude
chapei which once adorned the valley, into the stately and comparatively spacious vale of Grasmere, its Lake, and its ancient Parish Church; and upon the side of Loughrigg Fell, at the foot
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of the Lake, and looking down upon it and the whole vale and its encompassing' mountains, the
Pastor is supposed by me to stand, when at sunset lie addresses his coropanions iuwords which 1
hope my readers will remember, or I sHould not have taken the trouble of giving so much iu
detail the materiais on which my mind actually worked. Now for a few particulars of fact respecting the persons whose stories are told or characters are described by the different speakers.
To Marg-aret I have already alluded. I will add here, that the lines beginning, " She was a
woman of a steady mind," faithfully delineate, as far as they go, the character possessed in
common by many women whom it has been my happiness to know in humble life; and that
seTeral of the most touching things which she is represeiited as saying and doing are taken from
actual observation of the distresses and trials under which different persons were suffering, some
of them strangers to me, and others daily under my notice. I was bom too late to have a distinct remembrance of the origin of the American war, but the statein which I represent Robert's
mind to be I had frequent opportunities of observing at the commencement of our rupture with
France in '93, opportunities of which I availed myself in the story of the Female Vagrant as
told ia the poem on Guilt and Sorrow." The account given by the Solitary towards the dose
of the second book, in ali that belongs to the character of the Old Man, was taken from a
Grasmere pauper, who was boarded in the last house quitting the vale on the road to Ambleside : the character of his hostess, and ali that befell the poor man upon the mountain, belong
to Paterdale : the woman I knew well; her name was
J
, and she was exactly such
a person as I describe. The ruins of the old chapei, among which the man was found lying,
may yet be traced, and stood upon the ridge that divides Paterdale from Boardale and Martindale, having been placed there for the convenience of both districts. The glorious appearance
disclosed above and among the mountains was described partly from what my friend Mr. Luff,
who then lived in Paterdale, witnessed upon that melancholy occasion, and partly from what
Mrs. Wordsworth and I had seen in company with Sir George and Lady Beaumont above Hartshope Hall on our way from Paterdale to Ambleside.
And now for a few words upon the Church, its Monuments, and the Deceased who are spoken
of as lying in the surrounding churchyard. But first for the one picture, given by the Pastor
and the Wanderer, of the Living. In this nothing is introduced but what was taken from nature
and real life. The cottage is called Hacket, and stands as described on the southern extremity
of the ridge which separates the two Langdales: the pair who inhabiced it were called Jonathan
and Betty Yewdale. Once when our children were ill, of whooping-cough I think, we took
them for change of air to this cottage, and were in the habit of going there to drink tea upon
fine summer aftemoons, so that we became intimately acquainted with the characters, habits,
and lives of these good, and, let me say, in the main, wise people. The matron had, in her early
youth, been a servant in a house at Hawkshead, where several boys boarded, while I was a
sehoolboy there. I did not remember her as having served in that capacity; but we had many
little anecdotes to tell to each other of remarkable boys, incidents and adventures which had
made a noise in their day in that small town. These two persons afterwards settled at Rydal,
where they both died.
The church, as already noticed, is that of Grasmere. The interior of it has been improved
lately — made warmer by under-drawing the roof and raising the floor — but the rude and antique majesty of its former appearance has been impaired by painting the rafters; and the oak
benches, with a simple rail at the back dividing them from each other, have given way to seats
that have more the appearance of pews. It is remarkable that, excepting only the pew belonging to Rydal Hall, that to Rydal Mount, the one to the Parsonage, and I believe another, the
men and women still continue, as used to be the custom in Wales, to sit separate from each
other. Is this practice as old as the Reformation ? and when and how did it originate ? In the
Jewish synagogues and in Lady Huntingdon's chapeis the sexes are divided in the same way.
In the adjoining churchyard greater changes have taken place. It is now not a little crowded
with tombstones; and near the school-house which stands in the churchyard is an ugly structure,
built to receive the hearse, which is recently come into use. It would not be worth while to allude to this building or the hearse-vehicle it contains, but that the latter has been the means of
introducing a change much to be lamented in the mode of conducting funerais among the mountains. Now, the coffin is lodged in the hearse at the door of the house of the deceased, and the
corpse is so conveyed to the churchyard gate : ali the solemnity which formerly attended its
progress, as described in the poem, is put an end to, So much do I regret this, that I beg to be
excused for giving utterance here to a wish that, should it befall me to die at Rydal Mount, my
own body may be carried to Grasmere church after the manner in which, till lately, that of
every one was borne to that place of sepulture, namely, on the shoulders of neighbours, no
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house being passed without some words of a funeral psaliu beingsuiig at the time by the attendants. When I put into the mouth of the Wanderer, " Many precious rites and customs of our
rural ancestry are gone or stealing from us ; this I hope will last for ever," and what folio ws,
little did I foresee that the observance and mode of proceeding, which had often affected me so
much, would so soon be superseded. Having said much of the injury done to this churchyard,
let me add that one is at liberty to look forward to a time ^hen, by the growth of the yew>trees,
thriving there, a solemnity will be spread over the place that will in some degree make amends
for the oldsimple character whichhas already been so much encroached upon, and will be still
more every year. I will here set down, more at length, what has been mentioned in a previous
note, that my friend Sir George Beaumont, having long ago purchased the beautiful piece of
water called Loughrigg Tarn, on the Banks of which he intended to build, I told him that a
person in Kendal who was attached to the place wished to purchase it. Sir George, finding the
possession of no use to him, consented to part with it, and placed the purchase-money — twenty
pounds — at my disposal for any local use which I thought proper. Accordingly I resolved to
plant yew-trees in the churchyard, and had four pretty strong large oak enclosures made, in each
of wliich was planted, under my own eye, and principally if not entirely by my own hand, two
young trees, with the intention of leaving the one that throve best to stand. Many years after,
Mr. Barber, who will long be remembered in Grasmere ; Mr. Greenwood, the chief landed proprietor; and myself, had four other enclosures made in the churchyard at our own expense, in
each of which was planted a tree taken from its neighbour, and they ali stand thriving admirably, the fences having been removed as no longer necessary. May the trees be taken care of
hereafter when we are ali gone, and some of them will perhaps at some far distant time rival in
majesty the yew of Lorton and those which I have described as growing in Borrowdale, where
they are still to be seen in grand assemblage.
And now for the persons that are selected as lying in the churchyard. But first for the individual whose grave is prepared to receive him. His story is here truly related: he was a schoolfellow of mine for some years. He came to us when he was at least seventeen years of age, very
tall, robust, and full-grown. This prevented him from falling into the amusements and games
of the school: consequently he gave more time to books. jEIe was not remarkably bright or
quick, but by industry he made a progress more than respectable. His parents not being
wealthy enough to send him to college, when he left Hawkshead he became a schoolmaster, with
a view to prepare himself for holy orders. About this time he fell in love as related in the
poem, and everything foUowed as there described, except that I do not know when and where he
died. The number of youths that came to Hawkshead school, from the families of the humble
yeomanry, to be educated to a certain degree of scholarship as a preparation for the church, was
considerable, and the fortunes of these persons in after life various of course, and of some not a
little remarkable. I have now one of this class in my eye who became an usher in a preparatory school and ended in making a lai^e fortune. His manners when he came to Hawkshead
were as uncouth as well could be; but he had good abilities, with skill to turn them to account;
and when the master of the school, to which he was usher, died, he stept into his place and
became proprietor of the establishment. He contrived to manáge it with such address, and so
much to the taste of what is called high society and the fashionable world, that no school of the
kind, even till he retired, was in such high request. Ministers of state, the wealthiest gentry,
and nobility of the first rank, vied with each other in bespeaking a place for their sons in the
seminary of this fortunate teacher. In the solitude of Grasmere, while living as a married mau
in a cottage of eight pounds per annum rent, I often used to smile at the tales which reached me
of his brilliant career. Not two hundred yards from the cottage in Grasmere, just mentioned,
to which I retired, this gentleman, who many years afterwards purchased a small estate in the
neighbourhood, is now erecting a boat-house, with an upper story, to be resorted to as an entertaining-room when he and his associates may feel inclined to take their pastime on the lake.
Every passenger will be disgusted with the sight of this edifíce, not merely as a tasteless thiiig
in itself, but as utterly out of place, and peculiarly fitted, as far as it is observed (and it obtrudes itself on notice at every point of view), to mar the beauty and destroy the pastoral simplicity of the vale. For my own part and that of my household it is our utter detestation,
standing by a shore to which, before the highroad was made to pass that way, we used daily and
hourly to repair for seclusion and for the shelter of a grove under which I composed many of
my poems, the "Brothers" especially, and for this reason wo gave the grove that name.
" That which each man loved
And prized in his peculiar nook of earth
Dies with him, or ia changed."
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So rauch for my old school-fellow and his exploits. I will only add that the foundation has
twice failed, from the lake no doubt being intolerant of the xntrusion.
The Miner, next described as having found his treasure after twice ten yeara of labour, lived
in Paterdale, and the story is true to the letter. It seeras to me, however, rather remarkable that
the strength of mind which had supported him through this long unrewarded labour did not
enable him to bear its successful issue. Severa! times in the course of my life I have heard of
sudden influxes of great wealth being followed by derangement, and in one instance the shock
of good fortune was so great as to produce absolute idiocy: but these ali happened where there
had been little or no previous effort to acquire the riches, and therefore such a consequence
might the more naturally be expected than in the case of the solitary Miner. In reviewing his
story, one cannot but regret that such perseverance was not sustained by a worthier object.
Archimedes leapt out of his bath and ran about the streets proclaiming his discovery in a
transport of joy, but we are not told that he lost either his life or his senses in consequence.
The next character, to whom the Priest is led by contrast with the resoluteness displayed by the
foregoing, is taken from a person born and bred in Grasmere, by name Dawson; and whose
talents, disposition, and way of life were such as are here delineated. I did not know him, but
ali was fresh in memory when we settled at Grasmere in the beginning of the century. From
this point, the conversation leads to the mention of two individuais who, by their several
fortunes, were, at different times, driven to take refuge at the small and obscure town of Hawksheadon the skirt of these mountains. Their stories I had from the dear old dame with whom,
as a schoolboy and afterwards, I lodged for nearly the space of ten years. The elder, the
Jacobite, was named Drummond, and was of a high family in Scotland: the Hanoverian Whig
bore the name of Vandeput, and might perhaps be a descendant of some Dutchman who had
come over in the train of King William. At ali «vents his zeal was such that he ruined himself
by a contest for the representation of London or Westminster, undertaken to support his party;
and retired to this corner of the world, selected, as it had been by Drummond, for that obscurity
which, since visiting the Lakes became fashionable, it has no longer retained. So much was this
region considered out of the way till a late period, that persons who had fled from justice used
often to resort hither for concealment; and some were so bold as to, not unfrequently, make
excursions from the place of their retreat, for the purpose of committing fresh offences. Such
was particularly the case with two brothers of the name of Weston who took up their abode at
Old Brathay, I think about seventy years ago. They were highwaymen, and lived there some
time without being discovered, though it was known that they often disappeared in a way and
upon errands which could not be accounted for. Their horses were noticed as being of a choice
breed, and I have heard from the Relph family, one of whom was a saddler in the town of
Kendal, that they were curious in their saddles and housings and accoutrements of their horses.
They, as I have heard, and as was universally believed, were in the end both taken and hanged.
" Tall was her stature; her complexion dark
And saturnine."
This person lived at Town-end, and was almost our next neighbour. I have little to notice concerning her beyond what is said in the poem. She was a most striking instance how far a woman
may surpass in talent, in knowledge, and culture of mind, those with and among whom she lives,
and yet fali below them in Christian virtues of the heart and spirít. It seemed almost, and I
say it with grief, that in proportion as she excelled in the one, she failed in the other. Howfrequently has one to observe in both sexes the same thing, and how mortifying is the reflection í
" As, on a sunny bank, a tender lamb
Lurks in safe shelter from the winds of March."
The story that follows was told to Mrs. Wordsworth and my sister by the sister of this unhappy
young woman; and every particular was exactly as I have related. The party was not known
to me, though she lived at Hawkshead, but it was after I left school. The clergyman, who
administered comfort to her in her distress, I knew well. Her sister who told the story was the
wife of a leading yeoman in the vale of Grasmere, and they were an affectionate pair and greatly
respected by every one who knew them. Neither lived to be old; and their estate — which was
perhaps the most considerable then in the vale, and was endeared to them by many remembrances of a salutary character not easily understood, or sympathised with, by those who are bom
to great a£B.uence — passed to their eldest son, according to the practice of these vales, who died
soon after he came into possession. He was an amiable and promising youth, but was succeeded
by an only brother, a good-natured man, who fell into habits of drinking, by which he gradually
reduced his property; and the other day the last acre of it was sold, and his wife and children
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and he himself, still surviving, have very little left to live upon, which it would not perhaps have
been worth while to record here but tbat, through ali trials, this woman has proved a model of
patience, meekness, affectionate forbearance, and forgiveness. Their eldest son, who, through
the yices of his father, has thus been robbed of an ancient family inheritance, was never heard
to murmur or complain against the cause of theiir distress, and is now (1843) deservedly the chief
prop of his mother's hopes.
The clergyman and his family described at the beginning of the seventh book were, during
many years, our principal associates in the vale of Grasmere, unless I were to except our very
nearest neighbours. I have entered so particularly into the main points of their history, that I
will barely testif y in prose that — with the single exception of the particulars of their journey
to Grasmere, which, however, was exactly copied from in another instance — the whole that I
have said of them is as faithful to the truth as words can make it. There was much talent in
the family : the eldest son was distinguished for poetical talent, of which a specimen is given in
niy notes to the sonnets to the Duddon. Once, when in our cottage at Town-end I was talking
with him about poetry, in the course of conversation I presumed to find fault with the versification of Pope, of whom he was an enthusiastic admirer: he defended him with a warmth that
indicated much irritation: nevertheless I would not abandon my point, and said, " In compass
and variety of sound your own versification surpasses his." Never shall I forget the change in
his countenance and tone of voice : the storm was laid in a moment; he no longer disputed my
judgment, and I passed immediately in his mind, no doubt, for as great a critic as ever lived. I
ought to add, he was a clergyman and a well-educated man, and his verbal memory was the
most remarkable of any individual I have known, except a Mr. Archer, an Irishman, who lived
severa! years in this neighbourhood, and who, in this faculty, was a prodigy ; he afterwards became deranged, and I fear continues so, if alive. Then follows the character of Robert Walker,
for which see notes to the Duddon. Then that of the deaf man, whose epitaph may be seen in
the churchyard at the head of Haweswater, and whose qualities of mind and heart, and their
benign influence in conjunction with his privation, I had from his relatives on the spot. The
blind man, next commemorated, was John Gough, of Kendal, a man known, far beyond his
neighbourhood, for his talents and attainments in natural history and science. Of the Infantas
grave, next noticed, I will only say, it is an exact picture of what fell under my own observation ; and ali persons who are intimately acquainted with cottage life must often have observed
like instances of the working of the domestic afíections.
" A volley thrice repeated o'er the corse
Let down ioto the hollow of that grave."
This young volunteer bore the name of Dawson, and was younger brother, if I am not mistaken,
to the prodigal of whose character and fortunes an account is given towards the beginning of the
preceding book. The father of the family I knew well; he was a man of literary education and
of experience in society much beyond what was common among the inhabitants of the vale. He
had lived a good while in the Highlands of Scotland, as a manager of iron-works at Bunaw, and
had acted as clerk to one of my predecessors in the office of Distributor of Stamps, when he
nsed to travei round the country collecting and bringing home the money due to Government, in
gold, which, it may be worth while to mention for the sake of my friends, was deposited in the
cell or iron closet under the west window of the long room at Rydal Mount, which still exists
with the iron doors that guarded the property. This of course was before the time of Bills and
Notes. The two sons of this person had no doubt been led by the knowledge of their father to
take more delight in scholarship, and had been accustomed in their own minds to take a wider
view of social interests than was usual among their associates. The premature death of this
gallant young man was much lamented, and, as an attendant at the funeral, I myself witnessed
the ceremony and the effect of it as described in the poem.
" Tradition tells
That, in EIíza's golden days, a Knight
Came on a war-horee."
" The house is gene."
The pillars of the gateway in front of the mansion remained when we first took up our abode at
Grasmere. Two or three cottages still remain, which are called Knott-houses from the name of
the gentleman (I have called him a knight) concerning whom these traditions survive. He was
the ancestor of the Knott family, formerly considerable proprietors in the district. What follows
in the discourse of the Wanderer upon the changes he had witnessed in rural life, by the introduction of nlachinery, is truly described from what I myself saw during my boyhood and early
youth, and from what was often told me by persons of this humble calling. Happily, most hap-
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pily, for these mountains, the miscbief was diyerted from the banks of their beautiful streams,
and transferred to open and âat countries abounding' in coal, ^here tbe agency of steam was
found much more e£íectual for carryin^ on those demoralising works. Had it not been for this
invention, long before the present time every torrent and river in this district would have had
its factory, lai^e and popnlous in proportion to the power of the water that could there hare
been commanded. Parliament has interfered to prevent the night-work which was once carried
on in these mills as actively as during the daytime, and by necessity still more perniciously — a
sad disgrace to the proprietors, and to the nation which could so long tolerate such unnatural
proceedings. Reviewing at this late period, 1843, what I put into the mouths of my interlocutors a few years after the commencement of the century, I grieve that so little progress has been
made in diminisbing* the evils deplored, or promoting the benefits of education which the Wanderer anticipates. The results of Lord Ashley's labours to defer the time when children might
legally be allowed to work in factories, and bis endeavours to limit still farther the honrs of permitted labour, have fallen far short of his own humane wishes, and those of every benevolent
and right-minded man who has carefully attended to this subject: and in the present session of
Parliament (1843) Sir James Graham^s attempt to establish a course of religious education amongthe children emplòyed in factories has been abandoned, in consequence of what might easily have
been foreseen, the vehement and turbulent opposition of the Dissenters : so that, for many years
to come, it may be thought expedient to leave the religious instruction of children entirely in the
hands of the severa! denominations of Christians in the island, each body to work according to
its own means and in its own way. Such is ray own confidence, a coníidence I share with many
others of my most valued friends, in the superior advantages, both religious and social, which
attend a course of instruction presided over and guided by the clergy of the Church of England,
that I have no doubt that, if but once its members, lay and clerical, were duly sensible of those
benefits, their church would daily gain ground, and rapidly, upon every shape and fashion of
Dissent: and in that case, a great majority in Parliament being sensible of these benefits, the
Ministers of the country might be emboldened, were it necessary, to apply funds of the State to
the support of education on Church principies. Before I conclude, I cannot forbear noticing the
strenuous efíorts made at this time in Parliament, by so many persons, to extend manufacturing
and commercial industry at the expense of agricultural, though we have recently had abundant
proofa that the apprehensions expressed by the Wanderer were not groundless.
" I spake of mischief by the wise diffused
With gladness, thinkíng that the more it spreada
The healthier, the securer, we become —
Delusion which a raoment may destroy ! "
The Chartists are well aware of this possibility, and cling to it with an ardour and perseverança
which nothing but wiser and more brotherly dealing towards the many, on the part of the wealthy
few, can moderate or remove.
" While, from the grassy movmtaiu'8 open side,
"We gazed, in silence huahed."
The point here fixed upon in my imagination is half-way up the northern side of Loughrigg Fell,
from which the Pastor and his companions were supposed to look upwards to the sky and mountain-tops, and round the vale, with the lake lying immediately beneath them.
" But tumed not without welcome promise made,
That he would share the pleasures and pursuita
Of yet another summer'» day, consumed
In wandering with us.*'
When I reported this promise of the Solitary, and long after, it was my wish, and I might say
intention, that we should resume our wanderings, and pass the Borders into his native country,
where, as I hoped, he might witness, in the society of the Wanderer, some religious ceremony
— a sacrament, say, in the open fields, or a preaching among the mountains — which, by recalling to his mind the days of his early childhood, when he had been present on such occasions in
company with his parents and nearest kindred, might have dissolved his heart into tendemess,
and so have done more towards restoring the Christian faith in which he had been educated, and,
with that, contentedness and even cheerfulness of mind, than ali that the Wanderer and Pastor,
by their several effusions and addresses, had been able to effect. An issue like this was in my
intentions. But, alas!
*«
t^e wreck oí is and was,
Things incompleto and purposes betrayed
Make sadder transita o'er thoughfs optic glass
Than nobleat objects utterly decayed !"
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To THE Right Hon.
WILLIAM, EARL OF LONSDALE, K. G.
ETC. ETC.
Oft, through thy fair doraaíns, illuBtrioua Peer!
lu youth I roamed, on youthful pleasures bent;
Ánd muBed in rocky cell or eylvan tent,
Beside swift-flowiog Lowther'scurrent clear.
— Now, by thy care befriended, I appear
Before thee, Lonsdale, and this Work present,
A token (may it prove a monument !)
Of hígh respect and gratitude sincere.
Gladly would I have waited till my task
Had reached its dose; but Life ís iiisecure,
And Hope full oft fallacious as a dream:
Therefore, for what is here produced, I ask
Thy favour ; tnisting that thou wilt not deem
The offering, though imperfect, prematura.
WII.LIAM WORDSWORTH.
Rydál Mount, Westmoreland,
July 29, 1814.
PREFACE TO THE EDITION OF 1814
The Title-pag-e announces that this is only a
portion of a poem; and the Keader must be
here apprised that it belongs to the second
part of a long and laborious Work, which is to
consist of three parts. — The Author will candidly acknowledge that, if the first of these had
been completed, and in sueh a manner as to
satisfy his own mind, he should have preferred
the natnral order of publication, and have
given that to the world first; but, as the second division of the Work was designed to refer
more to passing events, and to an existingstate of things, than the others were meant to
do, more continuous exertion was naturally
bestowed upon it, and greater progress made
here than in the rest of the poem ; and as this
part does not depend upon the preceding to a
degree which will materially injure its own
peculiar interest, the Author, complying with
the earnest entreaties of some valued Friends,
presents the following pages to the Public.
It may be proper to state whence the poem,
of which " The Excursion " is a part, derives
itsTitleof "TheRecluse."—Several yearsago,
when the Author retired to his native mountains, with the hope of being enabled to construct a literary Work that might live, it was
a reasonable thing that he should take a review of his own mind, and examine how far
Nature and Education had qualified him for
such employment. As subsidiary to this preparation, he undertook to record, in verse, the
origin and progress of his own powers, as far as
he was acquainted with them. That Work,
addressed to a dear Friend, most distinguished
for his knowledge and genius, and to whom the
Author's Intellect is deeply indebted, has been
long fínished; and the result of the investigation which gave rise to it was a determination
to compose a philosophical poem, containing
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views üf Man, Nature, and Society ; and to be
entitled, " The Recluse"; as having for its
principal subject the sensations and opinions of
a poet living in retirement. — The preparatory
poem is biographical, and conducts the history of the Author^s mind to the point when he
was emboldened to hope that his faculties were
sufficiently matured for entering upon the
arduous labour which he had proposed to himself; and the two Works have the same kind of
relation to each other, if he may so expresa
himself, as the ante-chapel has to the body of
a Gothic church. Continuing this allusion, he
may be permitted to add, that his minor
Pieces, which have been long before the Public,
when they shall be properly arranged, will be
found by the attentive Reader to have such
connection with the main Work as may give
them claim to be likened to the little cells,
oratories, and sepulchral recesses, ordinarily
included in those ediíices.
The Author would not have deemed himself
justified in saying, upon this occasion, so much
of performances either unfinished or unpublished, if he had not thought that the labour
bestowed by him upon what he has heretofore
and now laid before the Public entitled him to
candid attention for such a statement as he
thinks necessary to throw light upon his endeavours to please and, he would hope, to benefit his countrymen. — Nothing further need be
added, than that the first and third parts of
" The Recluse " will consist chiefly of meditations in the Author's own person; and that
in the intermediate part (" The Excursion ")
the intervention of characters speaking is employed, and something of a dramatic form
adopted.
It is not the Author's intention formally to
announce a system; it was more animating to
him to proceed in a difíerent course; and if he
shall succeed in conveying to the mind clear
thoughts, lively images, and strong feelings,
the Reader will have no difficulty in extracting
the system for himself. And in the meantime
the following passage, taken from the conclusion of the first book of " The Recluse," may
be acceptable as a kind of Prospectus of the
design and scope of the whole Poem.
[See '*The Recluse," page 231, Unes 754860, for the Pro^ectus,]
BOOK FIRST
THE WANDERER
ARGUMENT
A summer forenoon — The Author reaches
a ruined Cottage upon a Common, and there
meets with a revered Friend, the Wanderer, of
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whose education and course of life he gives an
account — The Wanderer, while resting under
the shade of the Trees that surround the Cottage, relates the History of its last Inhabitant.

But stout and hale, for travei unimpaired.
There was he seen upon the cottage-bench,
Recumbent in the shade, as if asleep;
An iron-pointed staíl lay at his side.

'T WAS summer, and the sun had mounted
high:
Southward the landscape indistinctly glared
Through a pale steam; but ali the northeru downs,
In clearest air ascending, showed far ofE
A surface dappled o'er with shadows flung
From brooding clouds; shadows that lay
in spots
Determmed and unmoved, with steady
beams
Of bright and pleasant simshine iuterposed;
To him most pleasant who on soft cool
moss
Extends his careless limbs along the
front
10
Of some huge cave, whose roeky ceiling
casts
A twilight of its own, an ample shade,
Where the wren warbles, while the dreaming man,
Half conscious of the soothing melody,
With side-long eye looks out upon the
scene,
By power of that impending covert, thrown
To finer distance. Mine was at that hour
Far other lot, yet with good hope that soon
Under a shade as grateful I should find
Rest, and be welcomed there to livelier
joy.
_ 20
Across a bare wide Common I was toiling
With languid steps that by the slippery
turf
Were baffled; nor eould my weak arm disperse
The host of inseots gathering round my
face.
And ever with me as I paced along.

Him had I marked the day before —
alone
And stationed in the public way, with face
Turned toward the sim then setting, while
that stafiE
40
Afforded, to the figure of the man
Detained for contemplation or repose,
Graceful support; his coimtenance as he
stood
Was hidden from my view, and he remained
Unrecognised; but, stricken by the sight,
With slackened footsteps I aidvanced, and
soon
A glad congratulation we exchanged
At such unthought-of meeting. — For the
night
We parted, nothing willingly; and now
He by appointment waited for me here, 50
Under the covert of these clustering elms.

Upon that open moorland stood a grove,
The wished-for port to which my course
was bound.
Thither I came, and there, amid the gloom
Spread by a brotherhood of lofty elms,
Appeared a roofless Hut; four naked walls
That stared upon each other! — I looked
round,
31
And to my wish and to my hope espied
The Friend I sought; a Man of reverend
age,

We were tried Friends: amid a pleasant
vale,
In the antique market-village where was
passed
My school - time, an apartment he had
owned,
To which at intervals the Wanderer drew.
And found a kind of home or harbour
there.
He loved me; from a swarm of rosy boys
Singled out me, as he in sport would say,
For my grave looks, too thoughtful for my
years.
As I grew up, it was my best delight
60
To be his chosen comrade. Many a time,
On holidays, we rambled through the
woods:
We sate — we walked; he pleased me with
report
Of things which he had seen; and often
touched
Abstrusest matter, reasonings of the mind
Turned inward; or at my request would
sing
Old songs, the produet of his native hills;
A skilful distribution of sweet sounds,
Feedingthe soul, and eagerly imbibed
As cool refreshing water, by the care
70
Of the industrious husbandman, diffused
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Through a parched meadow-ground, in
time of drought.
Still deeper weleome found his pure discourse;
How precious, when in riper days I learned
To weigh with care his words, and to rejoice
In the plain presence of his dignity !
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Hia Parents, with their nimierous ofEspring,
dwelt;
A virtuous household, though exceeding
poor 1
Pure livers were they ali, austere and grave.
And fearing God; the very children taught
Stem self-respect, a reverence for God'3
word.
And an habitual piety, maintained
With strictness scarcely known on English
ground.

Oh ! many are the Poets that are sown
By Nature; inen endowed with highest
gifts,
From his sixth year, the Boy of whom I
The yision and the faculty divine;
79
speak,
Yet wanting the accomplishment of verse,
(Which, in the docüe season of their youth, In summer, tended cattle on the hills;
It was denied them to acquire, through But, through the inclement and the perilous
days
120
lack
Of long-continuing winter, he repaired,
Of culture and the inspiring aid of books,
Equipped with satchel, to a school, that
Or haply by a temper too severe,
stood
Or a nice backwardness afraid of shame)
Nor having e'er, as life advanced, been led Sole building on a mountain's dreary edge,
Remote from view of city spire, or sound
By circiunstance to take unto the height
The measnre of themselves, these favoured Of minster clock ! From that bleak tenement
Beings,
Ali but a scattered few, live out their time, He, many an evening, to his distant home
Husbanding that which they possess within. In solitude retuming, saw the hills
And go to the grave, unthought of. Strong- Grow larger in the darkness; ali alone
est minds
91 Beheld the stars come out above his head,
And travelled through the wood, with no
Are often those of whom the noisy world
one near
130
Hears least; else surely this Man had not
To whom he might confess the things he
left
saw.
His graces unrevealed and unproclaimed.
But, as the mind was fllled with inward
So the f oundations of his mind were laid.
light,
In such communion, not from terror free,
So not without distinction had he lived,
Beloved and honoured — far as he was While yet a child, and long before his time,
Had he perceived the presence and the
known.
power
And some sniall portion of his eloquent
Of greatness; and deep feelings had imspeeeh,
pressed
And something that may serve to set in
So vividly great objects that they lay
view
The feeling pleasures of his loneliness, 100 Upon his mind like substances, whose
presence
His observations, and the thoughts his
Perplexed the bodily sense. He had remind
ceived
Had dealt with—I will here reeord in verse;
Which, if with truth it correspond, and sink A precious gift; for, as he grew in years, ■
With these impressions would he still
Or rise as venerable Nature leads,
compare
141
The high and tender Muses shall aecept
Ali his remembrances, thoughts, shapes,
With gracious smile, deliberately pleased,
and forms;
And listening Time reward with sacred
And, being still unsatisfled with aught
praise.
Of dimmer character, he thence attained
An active power to fasten images
Among the hills of Athol he was born;
Upon his brain; and on their pictured lines
Where, on a small hereditary farm,
An unproductive slip of rugged ground, 110 1 Intensely brooded, even till they acquired

BOOK I

THE EXCURSION

The liveliness of dreams. Nor did he fail,
While yet a child, with a child's eagerness
Incessantly to turn his ear and eye
150
On ali things which the moving seasona
brought
To feed such appetite — nor this alone
Appeased his yearning : — in the after-day
Of boyhood, many an hour in caves forlorn,
And 'mid the hollow depths of naked
crags
He sate, and even in their flxed lineaments,
Or from the power of a peculiar eye,
Or by Creative feeling overborne,
Or by predominance of thought oppressed,
Even in their fixed and steady lineaments
He traced an ebbing and a flowing mind, 161
Expression ever varying!
Thus informed,
He had small need of books; for many a
tale
Traditionary, round the mountains hung,
And many a legend, peopling the dark
woods,
Nourished Imagination in her growth,
And gave the Mind that apprehensive
power
By which she is made quick to recognise
The moral properties and scope of things.
But eagerly he read, and read again, 170
Whate'er the miuister's old shelf supplied;
The life and death of martyrs, who sustained,
With will inflexible, those fearful pangs
Triumphantly displayed in records left
Of persecution, and the Covenant — times
Whose echo rings through Scotland to this
hour I
And there, by lucky hap, had been preserved
A straggling volume, torn and incomplete,
That left half-told the preternatural tale,
Romance of giants, chronicle of fiends, 180
Profuse in garniture of wooden cuts
Strange and uncouth ; dire faces, figures
dire,
Sharp-kneed, sharp-elbowed, and leanankled too,
With long and ghostly shanks—forms which
once seen
Could never be forgotten !
In his heart,
Where Fear sate thus, a cherished visitant,
Was wanting yet the pure delight of love
By sound diffused, or by the breathing air,
Or by the silent looks of happy things,
Or flowing from the universal face
190
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Of earth and sky. But he had felt the
power
Of Nature, and already was prepared,
By his intense conceptions, to receive
Deeply the lesson deep of love which he,
Whom Nature, by whatever means, has
taught
To feel intensely, cannot but receive.
Such was the Boy — but for the growing
Youth
What soul was his, when, from the naked
top
Of some bold headiand, he beheld the sun
Rise up, and bathe the world in light! He
looked —
200
Ocean and earth, the solid frame of earth
And ocean's liquid mass, in gladness lay
Beneath him: — Far and wide the clouds
were touched.
And in their silent faces could he read
Unutterable love. Sound needed none,
Nor any voiee of joy; his spirit drank
The spectacle: sensation, soul, and form,
Ali melted into him; they swallowed up
His animal being; in them did he live, 209
And by them did he live; they were his life.
In such access of mind, in such high hour
Of visitation from the living God,
Thought was not; in enjoyment it expired.
No thanks he breathed, he profBered no
request;
Bapt into still communion that transcends
The imperfect officei of prayer and praise,
His mind was a thanksgiving to the power
That made him; it was blessedness and
love !
A Herdsman on the lonely mountain
topS,
219
Such intercourse was his, and in this sort
Was his existence oftentimes possessed.
O then how beautiful, how bright, appeared
The written promise ! Early had he learned
To reverence the volume that displays
The mystery, the life which cannot die;
But in the mountains did he /eel his faith.
Ali things, responsive to the writing, there
Breathed immortality, revolving life.
And greatness still revolving; inflnite : 229
There littleness was not; the leastof things
Seemed infinite; and there his spirit shaped
Her prospects, nor did he believe, — he saw.
What wonder if his being thus became
Sublime and comprehensive! Low desires,
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Low thoughts had there no place; yet was
his heart
Lowly; for he was meek in gratitude,
Oft as he called those ecstasies to mind,
And whence they flowed; and from them
he acquired
Wisdom, which works through patience;
thenee he learned
In oft-recurring hours of sober thought 240
To look on Nature with a humble hearí.
Self-questioned where it did not understand,
And with a superstitious eye of love.
So passed the time; yet to the nearest
town
He duly went with what small overplus
His éamings might supply, and brought
away
The book that most had tempted his desires
While at the stall he read. Among the hills
He gazed upon that mighty orb of song,
The divine Milton. Lore of different kind,
The annual savings of a toilsome life, 251
His Schoolmaster supplied; books that explain
The purer elements of truth involved
In lines and numbers, and, by charm severe,
(Especially pereeived where nature droops
And feeling is suppressed) preserve the
mind
Busy in solitude and poverty.
These occupations oftentimes deceived
The listless hours, while in the hollow vale,
Hollow and green, he lay on the green turf
In pensive idleness. What could he do, 261
Thus daily thirsting, in that lonesome life,
With blind endeavours ? Yet, still uppermost,
Nature was at his heart as if he felt,
Though yet he knew not how, a wasting
power
In ali things that from her sweet influence
Might tend to wean him. Therefore with
her hues,
Her forms, and with the spirit of her forms,
He clothed the nakedness of austere truth.
While yet he lingered in the rudiments 270
Of Science, and among her simplest laws,
His triangles — they were the stars of
heaven,
The silent stars ! Oft did he take delight
To measure the altitude of some tall erag
That is the eagle's birth-place, or some
peak
Familiar with forgotten years, that shows,
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Inscribed upon its visionary sides,
The history of many a winter storm,
Or obscure reoords of the path of fire.
And thus before his eighteenth year was
told,
28a
Accumulated feelings pressed his heart
With still increasing weight; he was o'erpowered
By Nature; by the turbulence subdued
Of his own mind; by mystery and hope.
And the first virgin passion of a soul
Communing with the glorious universe.
Full often wished he that the wiuds might
rage
When they were silent: far more fondly
now
Than in his earlier season did he love
Tempestuous nights — the confiict and the
sounds
290
That live in darkness. From his intellect
And from the stillness of abstracted thought
He asked repose; and, failing oft to win
The peace required, he scanned the laws of
light
Amid the roar of torrents, where they send
From hollow clefts up to the clearer air
A cloud of mist that, smitten by the sun,
Varies its rainbow hues. But vainly thus,
And vainly by ali other means, he strove
To mitigate the fever of his heart.
300
In dreams, in study, and in ardent
thought,
Thus was he reared; much wantingto assist
The growth of intellect, yet gaining more.
And every moral feeling of his soul
Strengthened and braced, by breathing in
content
The .keen, the wholesome, air of poverty,
And drinking from the well of homely life.
— But, from past liberty, and tried restraints,
He now was summoned to select the course
Of humble industry that promised best 310
To yield him no unworthy maintenance.
ürged by his Mother, he essayed to teach
A village-school — but wandering thoughts
were then
A misery to him; and the Youth resigned
A task he was unable to perform.
That stern yet kindly Spirit, who constrains
The Savoyard to quit his naked rocks,
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The free-born Swiss to leave his narrow
vales,
(Spirit attached to regions mountainons
Like their own stedfast clouds) did liow
impei
320
His restless mind to look abroad with hope.
— An irksome drudgery seems it to plod
on,
Through hot and dusty ways, or pelting
storm,
A vagrant Merchant imder a heavy load,
Bent as he moves, and needing frequent
rest;
Yet do such travellers find their own delight;
And their hard service, deemed debasing
now,
Gained merited respect in simpler times;
When squire, and priest, and they who
romid them dwelt
In rustic sequestration — ali dependent 330
Upon the Pedlar'8 toil — supplied their
wants,
Or pleasçd their fancies, with the wares he
brought.
Not ignorant was the Youth that still no
few
Of his adveuturons countrymen were led
By perseverance in this track of life
To competence and ease: — to him it ofEered
Attractions manifold; —• and this he chose.
— His Parents on the enterprise bestowed
Their farewell benedietion, but with hearts
Foreboding evil. From his native hills 340
He wandered far; much did he see of men,
Their manners, their enjoyments, and pnrsuits,
Their passions and their feelings; chiefly
those
Essential and etemal in the heart,
That, 'mid the simpler forms of rural life,
Exist more simple in their elements.
And speak a plainer language. In the
woods,
A lone Enthusiast, and among the fields,
Itinerant in this labour, he had passed 349
The better portion of his time; and there
Spontaneonsly had his affeotions thriven
Amid the bounties of the year, the peace
And liberty of natnre; there he kept
In solitude and solitary thought
His mind in a just equipoise of love.
Serene it was, unclouded by the cares
Of ordinary life; unvexed, unwarped
By partial bondage. In his steady course.

No piteous revolntions had he felt,
No wild varieties of joy and grief.
360
Unoccupied by sorrow of its own,
His heart lay open; and, by natnre tnned
And constant disposition of his thoughts
To sympathy with man, he was alive
To ali that was enjoyed where'er he went.
And ali that was endnred; for, iu himself
Happy, and quiet in his cheerfulness,
He had no painful pressure from withont
That made him turn aside from wretchedness
With coward fears. He could afford to
suífer
370
With those whom he saw sufEer. Hence it
came
That in our best experience he was rich.
And in the wisdom of our daily life.
For hence, minutely, in his various rounds,
He had observed the progress and deeay
Of many minds, of minds and bodies too;
The history of many families;
How they had prospered; how they were
o'erthrown
By passion or mischance, or sueh misrnle 379
Among the unthinking masters of the earth
As makes the nations groan.
This aotive course
He followed till provision for his wants
Had been obtained; — the Wanderer then
resolved
To pass the remnant of his days, untasked
With needless services, from hardship free.
His calling laid aside, he lived at ease:
But still he loved to pace the public roads
And the wild paths; and, by the summer's
warmth
Invited, often would he leave his home
And journey far, revisiting the soenes 390
That to his memory were most endeared.
— Vigorous in health, of hopeful spirits,
undamped
By worldly-mindedness or anxious care;
Observant, studious, thoughtful, and refreshed
By knowledge gathered up from day to
day;
Thus had he lived a long and innocent life.
The Scottish Chm-ch, both on himself and
those
With whom from childhood he grew up,
had held
The strong hand of her purity; and still
Had watched him with an unrelenting eye.
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This he remembered in his riper age 401
With gratitude, and reverential thoughts.
But by the native vigour of his mind,
By his habitual wanderings out of doors,
By loneliness, and goodness, and kind
works,
Whate'er, in docile childhood or in youth,
He had imbibed of fear or darker thought
Was melted allaway; so true was this,
That sometimes his religion seemed to me
Self-taught, as of a dreamer in the woods;
Who to the model of his own pure heart 411
Shaped his belief, as grace divine inspired,
And human reason dictated with awe.
— And surely never did there live on earth
A man of kindlier nature. The rough
sports
And teasing ways of children vexed not
him;
Indulgent listener was he to the tongue
Of garrulous age; nor did the sick man's
tale,
To his fraternal sympathy addressed, 419
Obtain reluctant hearing.
Plain his garb;
Such as might suit a rustic Sire, prepared
For sabbath duties; yet he was a man
Whom no one conld have passed without
remark.
Active and nervous was his gait; his limbs
And his whole figure breathed intelligence.
Time had compressed the freshness of his
eheek
Into a narrower circle of deep red,
But had not tamed his eye; that, under
brows
Shaggy and grey, had meanings which it
brought
From years of youth; which, like a Being
made
430
Of many Beings, he had wondrous skill
To blend with knowledge of the years to
come,
Himian, or such as lie beyond the grave.
So was He framed; and such his course
of life
Who now, with no appendage but a stafp,
The prized memorial of relinquished toils,
üpon that cottage-bench reposed his limbs,
Screened from the sun. Supine the Wanderer lay,
His eyes as if in drowsiness half shut,
The shadows of the breezy elms above 440
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Dappling his face. He had not heard the
sound
Of my approaching steps, and in the shade
Unnoticed did I stand some minutes' space.
At length I haüed him, seeing that his hat
Wasmoist with water-drops, as if the brim
Had newly scooped a running stream. He
rose,
And ere our livelj greeting into peace
Had settled, " "í is," said I, " a buming
day:
My lips are parched with thirst, but you, it
seems
Have somewhere found reliefHe, at the
word,
450
Pointing towards a sweet-briar, bade me
climb
The f ence where that aspiring shrub looked
out
Upon the public way. It was a plot
Of garden ground run wild, its matted
weeds
Marked with the steps of those, whom, as
they passed,
The gooseberry trees that shot in long lank
slips,
Or currants, hanging from their leafless
stems,
In scanty strings, had tempted to o'erleap
The broken wall. I looked around, and
there,
Where two tall hedge-rows of thick alder
boughs
460
Joined in a cold damp nook, espied a well
Shrouded with willow-flowers and plumy
fem.
My thirst I slaked, and, from the cheerless
spot
Withdrawing, straightway to the shade retumed
Where sate the old Man on the cottagebench;
And, whUe, beside him, with uncovered
head,
I yet was standing, freely to respire,
And cool my temples in the fanning air,
Thus did he speak. " I see around me
hcre
Things which you cannot see: we die, my
Friend,
470
Nor we alone, but that which each man
lovcd
And prized in his peculiar nook of earth
Dies with him, or is changed; and very
soon
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Even of the good is no memorial left.
— The Poets, in their elegies and songs
Lamenting the departed, call the groves,
They call upon the hills and streams, to
monrn,
And senseless rocks; nor idly; for they
speak,
In these their invocations, with a voice
Obedient to the strong Creative power 480
Of hmnan passion. Sympathies there are
More tranquil, yet perhaps of kindred
birth,
That steal upon the meditative mind,
And grow with thought. Beside yon spring
I stood,
And eyed its waters till we seemed to feel
One sadness, they and I. For them a
bond
Of brotherhood is broken: time has been
When, every day, the touch of hnman hand
Dislodged the natural sleep that binds them
"P stillness;
.
In mortal
and they ministered 490
To human comfort. Stooping down to
drink,
Upon the slimy foot-stone I espied
The useless fragment of a wooden bowl,
Green with the moss of years, and subject
only
To the soft handling of the elements:
There let it lie — how foolish are sueh
thoughts!
Forgive them; — never — never did my
steps
Approach this door but she who dwelt
within
A daughter's welcome gave me, and I loved
her
As my own child. Oh, Sir ! the good die
first,
500
And they whose hearts are dry as summer dust
Bum to the socket. Many a passenger
Hath blessed poor Margaret for her gentle
looks,
When she upheld the cool refreshment
drawn
From that forsaken spring; and no one
eame
But he was welcome; no one went away
But that it seemed she loved him. She is
dead,
The light extinguished of her lonely hut,
The hut itself abandoned to decay,
And she forgotten in the quiet grave. 510
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I speak," continued he, " of One whose
stock
Of virtues bloomed beneath this lonely
roof.
She was a Woman of a steady mind,
Tender and deep in her excess of love;
Not speaking mueh, pleased rather with
the joy
Of her own thoughts: by some especial care
Her temper had been framed, as if to make
A Being, who by adding love to peace
Might live on earth a life of happiness.
Her wedded Partner lacked not on his
side
520
The humble worth that satisfied her heart:
Frugal, affectionate, sober, and withal
Keenly industrious. She with pride would
tell
That he was often seated at his loom,
In summer, ere the mower was abroad
Among the dewy grass, — in early spring,
Ere the last star had vanished. — They
who passed
At evening, from behind the garden fence
Might hear his busy spade, which he would
After his daily work, until the light
530
Had failed, and every leaf and flower were
lost
In the dark hedges. So their days were
spent
In peace and comfort; and a pretty boy
Was their best hope, next to the God in
heaven.
Not twenty years ago, but you I think
Can scarcely bear it now in mind, there
eame
Two blighting seasons, when the fields were
left
With half a harvest. It pleased Heaven to
add
A worse affliction in the plague of war:
This happy Land was stricken to the
heart !
540
A Wanderer then among the cottages,
I, with my freight of winter raiment, saw
The hardships of that season: many rich
Sank down, as in a dream, among the
poor;
And of the poor did many cease to be.
And their place knew them not. Mean»
while, abridged
Of daily comforts, gladly reconciled
To numerous self-denials, Margaret
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Went struggling ou through those calamitous years
With eheerful hope, until the second autumn,
550
When her life's Helpmate on a sick-bed
lay,
Smitten with perilous fever. In disease
He lingered long; and, when his strength
returned,
He found the little he had stored, to meet
The hour of accident cr crippling age,
Was ali consumed. A second infant now
Was added to the troubles of a time
Laden, for them and ali of their degree,
With care and sorrow; shoals of artisans
From ill-requited labour turned adrift 560
Sought daily bread from publie charity,
They, and their wives and children — happier far
Could they have lived as do the little birds
That peck along the hedge-rows, or the
kite
That makes her dwelling on the mountain
rocks !
A sad reverse it was for him who long
Had filled with plenty, and possessed in
peaee,
This lonely Cottage. At the door he stood,
And whistled many a snatch of merry tunes
That had no mirth in them; or with his
knife
570
Carved uncouth figures on the heads of
sticks —
Then, not less idly, sought, thi-ough every
nook
In house or garden, any casual work
Of use or ornament; and with a strange,
Amusing, yet uneasy, novelty,
He mingled, where he might, the various
tasks
Of summer, autumn, winter, and of spring.
But this endured not; his good humour
soon
Became a weight in which no pleasure was:
And poverty brought on a petted mood 580
And a sore temper: day by day he drooped,
And he would leave his work — and to the
town
Would tum without. an errand his slack
steps;
Or wander here and there among the fields.
One while he would speak lightly of his
babes.
And with a cruel tongue: at other times
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He tossed them with a false unnatural joy:
And 't was a rueful thing to see the looks
Of the poor innocent children. ' Every
smile,'
Said Margaret to me, here beneath these
trees,
590
' Made my heart bleed.' "
At this the Wanderer paused;
And, looking up to those enormous elms,
He said, " 'T is now the hour of deepest
noon.
At this stUl season of repose and peace,
This hour when ali things which are not at
rest
Are eheerful; while this multitude of flies
With tuneful hum is filling ali the air;
Why should a tear be on an old Man's
cheek ?
Why should we thus, with an imtoward
mind.
And in the weakness of humanity,
600
From natural wisdom turn our hearts away;
To natural comfort shut our eyes and ears;
And, feeding on disquiet, thus disturb
The calm of nature with our restless
thoughts ? ">
He spake with somewhat of a solemn tone:
But, when he ended, there was in his face
Such easy cheerfulness, a look so mild,
That for a little time it stole away
Ali recollection; and that simple tale
Passed from my mind like a forgotten
sound.
610
A whUe on trivial things we held diseourse,
To me soon tasteless. In my own despite,
I thought of that poor Woman as of one
Whom I had known and loved. He had
rehearsed
Her homely tale with such familiar power,
With such an active countenance, an eye
So busy, that the things of which he spake
Seemed present; and, attention now relaxed,
A heart-felt chillness crept along my veins;.
I rose; and, having left the breezy shade,
Stood drinking comfort from the warmer
SlUl,
621
That had not cheered me long — ere, looking round
Upon tliat tranquil Ruin, I returned.
And begged of the old Man that, for my
sake,
He would resume his story
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He replied,
" It were a wantonness, and would demand
Severe reproof, if we were men whose
hearts
Could hold vain dalliance with the misery
Even of the dead; contented thence to
draw
A momentary pleasure, never marked 630
By reasoii, barren of ali future good.
But we have known that there is often
found
In mournful thoughts, and always might
be found,
A power to virtue friendly; were 't not so,
I am a dreamer among men, indeed
An idle dreamer ! 'T is a common tale,
An ordinary sorrow of man's life,
A tale of sUent sulfering, hardly elothed
In bodily form. — But without further
bidding
639
I will proceed.
While thus it fared with them,
To whom this cottage, till those hapless
years,
Had been a blessèd home, it was my chance
To travei in a country far remote;
And when these lofty elms once more appeared,
What pleasant expectations lured me on
0'er the flat Common ! — With quick step
I reached
The threshold, lifted with light hand the
latch;
But, when I entered, Margaret looked at
me
A little while; then turned her head away
Speechless, — and, sitting down upon a
chair,
650
Wept bitterly. I wist not what to do,
Nor how to speak to her. Poor Wretch !
at last
She rose from olí her seat, and then, — O
Sir !
I cannot tell how she pronounced my
name: —
With fervent love, and with a face of grief
Unutterably helpless, and a look
That seemed to cling upon me, she enquired
If I had seen her husband. As she spake
A strange surprise and fear came to my
heart,
Nor had I power to answer ere she told 660
That he had disappeared — not two months
gone.
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He left his house: two wretched days had
past.
And ou the third, as wistfully she raised
Her head from ofB her pillow, to look forth,
Like one in trouble, for returning light,
Within her chamber-casement she espied
A folded paper, lying as if placed
To meet her waking eyes. This tremblingly
She opened — found no writing, but beheld
Pieees of money carefully enclosed,
670
Silver and gold. ' I shuddered at the
sight,'
Said Margaret, ' for I knew it was his hand
That must have placed it there; and ere
that day
Was ended, that long anxious day, I
learned,
From one who by my husband had been
sent
With the sad news, that he had joined a
troop
Of soldiers, going to a distant land.
— He left me thus — he could not gather
heart
To take a farewell of me; for he feared
That I should follow with my babes, and
sink
680
Beneath the misery of that wandering life.'
This tale did Margaret tell with many
tears:
And, when she ended, I had little power
To give her comfort, and was glad to take
Such words of hope from her own mouth
as served
To cheer us both. But long we had not
talked
Ere we built up a pile of better thoughts.
And with a brighter eye she looked around
As if she had been shedding tears of joy.
We parted. — 'T was the time of early
spring;
690
I left her busy with her garden tools;
And well remember, o'er that fence she
looked,
And, while I paced along the foot-way path,
Called out, and sent a blessing after me,
With tender cheerfulness, and with a voice
That seemed the very sound of happy
thoughts.
I roved o'er many a hill and many a dale,
With my accustomed load; in heat and
cold.
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Through many a wood and many an open
ground,
699
In sunshine and iu sbade, in wet and fair,
Drooping or blithe of heaxt, as might befall;
My best companions now the driving winds,
And now the ' trotting brooks' and whispering trees,
And now the music of my own sad steps,
With many a short-lived thought that
passed between,
And disappeared.
I journeyed back this way,
When, in the warmth of midsummer, the
wheat
Was yellow; and the soft and bladed grass,
Springing afresh, had o'er the hay-field
spread
Its tender verdure. At the door arrived, 710
I found that she was absent. In the shade,
Where now we sit, I waited her retnrn.
Her cottage, then a cheerful object, wore
Its customary look, — only, it seemed,
The honeysnckle, crowding round the porch,
Hung down in heavier tufts; and that
bright weed,
The yellow stone-crop, suíEered to take
root
Along the window's edge, profusely grew,
Blinding the lower panes. I turned aside.
And strolled into her garden. It appeared
To lag behind the season, and had lost 721
Its pride of neatness. Daisy-flowers and
thrift
Had broken their trim border-lines, and
straggled
0'er paths they used to deck: camations,
once
Prized for surpassing beauty, and no less
For the peculiar pains they had required,
Declined their languid heads, wanting
support.
The cumbrous bind-weed, with its wreaths
and bells,
Had twined abont her two small rows of
peas,
And drâgged them to the earth.
Ere this an honr
Was wasted. —Back I tumed my restless
steps;
731
A stranger passed; and, guessing whom I
sought,
He said that she was used to ramble far. —
The sun was sinking in the west; and
now
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I sate with sad impatience. From withm
Her solitary infant oried aloud;
Then, like a blast that dies away selfstilled,
The voice was silent. From the bench I
rose;
But neither could divert nor soothe my
thoughts.
The spot, though fair, was very desolate —
The longer I remained, more desolate: 741
And, looking round me, now I íirst observed
The comer stones, on either side the porch,
With dull red stains discoloured, and stuck
o'er
With tufts and hairs of wool, as if the
sheep,
That fed upon the Common, thither came
Familiarly, and found a couching-place
Even at her threshold. Deeper shadows
fell
From these tall elms; the cottage-clock
struck eight;—
I tumed, and saw her distant a few steps.
Her face was pale and thin — her figure,
too,
751
Was changed. As she uulocked the door,
she said,
' It grieves me you have waited here so
long,
But, in good truth, I 'ye wandered much of
late;
And sometimes — to my shame I speak —
have need
Of my best prayers to bring me back again.'
While on the board she spread our evening
meai,
She told me — interrupting not the work
Which gave employment to her listless
hands —
That she had parted with her elder child,
To a kind master on a distant farm
761
Now happily apprenticed. — ' I perceive
You look at me, and you have cause; today
I have been travelling far; and many days
About the fields I wander, knowing this
Only, that what I seek I cannot frnd;
And sol waste my time: for I am changed;
And to myself,' said she, ' have done much
wrong
And to this helpless infant. I have slept
Weeping, and weeping have I waked; my
tears
770
Have flowed as if my body were not such
As others are; and I could never die.
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But I am now in mind and in my heart
More easy; and I hope,' said she, ' that
God
Will give me patience to endure the things
Whicn I behold at home.'
It would have grieved
, Your very soul to see her. Sir, I feel
The story linger in my heart; I fear
'T is long and tedious; but my spirit clings
To that poor Woman: — so familiarly 780
Do I perceive her manner, and her look,
And presence; and so deeply do I feel
Her goodness, that, not seldom, in my
walks
A momentary trance comes over me;
And to myself I seem to muse on One
By sorrow laid asleep; or borne away,
A human being destined to awake
To human life, or something very near
To human life, when he shall come agaiu
For whom she sufEered. Yes, it would
have grieved
790
Toar very soul to see her: evermore
Her eyelids drooped, her eyes downward
were oast;
And, when she at her table gave me food,
She did not look at me. Her voice was
low,
Her body was subdued. In every act
Pertaining to her house-affairs, appeared
The careless stUlness of a thinking mind
Self-occupied; to whieh ali outward things
Are like anidle matter. Still she sighed,
But yet no motion of the breast was seen,
No heaving of the heart. While by the
flre
801
We sate together, sighs came on my ear,
I knew not how, and hardly whence they
came.
Ere my departure, to her cara I gave.
For her son'3 use, some tokens of regard,
Whieh with a look of welcome she received;
And I exhorted her to place her trust
In God's good love, and seek his help by
prayer.
I took my staff, and, when I kissed her
babe,
The tears stood in her eyes. I left her
then
810
With the best hope and comfort I could
give :
She thanked me for my wish; — but for
my hope
It seemed she did not thank me.
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I returned,
And took my rounds along this road again
When on its sunny bank the primrose
flower
Peeped forth, to give an earnest of the
Spring.
I found her sad and drooping: she had
learned
No tidiugs of her husband; if he lived,
She knew not that he lived; if he were
dead,
She knew not he was dead. She seemed
the same
820
In person and appearance; but her house
Bespake a sleepy hand of negligence;
The floor was neither dry nor neat, the
hearth
Was comfortless, and her small lot of
books,
Whieh, in the cottage-window, heretofore
Had been piled up against the comer
panes
In seemly order, now, with straggling
leaves
Lay scattered here and there, open or shut.
As they had chanced to fali. Her infant
Babe
Had from his Mother caught the trick of
grief,
830
And sighed among its playthings. I withdrew.
And once again entering the garden saw,
More plaiuly still, that poverty and grief
Were now come nearer to her: weeds defaced
The hardened soil, and knots of withered
grass:
No ridges there appeared of clear black
mould,
No winter greenness; of her herbs and
flowers,
It seemed the better part was gnawed away
Or trampled into earth; a chain of straw,
Whieh had been twined about the slender
• stem
840
Of a young apple-tree, lay at its root;
The bark was nibbled round by truant
sheep.
— Margaret stood near, her infant in her
arms.
And, noting that my eye was on the tree,
She said, ' I fear it will be dead and gone
Ere Robert come again.' When to the
House
We had returned together, she enquired
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If I had any hope: — but for her babe
And for her little orphan boy, she said,
She had no wish to live, that she must die
Of sorrow. Yet I saw the idle loom 851
Still in its place; his Sunday garments
hung
Upon the self-same nail; his very staff
Stood undisturbed behind the door.
And when,
In bleak December, I retraced this way,
She told me that her little babe was dead,
And she was left alone. She now, released
From her maternal cares, had taken up
The employment common through these
wUds, and gained,
By spinning hemp, a pittance for herself;
And for this end had hired a neighbour's
bòy
861
To give her needful help. That very
time
Most willingly she put her work aside,
And walked with me along the miry road,
Heedless how far; and, in such piteous
sort
That any heart had ached to hear her,
begged
That, wheresoe'er I went, I still would ask
For him whom she had lost. We parted
then —
Our final parting; for from that time forth
Did many seasons pass ere I returned 870
Into this tract again.
Nine tedious years;
From their first separation, nine long years,
She lingered in unquiet widowhood;
A Wife and Widow. Needs must it have
been
A sore heart-wasting ! I have heard, my
Friend,
That in yon arbour oftentimes she sate
Alone, through half the vacant sabbath
day;
And, if a dog passed by, she still would
quit
The shade, and look abroad. On this old
bench
879
For hours she sate; and eyermore her eye
Was busy in the distance, shaping things
That made her heart beat quick. You see
that path,
Now faint,—the grass has crept o'er its
grey line;
There, to and fro, she paced through many
a day
Of the warm summer, from a belt of hemp
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That girt her waist, spinning the lougdrawn thread
With backward steps. Yet ever as there
passed
A man whose garments showed the soldier's
red,
Or crippled mendicant in sailor's garb,
The little child who sate to turn the wheel
Ceased from his task; and she with faltering voice
891
Made many a f ond enquiry; and when they,
Whose presence gave no comfort, were
gone by,
Her heart was still more sad. And bv von
gate,
That bars the traveller's road, she often
stood,
And when a stranger horseman came, the
latch
Would lift, and in his face look wistfully;
Most happy, if, from aught discovered
there
Of tender feeling, she might dare repeat
The same sad question. Meanwhile her
poor Hut
900
Sank to decay; for he was gone, whose
hand,
At the first nipping of October frost,
Closed up eaeh chink, and with fresh bands
of straw
Chequered the green-grown thatch. And
so she lived
Through the long winter, reckless and
alone;
Until her house by frost, and thaw, and
rain,
Was sapped; and while she slept, the
nightly damps
Did chill her breast; and in the stormy
day
Her tattered clothes were ruffled by the
wind,
Even at the side of her own fire. Yet
still
910
She loved this wretched spot, nor would for
worlds
Have parted hence; and still that lengthof
road.
And this rude bench, one torturing hope
endeared,
Fast rooted at her heart: and here, my
Friend, —
In sickness she remained; and here she
died;
Last human tenant of thes^ ruined walls 1"
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The old Man ceased: he saw that I was
moved;
From that low bench, rising instinctively
I turned aside iu weakness, nor had power
To thank him for the tale which he had
told.
920
I stood, and leaning o'er the garden wall
Reviewed that Woman's sufiEerings; and it
seemed
To comfort me while with a brother's love
I blessed her in the impotence of grief.
Then towards the cottage I returned; and
traced
Fondly, though with an interest more mild,
That secret spirit of humanity
Whieh, 'mid the calm oblivious tendenoies
Of nature, 'mid her plants, and weeds, and
flowers,
And silent overgrowings, still survived. 930
The old Man, noting this, resnmed, and
said,
" My Friend ! euough to sorrow you have
given,
The purposes of wisdom ask no more:
Nor more would she have craved as due to
One
Who, in her worst distress, had ofttimes
felt
The mibounded might of prayer; and
learned, with soul
Fixed on the Cross, that consolation springs,
From sonrces deeper far than deepest pain,
For the meek SnfBerer. Why then should
we read
The forms of things with an unworthy eye ?
She sleeps in the calm earth, and peace is
here.
941
I well remember that those very plumes,
Those weeds, and the high spear-grass on
that wall,
By mist and silent rain-drops silvered o'er,
As once I passed, into my heart eonveyed
So still an image of tranquillity,
So calm and still, and looked so beautiful
Amid the nneasy thoughts which filled my
mind,
That what we feel of sorrow and despair
From ruin and from ohange, and ali the
grief
950
That passing shows of Being leave behind,
Appeared an idle dream, that eould maintain,
Nowhere, dominion o'er the enlightened
spirit
Whose meditative sympathies repose
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Upon the breast of Faith. I turned away,
And walked along my road iu happiuess."
He ceased. , Ere long the sun declining
shot
A slant and mellow radiauce, which began
To fali upon us, whUe, beneath the trees,
We sate on that low bench: and now we
felt,
960
Admonished thus, the sweet hour coming
on.
A linnet warbled from those lofty elms,
A thrush sang loud, and other melodies,
At distance heard, peopled the milder air.
The old Man rose, and, with a sprightly
mien
Of hopeful preparation, grasped his stafif;
Together casting then a fare well look
Upon those silent walls, we left the shade;
And, ere the stars were visible, had reached
A village-inn, — our evening resting-place.
BOOK SECOND
THE SOLITARY
ARGUMENT
The Author describes his trayels with the
Wanderer, whose character is further illustrated — Moming scene, and View of a Village
Wake — "Wanderer's accountof a Friend whom
he purposes to visit — View, from an eminence,
of the Valley which his Friend had chosen for
his retreat — Sound of singing from below — A
funeral procession — Descent into the Valley
— Observations drawn from the Wanderer
at sight of a book accidentally discovered in
a recess in the Valley — Meeting with the
Wanderer's friend, the Solitary— Wanderer'3
description of the mode of burial in this mountainons district — Solitary eontrasts with this,
that of the individual carried a few minutes before from the cottage — The cottage entered —
Description of the Solitary's aparWent — Repast there — View, from the window. of two
mountain summits; and the Solitary's description of the companionship they afford him —
Account of the departed inmate of the cottage
— Description of a grand spectacle upon the
mountains, with its effect upon the Solitary*s
mind — Leave the house.
In days of yore how fortunately fared
The Minstrel ! wandering on from hall to
hall,
Baronial conrt or royal; cheered with gifts

424

THE EXCURSION

Muuificent, and love, and ladies' praise;
Now meeting on his road an armèd knight,
Now resting with a pilgrim by the side
Of a clear brook; — beneath an abbey's
roof
One evening sumptuousiy lodged; the next,
Humbly in a religious hospital;
Or with some inerry outlaws of the wood;
Or haply shrouded in a hermifs cell.
n
Him, sleeping or awake, the robber spared;
He walked — protected from the sword of
war
By virtue of that sacred instrument
His harp, suspended at the traveller's side;
His dear companion wheresoe'er he went,
Opening from land to land an easy way
By melody, and by the charm of verse.
Yet not the noblest of that honoured Race
Drew happier, loftier, more empassioned,
thoughts
20
From his long joumeyings and eventful life,
Than this obscure Itinerant had skill
To gather, ranging tbrough the tamer
ground
Of these our unimaginative days;
Both while he trod the earth in humblest
guise
Aceoutred with his burthen and his stafE;
And now, when free to move with lighter
pace.
What wonder, then, if I, whose favourite
sehool
Hath been the fields, the roads, and rural
lanes,
Looked on this guide with reverential love ?
Each with the other pleased, we now pursued
31
Our joumey, under favourable skies.
Turn wheresoe'er we would, he was a light
Unfailing: not a hamlet could we pass,
Rarely a house, that did not yield to him
Remembrances; or from his tongue call
forth
Some way-beguiling tale. Nor less regard
Accompanied those strains of apt discourse,
Which nature's various objects might inspire;
And in the silence of his face I read
40
His overflowing spirit. Birds and beasts,
And the mute fish that glances in the stream,
And harmless reptile eoiling in the sun.
And gorgeous insect hovering in the air,
The fowl domestic,andthe householddog —
In his capacious mind, he loved them ali:
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Their rights acknowledging he felt for ali.
Oft was occasion given me to perceive
How the calm pleasures of the pasturing
herd
To happy conte'mplation soothed his walk;
How the poor brute's condition, forced to
run
5,
Its course of sufEering in the public road,
Sad oontrast ! ali too often smote his heart
With unavailing pity. Rich in love
And sweet humauity, he was, himself.
To the degree that he desired, beloved.
SmUes of good-will from faces that he knew
Greeted us ali day long; we took our seats
By many a cottage-hearth, where he received
The weloome of an Inmate from afar, 60
And I at once forgot, I was a Stranger.
— Nor was he loth to enter raggèd huts,
Huts where his charity was blest; his voice
Heard as the voice of an experienced friend.
And, sometimes — where the poor man held
dispute
With his own mind, unable to subdue
Irapatience through inaptness to perceive
General distress in his particular lot;
Or cherishing resentment, or in vain
Struggling against it; with a soul perplexed,
And finding in herself no steady power 71
To draw the line of comfort that divides
Calamity, the chastisement of Heaven,
From the injustice of our brother men —
To him appeal was made as to a judge;
Who, with an understanding heart, allayed
The perturbation; listened to the plea;
Resolved the dubious point; and sentence
gave
So grounded, so applied, that it was heard
With softened spirit, even when it condemned.
80
Such intercourse I witnessed, while we
roved,
Now as his choice directed, now as mine;
Or both, with equal readiness of will,
Our course submitting to the changeful
breeze
Of accident. But when the rising sun
Had three times called us to renewourwalk,
My Fellow-traveller, with earnest voice.
As if the thought were but a moment old,
Claimed absolute dominion for the day.
We started — and he led me toward the
hills,
90
Up through an ample vale, with higher hills
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Before us, mountains stern and desolate;
But, in the majesty of distance, iiow
Set off, and to our ken appearing fair
Of aspect, with aerial softness clad,
And beautified with mormng's purple beams.
The wealthy, the luxurious, by the stress
Of business roused, or pleasure, ere their
time,
May roll in chariots, or provoke the hoofs
Of the fleet coursers they bestride, to raise
From earth the dust of moming, slow to
rise^
101
And they, if blest with health and hearts at
ease,
Shall lack not their enjoyment: — but how
faint
Compared with ours ! who, pacing side by
side,
Could, with an eye of leisure, look on ali
That we beheld; and lend the listéning
sense
To every grateful sound of earth and air;
Pausing at will — our spirits braced, our
thoughts
Pleasant as roses in the thickets blown,
And pure as dew bathing their crimson
leaves.
no
Mount slowly, sun ! that we may journey
long,
By this dark hül protected from thy beams !
Suoh is the summer pilgrim's frequent
wish;
But quickly from among our moming
thoughts ,
'T was chased away: for, toward the western side
Of the broad vale, casting a casual glance,
We saw a throng of people; wherefore met ?
Blithe notes of music, suddenly let loose
On the thrilled ear, and flags uprising, yield
Prompt answer; they proclaim the annual
Wake,
120
Which the bright season favours. — Tabor
and pipe
In purpose join to hasten or reprove
The laggard Rustic; and repay with boons
Of merriment a party-coloured knot,
Already formed upon the village-green.
— Beyond the limits of the shadow cast
By the broad hill, glistened upon our sight
That gay assemblage. Round them and
above,
Glitter, with dark recesses interposed,
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Casement, and cottage-roof, and stems of
trees
130
Half-veiled in vapoury cloud, the silver
steam
Of dews fast melting on their leafy boughs
By the stroug sunbeams smitten. Like a
mast
Of gold, the Maypole shines; as if the rays
Of morning, aided by exhaling dew,
With gladsome infiuence could re-animate
The faded garlands dangling from its sides.
Said I, " The music and the sprightly
scene
Invite us; shall we quit our road, and join
These festive matins ? "—He replied, "Not
loth
140
To linger I would here with you partake,
Not one hour merely, but tUl evening's
dose,
The simple pastimes of the day and place.
By the fleet Racers, ere the sun be set,
The turf of yon large pasture wül be
skimmed;
There, too, the lusty Wrestlers shall contend:
But know we not that he, who intermits
The appointed task and duties of the day,
Untunes full oft the pleasures of the day;
Checking the finer spirits that refuse 150
To flow when purposes are lightly changed ?
A length of journey yet remains untraced:
Let us proceed." Then, pointing with his
stafB
Raised toward those craggy summits, his
intent
He thus imparted: —
" In a spot that lies
Among yon mountain fastnesses concealed,
You will receive, before the hour of noon,
Good recompense, I hope, for this day's toil,
From sight of One who lives secluded there,
Lonesome and lost: of whom, and whose
past life,
160
(Not to forestall such knowledge as may be
More faithfully eollected from himself)
This brief communication shall suffice.
Though now sojourning there, he, like
myself,
Sprang from a stock of lowly parentage
Among the wilds of Scotland, in a tract
Where many a sheltered and well-tended
plant,
Bears, on the humblest ground of social life,
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Blossoms of piety and innocence.
169
Such grateful promises his youth displayed:
And, having shown in study forward zeal,
He to the Ministry was duly called;
And straight, incited by a curious mind
Filled with vague hopes, he undertook the
charge
Of Chaplaiu to a military troop
Cheered by the Highland bagpipe, as they
marched
In plaided vest, — his fellow-countrymen.
This office filling, yet by native power
And force of native inclination made
An intelleotiial ruler iii the haunts
180
Of social vanity, he walked the world,
Gay, and affecting graceful gaiety;
Lax, buoyant — less a pastor with his flock
Than a soldier among soldiers — lived and
roamed
Where Fortune led: — and Fortune, who
oft proves
The careless. wanderer's friend, to him
made known
A blooming Lady — a conspicuous flower,
Admired for beauty, for her sweetness
praised;
Whom he had sensibility to love,
Ambition to attempt, and skill to win. 190
For this fair Bride, most rich in gifts of
mind,
Nor sparingly endowed with worldly wealth,
His office he relinquished; and retired
From the world's notice to a rural home.
Youth's season yet with him was scarcely
past.
And she was in youth's prime. How free
their love,
How full their joy ! 'Till, pitiable doom !
In the short course of one undreaded year
Death blasted ali. Death suddenly o'erthrew
Two lovely Children—^all that they possessed!
200
The Mother followed: — miserably bare
The one Survivor stood; he wept, he
prayed
For his dismissal, day and night, compelled
To hold communion with the grave, and
face
With pain the regions of eternity.
An uncomplaining apathy displaced
This anguish; and, indifferent to delight.
To aim and purpose, he coiisumed his days.
To private interest dead, and public care. 209
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So lived he; so he might have died.
But now.
To the wide world's astonishment, appeared
A glorious opening, the unlooked-for dawn,
That promised everlasting joy to France !
Her voice of social tránsport reached even
him !
He broke from his contracted bounds, repaired
To the great City, an emporium then
Of golden expectations, and receiving
Freights every day from a new world of
hope.
Thither his popular talents he transferred;
And, from the pulpit, zealously maintained
220
The cause of Christ and civil liberty.
As one, and moving to one glorious end.
Intoxicating service ! I might say
A happy service; for he was sincere
As vanity and fondness for applause.
And new and shapeless wishes, would allow.
That righteous cause (such power hath
freedom) bound,
For one hostility, in friendly league,
Ethereal natures and the worst of slaves;
Was served by rival advocates that came 230
From regions opposite as heaven and hell.
One courage seemed to animate them ali:
And, from the dazzling conquests daily
gained
By their united efforts, there arose
A proud and most píesumptuous confldence
In the transcendent wisdom of the age.
And her discernment; not alone in rights,
And in the origin and bounds of power
Social and temporal; but in laws divine,
Deduced by reason, or to faith revealed. 240
An overweening trust was raised; and fear
Cast out, alike of person and of thing.
Plague from this union spread, whose subtle bane
The strongest did not easily escape;
And He, what wonder! took a mortal
taint.
How shall I trace the change, how bear to
tell
That he broke faith with them whom he
had laid
In earth's dark chambers, with a Christian's
hope !
An infidel contempt of holy writ
249
Stole by degrees upon his mind; and hence
Life, like that Roman Janus, double-faced;
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Vilest hypoerisy — the laughing, gay
Hypocrisy, not leagued with fear, but pride.
Smooth words he had to wheedle simple
souls;
But, for disciples of the inner school,
Old freedom was old servitude, and they
The wisest whose opinions stooped the
least
To known restraints; and who most boldly
drew
Hopeful prognostications from a creed,
That, in the light of false philosophy, 260
Spread like a halo round a misty moon,
Widening its circle as the storms advance.
His saered function was at length renounced;
And every day and every place enjoyed
The unshaekled layman's natural liberty;
Speeeh, manners, morais, ali without disguise.
I do not wish to wrong him; though the
course
Of private life licentiously displayed
Unhallowed actions — planted like a crown
üpon the insolent aspiring brow
270
Of spurious notions — worn as open signs
Of prejudice subdued — still he retained,
'Mid much abasement, what he had received
From nature, an intense and glowing mind.
Wherefore, when humbled Liberty grew
weak,
And mortal siekness on her face appeared,
He coloured objects to his own desire
As with a lover's passion. Yet his moods
Of pain were keen as those of better men,
Nay keener, as his fortitude was less: 280
And he continued, when worse days were
come.
To deal about his sparkling eloquence,
Struggling against the strange reverse with
zeal
That showed like happiness. But, in despite
Of ali this outside bravery, within,
He neither felt encouragement nor hope:
For moral dignity, and strength of mind,
Were wanting; and simplicity of life;
And reverence for himself; and, last and
best,
Confiding thoughts, through leve and fear
of Him
290
Before whose sight the troubles of tliis
world
Are vain, as billows in a tossing sea.
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The glory of the times fading away —
The splendour, which had given a festal air
To self-importance, hallowed it, and veiled
From his own sight — this goue, he forfeited
Ali joy in human nature; was consumed.
And vexed, and chafed, by levity and
seorn,
And fruitless indignation; galled by pride;
Made desperate by contempt of men who
throve
300
Before his sight in power or fame, and wou,
Without desert, what he desired; weak
men,
Too weak even for his envy or his hate !
Tormented thus, after a wandering course
Of discontent, and inwardly opprest
With malady — in part, I fear, provoked
By weariness of life — he fixed his home,
Or, rather say, sate down by very chance,
Among these rugged hilis; where now he
dwells.
And wastes the sad remainder of his hours,
Steeped in a self-indulging spleen, that
wants not
311
Its own voluptuousness; — on this resolved,
With this content, that he will live and die
Forgotten, — at safe distance from ' a world
Not moving to his mind.' "
These serious words
Closed the preparatory notices
That served my Fellow-traveller to beguile
The way, while we advanced np that wide
vale.
Diverging now (as if his quest had been
Some secret of the moimtaiiis, cavem, fali
Of water, or some lofty eminence,
321
Renowned for splendid prospect far and
wide)
We scaled, without a track to ease our
steps,
A steep ascent; and reached a dreary plain,
With a tumultuous waste of huge hill tops
Before us; savage region ! which I paced
Dispirited: when, ali at once, behold !
Beneath our feet, a little lowly vale,
A lowly vale, and yet uplifted high
Among the mountains; even as if the spot
Had been from eldest time by wish of
theirs
331
So placed, to be shut out from ali the
world!
Urn-like it was in shape, deep as an urn;
With rocks encompassed, save that to the
south
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VVas one small opening, where a heath-clad
ridge
Supplied a bovindary less abrupt and dose;
A quiet treeless nook, with two green fields,
A liquid pool that glittered in the sun,
And one bare dwelling; one abode, no more !
It seemed the home of poverty and toil, 340
Though not of want: the little fields, made
green
By husbandry of many thrifty years,
Paid cheerful tribute to the moorland
house.
— There crows the cook, single in his
domain:
The small birds find in spring no thidket
there
To shrond them; only from the neighbouring vales
The cuokoo, straggling up to the hill tops,
Shouteth faint tidings of some gladder
place.
Ah ! what a sweet Recess, thought I, is
here!
349
Instantly throwing down my limbs at ease
Upon a bed of heath; — full many a spot
Of hidden beauty have I chaneed to espy
Among the mountains; neyerone like this;
So lonesome, and so perfectly seeure;
Not melancholy — no, for it is green.
And bright, and fertile, furnished in itself
With the few needful things that life reqnires.
— In rngged arms how soft^ does it lie,
How tenderly protected ! Far and near
We have an image of the pristine earth,
The planet in its nakedness: were this 361
Man's only dwelling, sole appointed seat,
First, last, and single, in the breathing
world,
It eould not be more quiet; peace is here
Or nowhere; days unruffled by the gale
Of public news or private; years that pass
Forgetfully; uncalled upon to pay
The common penalties of mortal life,
Sickness, or accident, or grief, or pain.
On these and kindred thoughts intent I
lay
_
370
In sUence musing by my Comrade's side,
He also silent; when from out the heart
Of that profound abyss a solemn voiee,
Or several yoiees in one solemn sonnd,
Was heard ascending; mournful, deep, and
slow
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The cadence, as of psalms — a funeral
dirge !
We listened, looking down upon the hut,
But seeing no one: meanwhile from below
The strain continued, spiritual as before;
And now distinctly eould I recognise 380
These words: —" Shall in the grave Ihy
love he known,
In death thy faiihfulness f " — " God rest
his soul!"
Said the old man, abruptly breaking silence,—
" He is departed, and flnds peace at last! "
This scarcely spoken, and those holy
strains
Not ceasing, forth appeared in view a band
Of rustic persons, from behind the hut
Bearing a coffin in the midst, with which
They shaped their course along the sloping
side
Of that small valley, singing as they moved;
A sober company and few, the men
391
Bare-headed, and ali decently attired !
Some steps when they had thus advanced,
the dirge
Ended; and, from the stillness that ensued
Reeovering, to my Friend I said, " You
spake,
Methought, with apprehension that these
rites
Are paid to Him upon whose shy retreat
This day we purposed to intrude." — "I did
so,
But let us hence, that we may leam the
truth:
Perhaps it is not he but some one else 400
For whom this pious service is performed;
Some other tenant of the solitude."
So, to a steep and difficult deseent
Trusting ourselves, we wound from crag to
crag,
Where passage eould be won; and, as the
last
Of the mute train, behind the heathy top
Of that off-sloping outlet, disappeared,
I, more impatient in my downward course,
Had landed upon easy ground; and there
Stood waiting for my Comrade. When
behold
410 '
An object that enticed my steps aside !
A narrow, winding entry opened out
Into a platform — that lay, sheepfold-wise,
Enclosed between an upright mass of rook
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And one old moss-grown wall; — a cool
recess,
And fanciful 1 For where the rock and
wall
Met in an angle, hung a penthouse, framed
By thrusting two rude staves into the wall
And overlaying them with mountain sods;
To weather-fend a little turf-built seat 420
Whereou a full-grown man might rest, nor
dread
The buming sunshine, or a transient shower;
But the whole plainly wrought by children's
hands !
,
Whose skill had thronged the floor with a
proud show
Of baby-houses, curiously arranged;
Nor wanting ornament of walks between, ■
With mimie trees inserted in the turf,
And gardens interposed. Pleased with the
sight,
I could not choose but beckon to my Guide,
Who, eutering, round him threw a careless
glance,
430
Impatient to pass on, when I exclaimed,
" Lo ! what is here ? " and, stooping down,
drew forth
A book, that, in the midst of stones and
moss
And wreck of party-coloured earthen-ware,
Aptly disposed, had lent its help to raise
One of those petty structures. " His it
must be ! "
Exclaimed the Wanderer, " cannot but be
his,
And he is gone !" The book, whieh in my
hand
Had opened of itself (for it was swoln
With searching damp, and seemingly had
lain
440
To the injurious elements exposed
From week to week,) I found to be a
work
In the French tongue, a Novel of Voltaire,
His famous Optimist. " Unhappy Man ! "
Exclaimed my Friend: " here then has been
to him
Eetreat within retreat, a sheltering-place
Within how deep a shelter ! He had fits,
Even to the last, of genuine tendemess.
And loved the haunts of children: here, no
doubt,
Pleasing and pleased, he shared their simple
sports,
450
Or sate companionless; and here the book,
Left and forgotten in his careless way.
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Must by the cottage-children have been
found:
Heaven bless them, and their inconsiderate
work!
To what odd purpose have the darlings
turned
This sad memorial of their hapless friend ! "
" Me," said I, " most doth it surprise, to
find
Such book in such a placa !" — "A book it
is,"
He answered, " to the Person suited well,
Though little suited to surrounding things:
'T is strange, I grant; and stranger still had
been
461
To see the Mau who owned it, dwelling
here,
With one poor shepherd, far from ali the
world ! —
Now, if our errand hath been thrown a way.
As from these intimations I forebode,
Grieved shall I be — less for my sake than
yours.
And least of ali for him who is no more."
By this, the book was in the old Man's
hand;
And he continued, glancing on the leaves
An eye of scorn: — "The lover," said he,
" doomed
470
To love when hope hath failed him — whom
no depth
Of privacy is deep enough to hide,
Hath yet his bracelet or his look of hair,
And that is joy to him. When change of
times
Hath summoned kings to scaffolds, do but
give
The faithful servant, who must hide his
head
Henceforth in whatsoever nook he may,
A kerchief sprinkled with his master's
blood,
And he too hath his comforter. How poor,
Beyond ali poverty how destitute,
48»
Must that Man have been left, who, hither
driven,
Flying or seeking, could yet bring with him
No dearer relique, and no better stay,
Than this dull product of a scofEer's pen,
Impure conceits discharging from a heart
Hardened by impious pride ! —I did not fear
To tax you with this journey;" — mildly
said
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My veuerable Friend, as forth we stepped
Iiito the presenee of the cheerful light —
" For I have knowledge that you do not
shiink
490
From moving speotacles; — but let us on."
So speaking, on he went, and at the word
I folio wed, tili he made a sudden stand:
For full in view, approaching through a
gate
That opened from the enclosure of green
fields
Into the rough uncultivated ground,
Behold the Man whoin he had faneied dead!
I knew from his deportment, mien, and
dress,
That it could be no other; a pale face,
A meagre person, tall, and in a garb
500
Not rustio — dull and faded like himself !
He saw us not, though distant but few
steps;
For he was busy, dealing, from a store
Upon a broad leaf carried, choicest strings
Of red ripe eurrants; gift by which he
strove,
With intermixture of endearing words,
To soothe a Child, who walked beside him,
weeping
As if disconsolate. — " They to the grave
Are bearing him, my Little-one," he said,
" To the dark pit; but he will feel no pain;
His body is at rest, his soul in heaven." 511
More might have followed — but my
honoured Friend
Broke in xipon the Speaker with a frank
And cordial greeting. — Vivid was the light
That flashed and sparkled from the other's
eyes;
He was ali flre: no shadow on his brow
Remained, nor sign of sickness on his face.
Hands joined he with his Visitant, — a grasp,
An eager grasp; and many moments'
space —
When the íirst glow of pleasure was no
more,
520
And, of the sad appearance which at once
Had vanished, much was come and
coming back —
An amicable smile retained the life
Which it had unexpectedly received,
Upon his hollow cheek. " How kind," he
said,
" Nor could your coming have been better
timed;
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For this, you see, is in our narrow world
A day of sorrow. I have here a charge "—
And, speaking thus, he patted tenderly
The sun-burnt forehead of the weeping
child —
530
" A little mourner, whom it is my task
To comfort; — but how came ye ? — if yon
track
(Which doth at once befriend us and betray)
Conducted hither your most welcome feet,
Ye could not miss the fimeral train — they
yet
Have scarcely disappeared." " This blooming Child,"
Said the old Man, " is of an age to weep
At any grave or solemn spectacle,
Inly distressed or overpowered with awe,
He knows not wherefore ; — but the boy today,
540
Perhaps is shedding orphan's tears; you
also
Must have sustained a loss." — " The hand
of Death,"
He answered, "has been here; but could
not well
Have fallen more lightly, if it had not fallcn
Uponmyself."—The other left these words
Unnoticed, thus continuing —
" From yon crag,
Down whose steep sides we dropped into
the vale,
We heard the hymn they sang — a solemn
sound
Heard any where; but in a place like this
'T is more than human ! Many precious rites
And customs of our rural ancestry
551
Are gone, or stealing from us; this, I hopc,
Will last for ever. Oft on my way have I
Stood still, though but a casual passenger,
So much I felt the awfulness of life,
In that one moment when the corse is
lifted
In silence, with a hush of decency;
Then from the threshold moves with song
of peace.
And confidential yearnings, towards its
home,
Its final home on earth. What traveller—
who —
560
(How far soe'er a stranger) does not own
The bond of brotherhood, when he sees
them go,
A mute procession on the houseless road;
Or passing by some single tenement
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Or clustered dwellings, where again they
raise
The monitory voiee ? But most of ali
It touches, it conflrms, and elevates,
Then, when fhe body, soou to be consigned
Ashes to ashes, dust laequeathed to dust,
Is raised from the church-aisle, and forward
borne
570
Upon the shoulders of the next in love,
The nearest in afEection or in blood;
Yea, by the very moumers who had knelt
Beside the coffin, resting on its lid
In silent grief their unuplifted heads,
And heard meanwhile the Psalmisfs
moumful plaint,
And that most awful scripture which declares
We shall not sleep, but we shall ali be
changed !
— Have I not seen — ye likewise may have
seen —
Son, husband, brothers — brothers side by
side,
580
And son and father also side by side,
Rise from that posture: — and in coneert
move,
Ou the green turf following the vested
Priest,
Four dear supporters of one senseless
weight,
From which they do not shrink, and under
whieh
They faint not, but advance towards the
open grave
Step after step — together, with their flrm
Unhidden faces: he that suffers most,
He outwardly, and inwardly perhaps,
The most serene, with most undaunted
eye ! —
59°
Oh ! blest are they who live and die like
these,
Loved with such love, and with suoh
sorrow mourued ! "
" That poor Man takeu henee to-day,"
replied
The Solitary, with a faiut sarcastic smile
Which did not please me, " must be
deemed, I fear,
Of the unblest; for he will surely sink
Into his mother earth without such pomp
Of grief, depart without occasion given
By him for such array of fortitude.
Full seventy winters hath he lived, and
mark!
600
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This simple ChUd will mourn his one short
hour.
And I shall miss him: scanty tribute ! yet,
This wanting, he would leave the sight of
meu,
If love were his sole claim upon their care,
Like a ripe date which in the desert falls
Without a hand to gather it."
At this
I interposed, though loth to speak, and
said,
" Can it be thus among so small a band
As ye must needs be here ? in sueh a place
I would not willingly, methinks, lose sight
Of a departing cloud." — " 'T was not for
love"—
611
Answered the sick Man with a careless
voice —
" That I came hither; neither have I found
Among associates who have power of speech,
Nor in such other converse as is here,
Temptation so prevaUing as to change
That mood, or undermine my first resolve."
Then, speaking in like careless sort, he
said
To my benign Companion, — " Pity 't is
That fortune did not guide you to this
house
620
A few days earliír; then would you have
seen
What stufE the Dwellers in a solitude,
That seems by Nature hollowed out to be
The seat and bosom of pure innocence,
Are made of; an ungracious matter this !
Which, for truth's sake, yet in remembrance too
Of past diseussions with this zealous friend
And advocate of humble life, I now
Will force upon his notice; undeterred
By the example of his own pure course, 630
And that respect and deference whieh a
soul
May fairly claim, by niggard age enriched
In what she most doth value, love of God
And his frail creature Man; — but ye shall
hear.
I talk — and ye are standing in the sun
Without refreshment! "
Quickly had he spoken.
And, with light steps still quicker than his
words,
Led toward the Cottage. Homely was the
spot;
And, to my feeling, ere we reaohed the
door.
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And cakes of butter curiously embossed,
Butter that had imbibed from meadowflowers
A golden hue, delicate as their own
680
Faintly reflected in a lingering stream.
Nor lacked, for more delight on thatwarm
day,
Our table, small parade of garden fruits.
And whortle-berries from the mountain
side.
The Child, who long ere this had stilled
his sobs,
Was now a help to his late comforter,
And moved, a willing Page, as he was bid,
Ministering to our need.
In genial mood,
WhUe at our pastoral banquet thus we sate
Fronting the window of that little cell, 690
I could not, ever and anon, forbear
So, with more ardour than an unripe girl To glance an upward look on two huge
Peaks
Left one day mistress of her mother's
That from some other vale peered into this.
stores,
" Those lusty twins," exclaimed our host,
He went about his hospitable task.
" if here
My eyes were busy, and my thoughts no
less,
It were your lot to dwell, would soon become
And pleased I looked upon my grey-haired
Your prized companions. — Many are the
Friend,
notes
As if to thank him; he returned that look,
Cheered, plainly, and yet serious. What a Which, in his tuneful course, the wind
draws forth
wreck
660
Had we about us ! scattered was the floor, From rocks, woods, caverns, heaths, and
dashing shores;
And, in like sort, chair, window-seat, and
And well those lofty brethren bear their
shelf,
part
With books, maps, fossils, withered plants
In the wild concert — chiefly when the
and flowers,
storm
700
And tufts of mountain moss. Mechanic
Rides high; then ali the upper air they fill
tools
Lay intermixed with scraps of paper, some With roaring sound, that ceases not to flow,
Scribbled with verse: a broken angling- Like smoke, along the levei of the blast,
In mighty current; theirs, too, is the song
rod
Of stream and headlong flood that seldom
And shattered telescope, together linked
fails;
By cobwebs, stood within a dusty nook;
And instruments of music, some half-made, And, in the grim and breathless hour of
noon,
Some in disgrace, hung dangling from the
walls.
670 Methinks that I have heard them echo back
The thunder's greeting. Nor have nature's
But speedily the promise was fulfilled;
laws
A feast before us, and a courteous Host
Left them ungifted with a power to yield
Inviting us in glee to sit and eat.
710
A napkin, white as foam of that rough Music of finer tone; a harmony,
So do I call it, though it be the hand
brook
By which it had been bleached, o'erspread Of silence, though there be no voice; — the
clouds,
the board;
The mist, the shadows, light of golden suns,
And was itself half-covered with a store
Of dainties, — oaten bread, curd, cheese, Motions of moonlight, ali come thither —
touch.
and cream;
Had almost a forbidding nakedness;
640
Less fair, I grant, even painfully less fair,
Than it appeared when from the beetling
rock
We had looked down upon it. Ali within,
As left by the departed company,
Was silent; save the solitary clock
That on mine ear ticked with á mournful
sound.—
Following our Guide we clomb the cottagestairs
And reached a small apartment dark and
low,
Which was no sooner entered than our Host
Said gaily, " This is my domain, my cell, 650
My hermitage, my cabin, what you wUl —
I love it better than.a snail his house.
But now ye shall be feasted with our best."
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And have an answer — thither come, and
shape
A language not unwelcome to siek hearts
And idle spirits: —there the sun himself,
At the calm dose of summer's longest day,
Rests his substantial orb; — between tbose
heights
And on the top of either pinnacle,
720
More keenly than elsewhere in nighfs blue
vault,
Sparkle the stars, as of their station proud.
Thoughts are not busier inthe mind of man
Than the mnte agents stirring there: —
alone
Here do I sit and wateh
"
A fali of voice,
Regretted like the nightmgale's last note,
Had scarcely closed this high-wrought strain
of rapture
Ere with inviting smile the Wanderer
Sãid:
" Now for the tale with which you threatened us!"
" In truth the threat escaped me unawares:
Should the tale tire you, let this challenge
stand
731
For my excuse. Dissevered from mankind.
As to your eyes and thoughts we must have
seemed
When ye looked down upon us from the
crag,
Islanders 'mid a stormy mountain sea,
We are not so; — perpetually we touch
Upon the vulgar ordinances of the world;
And he, whom this our eottage hath to-day
Relinquished, lived dependent for his bread
Upon the laws of public charity.
740
The Housewife, tempted by sueh slender
gains
As might from that oecasion be distilled,
Opened, as she before had done for me,
Her doors to admit this homeless Pensioner;
The portion gave of coarse but wholesome
fare
Which appetite required — a blind dull
nook,
Such as she had, the kennel of his rest !
This, in itself not ill, would yet have been
111 borne in earlier life; but his was now
The still contentedness of seventy years.
Calm did he sit under the wide-spread
tree
751
Of his old age: and yet less calm and
meek.
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Winningly meek or venerably calm,
Than slow and torpid; paying in this wise
A penalty, if penalty it were,
For spendthrift feats, excesses of his prime.
I loved the old Man, for I pitied him !
A task it was, I own, to hold discourse
With one so slow in gathering up his
thoughts,
But he was a cheap pleasure to my eyes;
Mild, inoffensive, ready in Ms way,
761
And helpful to his utmost power: and there
Our housewife knew full well what she
possessed!
He was her vassal of ali labour, tilled
Her garden, from the pasture fetched her
kine;
And, one among the orderly array
Of hay-makers, beneath the burning sun
Maintained his place; or heedfully pursued
His course, on errands bound, to other
vales,
Leading sometimes an inexperienced child
Too young for any profitable task.
771
So moved he like a shadow that performed
Substantial service. Mark me now, and
leam
For what reward! — The moon her monthly
round
Hatli not completed since our dame, the
queen
Of this one eottage and this lonely dale,
Into my little sanctuary rushed —
Voice to a rueful treble humanized.
And features in deplorable dismay.
I treat the matter lightly, but, alas ! 780
It is most serious: persevering rain
Had fallen in torrents; ali the mountain
tops
Were hidden, and black vapours coursed
their sides;
This had I seen, and saw; but, till she
spake,
Was wholly ignorant that my ancient
Friend —
Who at her bidding, early and alone,
Had clomb aloft to delve the moorland turf
For winter fuel — to his noontide meai
Returned not, and now, haply, on the
heights
Lay at the mercy of this raging storm. 790
' Inhuman !'.— said I, ' was an old Man's
life
Not worth the trouble of a thought ? —
alas I
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This notice comes too late.' With joy I saw
Her husband enter — from a distant vale.
We sallied forth together; found the tools
Which the neglected veteran had dropped,
But through ali quarters looked for him in
vain.
We shouted — but no answer ! Darkness
fell
Without remission of the blast or shower,
And fears for our own safety droye us
home.
Soo
I, who weep little, did, I will confess,
The moment I was seated here alone,
Honour my little cell with some few tears
Which anger and resentment could not dry.
Ali night the storm endured; and, soon as
help
Had been collected from the neighbojiring
vale,
With moming we renewed our quest: the
wind
Was fallen, the rain abated, but the hills
Lay shrouded in impenetrable mist;
809
And long and hopelessly we soughtin vain:
Tillj, chanoing on that lofty ridge to pass
A heap of ruin •— almost without walls
And wholly without roof (the bleaehed remains
Of a small chapei, where, in ancient time,
The peasants of these lonely valleys used
To meet for worship on that central
height) —
We there espied the objeet of our search,
Lying full three parts buried among tufts
Of heath-plant, under and above him
strewn.
To baffle, as he might, the watery storm:
And there we found him breathing peaceably,
821
Snug as a child that hides itself in sport
'Mid a green hay-coek in a sunny field.
We spake — he made reply, but would not
stir
At our entreaty; less from want of power
Than apprehension and bewjldering
thoughts.
So was he lifted gently from the ground.
And with their freight homeward the
shepherds moved
Through the dull mist, I f ollowing — when
a step,
A single step, that freed me from the skirts
Of the blind vapour, opened to my view 831
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Glory beyond ali glory ever seen
By wakiug sense or by the dreaming soul!
The appearance, instantaneously disclosed,
Was of a mighty city — boldly say
A wildemess of building, sinking far
And self-withdrawn into a boundless depth,
Far sinking into splendour — without end !
Fabric it seemed of diamond and of gold,
With alabaster domes, and sUver spires,
And blazing terraee upon terrace, high 841
Uplifted; here, serene pavilions bright,
In avenues disposed; there, towers begirt
With battlements that on their restless
fronts
Bore stars — illumination of ali gems !
By earthly nature had the effect been
wrought
Upon the dark materiais of the storm
Now paci&ed; on them, and on the coves
And mountain-steeps and summits, whereunto
The vapours had receded, taking there 850
Their station under a cerulean sky.
Oh, 't was an unimaginable sight!
Clouds, mists, streams, watery rocks and
emerald turf,
Clouds of ali tincture, rocks and sapphire
sky,
Confused, commingled, mutually inflamed,
Molten together, and composing thus,
Each lost in each, that marvellous array
Of temple, palace, citadel, and huge
Fantastie pomp of structure without name,
In fleecy folds voluminous,- enwrapped. 860
Right in the midst, where interspace appeared
Of open court, an object like a throne
Under a shining canopy of state
Stood fixed; and íixed resemblances were
seen
To implements of ordinary use,
But vast in size, in substance glorified;
Sueh as by Hebrew Prophets were beheld
In vision — forms uncouth of mightiest
power
For admiration and mysterious awe.
869
This little Vale, a dwelling-place of Man,
Lay low beneath my feet; 't was visible —
I saw not, but I felt that it was there.
That which I saw was the revealed abode
Of Spirits in beatitude: my heart
Swelled in my breast — ' I have been dead,'
I cried,
' And now I Kve ! Oh ! wherefore do I
live ?'
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And with that pang I prayed to be no
more ! —
— But I forget our Charge, as utterly
I then forgot him: — there I stood and
gazed;
The apparition faded not away,
88o
And I descended.
Having reached the house,
I found its rescued inmate safely lodged,
And in serene possession of himself,
Beside a flre whose genial warmth seemed
met
By a faint shining from the heart, a gleam,
Of comfort, spread over his pallid face.
Great show of joy the housewife made, and
truly
Was glad to flnd her conscience set at ease;
And not less glad, for sake of her good
name,
That the poor SufEerer had escaped with
life.
890
But, though he seemed at íirst to have reoeived
No harm, and uncomplaining as before
Went through his usual tasks, a silent
change
Soon showed itself: he lingered three
short weeks;
And from the oottage hath been borne today.
So ends my dolorous tale, and glad I am
That it is ended." At these words he
tvirned —
And, with blithe air of open fellowship,
Brought from the cnpboard wine and
stouter cheer,
Like one who would be merry. Seeing
this,
çoo
My grey-haired Friend said courteously —
" Nay, nay,
You have regaled us as a hermit ought;
Now let us forth into the sv:n !" — Our
Host
Rose, though reluctantly, and forth we
went.
BOOK THIRD
DESPONDENCY
ARGUMENT
Images in the Valley — Another Recess in
it entered and described — Wanderer's sensations — Solitary's excited by the same objects
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— Contrast between these —Despondency of
the Solitary gently reproved — ConTersation
exhibiting the Solitary^s past and present opinions aud feelings, till he enters upon his cwn
History at lengtb — His domeatio felicity —
Afflietions—Dejection—Koused by the French
Revolution — Disappointment and disgust —
Voyage to America — Disappointment and disgust pursue him — His returii — His languor
and depression of mind, from want of faith in
the great truths of Religion, and want of coníidence in the yirtue of Mankind.
A HüMMiNG BEE — a little tinklüig rill —
A pair of faleons wheeling on the wing,
In clamorous agitation, round the crest
Of a tall rock, their airy eitadel —
By each and ali of these the pensive ear
Was greeted, in the silenee that ensued,
When through the cottage-threshold we had
passed.
And, deep within that lonesome valley,
stood
Once more beneath the coneave of a blue
And cloudless sky. — Anon exelaimed our
Host —
10
Triumpbantly dispersing with the taunt
The shade of discontent which on his brow
Had gathered, — " Ye have left my cell, —
but see
How Nature hems you in with friendly
arms !
And by her help ye are my prisoners still.
But which way shall I lead you ? — how
contrive,
In spot so parsimoniously endowed,
That the brief hours, which yet remain,
may reap
Some recompense of knowledge or delight ? "
So saying, round he looked, as if perplexed;
20
And, to remove those doubts, my greyhaired Friend
Said — " Shall we take this pathway for our
guide ? —
Upward it winds, as if, in summer heats,
Its line had first been fashioned by the
flock
Seeking a place of refuge at the root
Of yon black Yew-tree, whose protruded
boughs
Darken the silver bosom of the crag,
From which she draws her meagre suste»
nance.
There in commodious shelter may we rest.
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Or let us trace this streamlet to its
source;
30
Feebly it tinkles with an earthy sound,
And a few steps may bring us to the spot
Where, haply, crowned with flowerets and
green herbs,
The mountain infant to the sun comes
forth,
Like human life from darkness."—A quick
turn
Through a strait passage of encumbered
ground,
Proved that such hope was vain: — for now
we stood
Shut out from prospect of the open vale,
And saw the water, that composed this
rül,
Descending, disembodied, and diffused 40
0'er the smooth surface of an ample crag,
Lofty, and steep, and naked as a tower.
Ali further progress here was barred; —
And who,
Thought I, if master of a vacant hour,
Here would not linger, willingly detained ?
Whether to such wild objects he were led
When copious rains have magnifted the
stream
Into a loud and white-robed waterfall,
Or introduced at this more quiet time.
Upon a semicirque of turf-clad ground, 50
The hidden nook diseovered to our view
A mass of rock, resembling, as it lay
Riglit at the foot of that moist precipioe,
A stranded ship, with keel upturned, that
rests
Fearless of winds and waves. Three
severalstones
Stood near, of smaller size, and not unlike
To monimiental pUlars: and, from these
Some little space disjoined a pair were
seen,
That with united shoulders bore aloft
A fragment, like an altar, flat and smooth:
Barren the tablet, yet thereon appeared 61
A tall and shining holly, that had found
A hospitable chink, and stood upright.
As if inserted by some human hand
In mockery, to wither iu the sun,
Or lay its beauty flat before a breeze,
The flrst that entered. But no breeze did
now
Find entrance; — high or low appeared no
trace
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Of motion, save the water that descended,
Diffused adown that barrier of steep rock.
And softly creeping, like a breath of air, 71
Such as is sometimes seen, and hardly seen,
To brush the still breast of a crystal lake.
" Behold a cabinet for sages built,
Which kings might envy ! " — Praise to
this effect
Broke from the happy old Man's reverend
lip;
Who to the Solitary turned, and said,
" In sooth, with love's familiar privilege,
You have decried the wealth which is your
own.
Among these rocks and stones, methinks, I
see
80
More than the heedless impress that belongs
To lonely nature's casual work: they bear
A semblance strange of power intelligent.
And of design not wholly worn away.
Boldest of plants that ever faced the wind,
How gracefully that slender shrub looks
forth
From its fantastic birth-place ! And I own.
Some shadowy intimations haunt me here,
That in these shows a chronicle survives
Of purposes akin to those of Map,
90
But wrought with mightier arm than now
prevails.
— Voiceless the stream descends into the
gulí
With timid lapse; — and Io ! while in this
strait
I stand — the chasm of sky above my head
Is heaven's profoundest azure; no domain
For fickle, short-lived clouds to occupy,
Or to pass through; but rather an abyss
In which the everlasting stars abide;
And whose soft gloom, and boundless depth,
might tempt
The curious eye to look for them by day. 100
— Hail Contemplation ! from the stately
towers,
Reared by the industrious hand of human
art
To lift thee high above the misty air
And turbulence of murmuring cities vast;
From academic groves, that have for thee
Been planted, hither come and find a lodge
To which thou mayst resort for holier
peace, —
From whose calm centre thou, through
height or depth,
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Mayst penetrate, wherever truth shall lead;
Measuring through ali degrees, until the
scale
iio
Of time and oonscious nature disappear,
Lost in Tmsearohable eternity ! "
A pause ensued; and with minuter oare
We scanned the various features of the
scene:
And soon the Tenant of that lonely vale
With oourteous voice thus spake —
" I should have grieved
Hereafter, not escaping self-reproach,
If from my poor retirement ye had gone
Leaving this nook vmvisited: but, in sooth,
Your vmexpected presence had so roused 120
My spirits, that they were bent on enterprise;
And, like an ardent hunter, I forgot,
Or, shall I say ? — disdained, the game that
lurks
At my own door. The shapes before our
eyes
And their arrangement, doubtless must be
deemed
The sport of Nature, aided by blind Chance
Rudely to mock the works of toiling Man.
And hence, this upright shaft of unhewn
stone,
From Fancy, willing to set off her stores
By sounding titles, hath acquired the name
Of Pompey's pillar; that I gravely style 131
My Theban obelisk; and, there, behold
A Druid eromlech ! — thus I entertain
The antiquarian humour, and am pleased
To skim along the surfaces of things,
Beguiling harmlessly the listless hours.
But if the spirit be oppressed by sense
Of instability, revolt, decay.
And change, and emptiness, these freaks of
Nature
And her blind helper Chance, do then
sufSce
140
To quicken, and to aggravate — to feed
Pity and scorn, and melancholy pride,
Not less than that huge Pile (from some
abyss
Of mortal power unquestionably sprung)
Whose hoary diadem of pendent rooks
Confines the shrill-voiced whirlwind, round
and round
Eddying within its vast cireumference,
On Sarum's naked plain — than pyramid
Of Egypt, unsubverted, Tmdissolved —
Or Syria's marble ruins towering high 150
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Above the sandy desert, in the light
Of sun or moon. — Forgive me, if I say
That an appearance which hath raised your
minds
To an exalted pitch (the self-same cause
DifEerent efEect producing) is for me
Fraught rather with depression than delight,
Though shame it were, could I not look
around,
By the reflection of your pleasure, pleased.
Yet happier in my judgment, even than you
With your bright transporta fairly may be
deemed,
160
The wandering Herbalist, — who, clear
alike
From vain, and, that worse evil, vexing
thoughts,
Casts, if he ever chance to enter here,
Upon these uncouth Forms a slight regard
Of transitory interest, and peeps round
For some rare floweret of the hills, or
plant
Of craggy fountain; what he hopes for wins,
Or learns, at least, that 'tis not to be won:
Then, keen and eager, as a fine-nosed
hound,
By soul-engrossing instinct driven along 170
Through wood or open field, the harmless
Man
Departs, intent upon his onward quest! —
Nor is that Fellow-wanderer, so deem I,
Less to be envied, (you may trace him oft
By scars which his activity has left
Beside our roads and pathways, though,
thank Heaven!
This covert nook reports not of his hand)
He who with pocket-hammer smites the
edge
Of luckless rock or prominent stone, disguised
In weather-stains or crusted o'er by Nature
180
With her flrst growths, detaching by the
stroke
A chip or splinter — to resolve his doubts;
And, with that ready answer satisfied,
The substance classes by some barbarous
name,
And hurries on; or from the fragmenta
picks
His specimen, if but haply interveined
With sparkling mineral, or should crystal
cube
Lurk in its cells — and thinks himself enriched,
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Wealthier, and doubtless wiser, than before!
lutrusted safely each to his pursuit,
190
Eamest alike, let both from hill to hill
Kange; if it please them, speed from clime
to clime;
The mind is full — and free from pain their
pastime."
" Then," said I, interposing," One is near,
Who cannot but possess in yom- esteem
Place worthier stül of envy. May I name,
Without oífence, that fair-faced oottageboy ?
Dame Nature's pupil of the lowest form,
Youngest apprentice in the sehool of art!
Him, as we entered from the open glen, 200
You might have noticed, busily engaged,
Heart, soul, and hands, — in mending the
defects
Left in the fabric of a leaky dam
Raised for enabling this penurious stream
To tm^n a slender mill (that new-made
plaything)
For his delight — the happiest he of ali! "
" Far happiest," answered the desponding Man,
" If, such as now he is, he might remain !
Ah ! what avails imagination high
Or question deep ? what proflts ali that
earth,
210
Or heaven's blue vault, is sufEered to put
forth
Of impulse or allurement, for the Soul
To quit the beaten track of life, and soar
Far as she flnds a yielding element
In past or future; far as she can go
Through time or space — if neither in the
one,
Nor in the other region, nor in aught
That Fancy, dreaming o'er the map of
things,
Hath placed beyond these penetrable
bounds,
Words of assurance can be heard; if nowhere
220
A habitation, for consummate good,
Or for progressive virtue, by the search
Can be attained, — a better sanctuary
From doubt and sorrow, than the senseless
grave ?"
"Is this," the grey-haired Wanderer
mildly said,
" The Toice, which we so lately overheard,
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To that same child, addressing tenderly
The consolations of a hopeful mind ?
' His body is at rest, his soul in heaven.'
These were your words; and, verily, methinks
230
Wisdom is oft-times nearer when we stoop
Than when we soar." —
The Other, not displeased,
Promptly replied —" My notion is the
same.
And I, without reluetance, could decline
Ali act of inquisition whence we rise.
And what, when breath hath ceased, we
may become.
Here are we, in a bright and breathing
world.
Our origin, what matters it ? In lack
Of worthier explanation, say at once
With the American (a thought which suits
The place where now we stand) that certain
men
241
Leapt out together from a rocky cave;
And these were the first parents of mankind:
Or, if a difíerent image be recalled
By the warm sunshine, and the jocmid
voice
Of insects chirping out their careless lives
Ou these soft beds of thyme-besprinkled
turf,
Choose, with the gay Athenian, a conceit
As sound —blithe race ! whose mantles
were bedecked
With golden grasshoppers, in sign that they
Had sprung, like those bright creatures,
from the soil
251
Whereon their endless generations dwelt.
But stop ! — these theoretic fancies jar
On serious minds: then, as the Hindoos
draw
Their holy Ganges from a skiey fount,
Even so deduce the stream of human life
From seats of power divine; and hope, or
trust,
That our existence winds her stately course
Beneath the sun, like Ganges, to make part
Of a living ocean; or, to sink engulfed, 260
Like Niger, in impenetrable sands
And utter darkness: thought which may be
faced,
Though comfortless ! —
Not of myself I speak:
Such acquiescence neither doth imply,
In me, a meekly-bending spirit soothed
By natural piety; nor a lofty mind.
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By philosophic discipline prepared
For calm subjection to acknowledged law;
Pleased to have been, contented not to be.
Such palms I boast not; — no ! to me, who
find
270
Reviewing my past way, much to condemn,
Little to praise, and nothing to regret,
(Save some remembranoes of dream-like
joys
That soareely seem to have belonged to
me)
If I must take my choice between the pair
That rule alternately the weary hours,
Night is than day more aceeptable; sleep
Doth, in my estimate of good, appear
A better state than waking; death than
sleep:
Feelingly sweet is stillness after storm, 280
Though under covert of the wormy groimd !
Yet be it said, in justice to myself,
That in more genial times, when I was free
To explore the destiny of human kind
(Not as an intellectual game pursued
With curious subtilty, from wish to cheat
Irksome sensations; but by love of truth
Urged on, or haply by intense delight
In feeding thought, wherever thought could
feed)
I did not rank with those (too dull or nioe.
For to my judgment such they then appeared,
291
Or too aspiring, thankless at the best)
Who, in this frame of human life, perceive
An object whereunto their souls are tied
In diseontented wedlock; nor did e'er,
From me, those dark impervious shades,
that hang
Upon the region whither we are bound,
Exclude a power to enjoy the vital beams
Of present simshine. — Deities that float
On wings, angelic Spirits ! I could muse 300
0'er what from eldest time we have been
told
Of your bright forms and glorious faculties,
And with the imagination rest content,
Not wishing more; repining not to tread
The little sinuous path of earthly care,
By flowers embellished, and by springs refreshed.
—' Blow winds of autumn ! — let your
chilling breath
' Take the live hcrbage from the mead, and
strip
' The shady forest of its green attire, —
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' And let the bursting clouds to fury rouse
' The gentle brooks ! — Your desolating
sway,
311
' Sheds,' I exclaimed, ' no sadness upon me,
' And no disorder in your rage I find.
' What dignity, what beauty, in this change
' From mild to angry, and from sad to
gay,
' Alternate and revolving ! How benign,
' How rich in animation and delight,
' How bountiful these elements — compared
' With aught, as more desirable and fair,
' Devised by fancy for the golden age; 320
' Or the perpetuai warbling that prevails
' In Arcady, beneath unaltered skies,
' Through the long year in constant quiet
bound,
' Night hushed as night, the day serene as
day !'
— But why this tedious record? — Age, we
know
Is garrulous; and solitude is apt
To anticipate the privilege of Age,
From far ye come; and surely with a hope
Of better entertainment: — let us hence ! "
Loth to forsake the spot, and still more
loth
330
To be diverted from our present theme,
I said, " My thoughts, agreeing, Sir, with
yours,
Would push this censure farther; — for, if
smiles
Of scomful pity be the just reward
Of Poesy thus courteously employed
In framing models to improve the scheme
Of Man's existence, and recast the world,
Why should not grave Philosophy be styled,
Herself, a dreamer of a kindred stock,
A dreamer yet more spiritless and dull ? 340
Yes, shall the fine immunities she boasts
Establish sounder titles of esteem
For her, who (ali too timid and reserved
For onset, for resistance too inert,
Too weak for suffering, and for hope too
tame)
Placed, among flowery gardens curtained
round
With world-excluding groves, the brotherhood
Of soft Epicureans, taught — if they
The ends of being would secure, and win
The crown of wisdom — to yield up their
souls
350
To a voluptuous unconcern, preferring
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Tranquillity to ali things. Or is she,"
I eried, " more worthy of regard, the
Power,
Who, for the sake of sterner quiet, closed
The Stoic's heart against the vain approach
Of admiration, and ali sense of joy ? "
His eountenance gave notice that my zeal
Accorded little with his present mind;
I ceased, and he resumed. — " Ah! gentle
Sir,
Slight, if you will, the means ; but spare to
slight
360
The end of those, who did, by system, rank,
As the prhne object of a wise inan's aim,
Security from shock of accident,
Release from fear; and cherished peaceful
days
For their own sakes, as mortal life's chief
good,
And only reasonable felicity.
What motive drew, what impulse, I would
ask,
Through a long course of later ages, drove,
The hermit to his cell in forest wide;
Or what detained him, till his elosing eyes
Took their last farewell of the smi and
stars,
371
Fast anehored in the desert ? —Not alone
Dread of the persecuting sword, remorse,
Wrongs unredressed, or insults unavenged
And unavengeable, defeated pride,
Prosperity subverted, maddening want,
Friendship betrayed, affection unretumed,
Love with despair, or grief in agony; —
Not always from intolerable pangs
He fled; but, compassed round by pleasure,
sighed
380
For independent happiness; craving peace,
The central feeling of ali happiness,
Not as a refuge from distress or pain,
A breathing-time, vacation, or a truoe,
But for its absolute self; a life of peace,
Stability without regret or fear;
That hath been, is, and shall be evermore! —
Such the reward he sought; and wore out
life,
There, where on few externai things his
heart
Was set, and those his own; or, if not his,
Subsisting under nature's stedfast law. 391
What other yearning was the master tie
Of the monastio brotherhood, upon rock
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Aerial, or in green secluded vale,
One after one, collected from afar,
An imdissolving fellowship ? — What but
this,
The universal instinct of repose,
The longing for conflrmed tranquillity,
Inwardand outward; humble, yet sublime:
The life where hope and memory are as
one y
400
Where earth is quiet and her face unchanged
Save by the simplest toil of human hands
Or seasons' difíerence; the immortal Soul
Consistent in self-rule; and heaven revealed
To meditation in that quietness ! —
Such was their scheme: and though the
wished-for end
By multitudes was missed, perhaps attained
By none, they for the attempt, and pains
employed,
Do, in my present censure, stand redeemed
From the unqualified disdain, that once 410
Would have been cast upon them by my
voice
Delivering her decisions from the seat
Of forward youth — that scruples not to
solve
Doubts, and determine questions, by the
rules
Of inexperienced judgment, ever prone
To overweening faith; and is inflamed,
By courage, to demand from real life
The test of aot and sufEering, to provoke
Hostility — how dreadful when it comes,
Whether affliction be the foe, or guilt! 420
A child of earth, I rested, in that stage
Of my past course to which these thoughts
advert,
Upon earth's native energies; forgetting
That mine was a condition which required
Nor energy, nor fortitude — a calm
Without vicissitude; which, if the like
Had been presented to my view elsewhere,
I might have even been tempted to despise.
But no — for the serene was always bright;
Enlivened happiness with joy o'erflowing,
With joy, and — oh! that memory should
survive
431
To speak the word —withrapture! Nature's
boou,
Life's gcnuine inspiration, happiness
Above what rules can teach, or fancy feign;
Abused, as ali possessions are abused
That are not prized according to their worth.
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And yet, what worth ? what good is given
to men,
More solid than the gilded clouds of
heaven ?
What joy more lasting than a vernal
flower ? —
None! 't is the general plaint of human kind
In solitude : and mutually addressed 441
From each to ali, for wisdom's sake: —
This truth
The priest annomices from his holy seat:
And, crowned with garlands in the summer
grove,
The poet fits it to his pensive lyre.
Yet, ere that final resting-place be gained,
Sharp contradictions may arise, by doom
Of this same life, compelling us to grieve
That the prosperities of love and joy 449
Should be permitted, oft-times, to endure
So long, and be at once cast down for ever.
Oh! tremble, ye, to whom hath been assigned
A course of days composing happy months,
And they as happy years; the present still
So like the past, and both so firm a pledge
Of a congenial future, that the wheels
Of pleasure move without the aid of hope:
For Mutability is Nature's bane;
And slighted Hope will be avenged; and,
when
Ye need her favours, ye shall flnd her not;
But in her stead — fear — doubt—and
461
agony
This was the bitter language of the heart:
But, while he spake, look, gesture, tone of
voice,
Though discomposed and vehement, were
such
As skill and graceful nature might suggest
To a proficient of the tragic scene
Standing before the multitude, beset
With dark events. Desirous to divert
Or stem the current of the speaker's
thoughts,
We signified a wish to leave that place 470
Of stillness and dose privacy, a nook
That seemed for self-examination made;
Or, for eonfession, in the sinner's need,
Hidden from ali men's view. To onr attempt
He yielded not; but, pointing to a slope
Of mossy turf defended from the sun.
And on that couch inviting us to rest,
Full on that tender-hearted Man he tumed
A serious eye, and his speech thus renewed.

441

" You never saw, your eyes did never look
On the bright form of Her whom once I
loved: —
481
Her silver voice was heard upon the earth,
A sound unknown to you; else, honoured
Friend!
Your heart had borne a pitiable share
Of what I suffered, when I wept that loss.
And sufEer now, not seldom, from the
thought
That I remember, and can weep no more. —
Stripped as I am of ali the golden fruit
Of self-esteem; and by the cutting blasts
Of self-reproach famUiarly assailed;
490
Yet would I not be of sueh wintry bareness
But that some leaf of your regard should
hang
Upon my naked branehes: — lively thoughts
Give birth, full often, to imguarded words;
I grieve that, in your presence, from my
tongue
Too much of frailty hath already dropped;
But that too much demands stül more.
You know,
Revered Compatriot — and to you, kind Sir,
(Not to be deemed a stranger, as you come
Following the guidanee of these welcome
feet
500
To our secluded vale) it may be told —
That my demerits did not sue in vain
To One on whose mild radiance many gazed
With hope, and ali with pleasure. This fair
Bride —
In the devotedness of youthful love,
Preferring me to parents, and the choir
Of gay companions, to the natal roof.
And ali known places and familiar sights
(Resigned with sadness gently weighing
down
Her trembling expectations, but no more 510
Than did to her due honour, and to me
Yielded, that day, a confidence sublime
In what I had to build upon) — this Bride,
Young, modest, meek, and beautiful, I led
To a low cottage in a sunny bay,
Where the salt sea innocuously breaks.
And the sea breeze as innocently breathes,
On Devon's leafy shores; — a sheltered hold,
In a soft clime encouraging the soil
To a luxuriant bounty! — As our steps 520
Approach the embowered abode — our
ehosen seat —
See, rooted in the earth, her kindly bed,
The unendangered myrtle, decked with
flowers.
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Before the threshold stands to welcome us !
While, in the flowering inyrtle's neighbourhood,
Not overlooked but courting no regard,
Those native plants, the holly and the yew,
Gave modest intimation to the mind
How willingly their aid they would unite 529
With the green myrtie, to endear the hours
Of winter, and protect that pleasant place.
— Wild were the walks upon those lonely
Downs,
Track leading into track; how marked, how
worn
Into bright verdure, between fera and gorse
Winding away its never-endmg line
On their smooth surface, evidence was none;
But, there, lay open to our daily haunt,
A range of uiiappropriated earth,
Where youth's ambitious feet might move
at large;
Whence, unmolested wanderers, we beheld
The shining giver of the day dilfuse
541
His brightness o'er a tract of sea and land
Gay as our spirits, free as our desires;
As our enjoyments, boundless. — From
those heights
We dropped, at pleasure, into sylvan
eombs;
Where arbours of impenetrable shade,
And mossy seats, detained us side by side,
With hearts at ease, and knowledge in our
hearts
'That ali the grove and ali the day was
ours.'
O happy time ! still happier was at hand;
For Nature called my Partner to resign 551
Her share in the pure freedom of that life,
Enjoyed by us in common. —-To my hope,
To my heart's wish, my tender Mate became
The thankful eaptive of maternal bonds;
And those wild paths were left to me alone.
There could I meditate on follies past;
And, like a weary voyager escaped
From risk and hardship, inwardly retraee
A course of vain delights and thoughtless
guilt,
560
And self-indulgence — without shame pursued.
There, undisturbed, could think of and
could thank
Her whose submissive spirit was to me
Rule and restraint — my guardian — shall I
say
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That earthly Providence, whose guiding
love
Within a port of rest had lodged me safe;
Safe from temptation, and from danger far ?
Strains followed of acknowledgment addressed
To an authority enthroned above
The reach of sight; from whom, as from
their source
570
Proceed ali visible ministers of good
That walk the earth — Father of heaven
and earth,
Father, and king, and judge, adored and
feared !
These acts of mind, and memory, and
heart,
And spirit — interrupted and relieved
By observations transient as the glance
Of flying sunbeams, or to the outward form
Cleaving with power inherent and intense,
As the mute insect'fixed upon the plant
On whose soft leaves it hangs, and from
whose cup
5S0
It draws its nourishment impcrceptibly —
Endeared my wanderings; and the mother's kiss
And infanfs smUe awaited my retum.
In privacy we dwelt, a wedded pair,
Companions daily, often ali day long;
Not placed by fortune within easy reach
Of various intercourse, nor wishing aught
Beyond the allowance of our own fire-side,
The twain within our happy cottage born,
Inmates, and heirs of our united love; 590
Graced mutually by difference of sex,
And with no wider interval of time
Between their several births than served
for one
To establish something of a leader's swayj
Yet left them joined by sympathy in age;
Equals in pleasure, fellows in pursuit.
On these two pillars rested as in air
Our solitude.
It soothes me to perceive,
Your courtesy withholds not from my
words
Attentive audience. But, oh! gentle
Friends,
600
As times of quiet and unbroken peace,
Though, for a nation, times of blessedness,
Give back faint echoes from the historian's
page;
So, in the imperfect sounds of this discourse.
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Depressed I hear, how faitliless is the voiee
Which those most blissful days reverberate.
What speeial record can, or need, be given
To rules and habits, whereby much was
done,
But ali within the sphere of little things;
Of humble, though, to us, important cares,
And precious interests ? Smoothly did our
life
6ii
Advance, swerving not from the path prescribed;
Her annual, her diurnal, round alike
Maintained with faithful care. And you
divine
The worst effects that our condition saw
If you imagine ehanges slowly wrought,
And in their progress unperceivable;
Not wished for; sometimes noticed with a
sigh,
(Whate'er of good or lovely they might
bring)
Sighs of regret, for the familiar good 620
And loveliness endeared which they removed.
Seven years of occupation undisturbed
Established seemingly a right to hold
That happiness; and use and habit gave,
To what an alien spirit had aequirod,
A patrimonial sanetity. And thus,
With thoughts and wishes bounded to this
world,
I lived and breathed; most gratef ul — if to
enjoy
Without repining or desire for more,
For dilferent lot, or change to higher sphere,
(Only except some impulses of pride 631
Witli no determined objeet, though upheld
By theories with suitable support) —
Most grateful, if in such wise to enjoy
Be proof of gratitude for what we have;
EIse, I allow, most thankless. — But, at
onee,
From some dark seat of fatal power was
urged
A claim that shattered ali. — Our blooming girl,
Caught in the gripe of death, with such
brief time
To struggle in as scareely would allow 640
■ Her cheek to change its colour, was conveyed
From us to inaecessible worlds, to regions
Where height, or depth, admits not the
approach
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Of living man, though longing to pursue.
— With even as brief a warning — and how
soon,
With what short interval of time between,
I tremble yet to think of — our last prop,
Our liappy life's only remaining stay —
The brother followed; and was seen no
more !
Calm as a frozen lake when ruthless
winds
650
Blow fieroely, agitating earth and sky,
The Mother now remained; as if in her,
Who, to the lowest region of the soul,
Had been erewhile unsettled and disturbed,
This seeond visitation had no power
To shake; but only to bind up and seal;
And to establish thankfulness of heart
In Heaven's determinations, ever just.
The eminence whereon her spirit stood,
Mine was unable to attain. Immense 660
The space that severed us! But, as the
sight
Communicates with heaven's ethereal orbs
Incalculably distant; so, I felt
That consolation may descend from far
(And that is intercourse, and union, too,)
While, overcome with speechless gratitude,
And, with a holier love inspired, I looked
On her — at once superior to my woes
And partner of my loss. — O heavy change,
Dimness o'er this clear luminary crept 670
Insensibly; — the immortal and divine
Yielded to mortal reflux; her pure glory,
As from the pinnaele of worldly state
Wretched ambition drops astounded, fell
luto a gulf obscure of silent grief,
And keen heart-anguish—of itself ashamed,
Yet obstinately cherishing itself:
And, so consumed, she melted from my
arms;
And left me, on this earth, disconsolate !
What followed cannot be reviewed in
thought;
680
Much less, retraced in words. If she, of
life
Blameless, so intimate with love and joy
And ali the tender motions of the soul,
Had been supplanted, could I hope to
stand —
Infirm, dependent, and now destitute ?
I called on dreams and visions, to diselose
That which is veiled from waking thought;
conjured

444

THE EXCURSION

BOOK III

My melancholy voice the chorus joined;
Eternity, as men constrain a ghost
To appear and answer; to the grave I spake —' Be joyful ali ye nations; in ali lands,
Imploringly; — looked up, aud asked the ' Ye that are capable of joy be glad !
Heavens
690 ' Henceforth, whate'er is wanting to yourselves
730
If Angels traversed their cerulean floors,
If âxed or wandering star could tidings yield ' In others ye shall promptly find; — and ali,
' Enriched by mutual and reflected wealth,
Of the departed spirit — what abode
' Shall with one heart honour their common
It occupies — what consciousness retains
kind.'
Of fonner loves and interests. Then my
soul
Thus was I reconverted to the world;
Tumed inward, — to examine of what stuíB
Time's fetters are composed; and life was Society became my glittering bride,
put
And airy hopes my chUdren. — From the
To inquisition, long and profitless !
depths
By pain of heart — now checked — and now Of natural passion, seemingly eseaped,
impelled —
My soul diffused herself in wide embrace
The intellectual power, through words and Of institutions, and the forms of things;
things,
700 As they exist, in mutable array,
740
Went sounding on, a dim and perilous way ! Upon life's surface. What, though in my
And from those transports, and these toils
veins
abstruse,
There flowed no Gallio blood, nor had I
Some trace am I enabled to retain
breathed
Of time, else lost;— existing mito me
The air of Franoe, not less than Gallic zeal
Only by records in myself not foimd.
Kindled and burnt among the sapless twigs
Of my exhausted heart. If busy men
From that abstraetion I was ronsed,— In sober conclave met, to weave a web
and how ?
Of amity, whose living threads should
Even as a thoughtfnl shepherd by a ilash
stretch
Of lightning startled in a gloomy cave
Beyond the seas, and to the farthest pole,
Of these wild hilis. For, Io ! the dread There did I sit, assisting. If, with noise
Bastile,
And acclamation, crowds in open air
750
With ali the chambers in its horrid towers, Expressed the tumult of their minds, mv
Fell to the ground: — by violence overvoice
thrown
711 There mingled, heard or not. The powers
Of indignation; and with shouts that
of song
drowned
I left not uninvoked; and, in still groves,
The crash it made in falling! From the Where mild enthusiasts tuned a pensive lay
wreck
Of thanks and expectation, in accord
A golden palace rose, or seemed to rise,
With their belief, I sang Satumian rule
The appointed seat of equitable law
Returned, — a progeny of golden years
And mild patemal sway. The potent shock Permitted to descend, and bless mankind.
I felt; the transformation I perceived,
— With promises the Hebrew Soriptures
As marvellously seized as in that moment
teem:
When, from the blind mist issuing, I beheld I felt their invitation; and resumed
760
Glory — beyond ali glory ever seen,
720 A long-suspended office in the House
Confnsion iniinite of heaven and earth,
Of public worship, where, the glowing
Dazzling the soul. Meanwhile, prophetic
phrase
harps
Of ancient insph-ation serving me,
In every grove were ringing, ' War shall I promised also, — with undaunted trust
cease;
Foretold, and added prayer to prophecy;
' Did ye not hear that conquest is abjured ? The admiration winning of the crowd;
' Bring garlands, bring f orth choicest flowera, The help desiring of the pure devout.
to deck
' The tree of Liberty.' — My heart reScom and contempt forbid me to proeeed!
bomided;
I But History, time's slavish scribe, will tell
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How rapidly the zealots of the cause 770
Disbanded — or in hostile ranks appeared;
Some, tired of honest servioe; these, outdone,
Disgusted therefore, or appalled, by aiins
Of fiercer zealots — so conJEusion reigned,
And the more faithful were eompelled to
exelaim,
As Brutus did to Virtue, ' Liberty,
'I worshipped thee, and flnd thee but a
Shade !'
Such recantation had for me no charm,
Nor would I bend to it; who should have
grieved
At aught, however fair, that bore the mien
Of a conclusion, or catastrophe.
781
Why then eonceal, that, when the simply
good
In timid seliishness withdrew, I sought
Other support, not scrupulous whence it
carne;
And, by what compromise it stood, not
nice ?
Enough if notions seemed to be highpitched,
And qualities determined. — Amoug men
So charactered did I maintain a strife
Hopeless, and still more hopeless every
hour;
But, in the process, I began to feel
790
That, if the emancipation of the world
Were missed, I should at least secure my
own.
And be in part compensated. For rights,
Widely — inveterately usurped upon,
I spake with vehemence; and promptly
seized
Ali that Abstraction furnished for my needs
Or purposes; nor scrupled to proclaim.
And propagate, by liberty of life,
Those new persuasions. Not that I rejoiced,
Or even found pleasure, in such vagrant
course,
800
For its own sake; but farthest from the
walk
Which I had trod in happiness and peace,
Was most inviting to a troubled mind,
That, in a struggling and distempered
world,
Saw a seductive image of herself.
Yet, mark the eontradictions of which Man
Is still the sport! Here Nature was my
guide.
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The Nature of the dissolute; but thee,
0 fostering Nature! I rejected — smUed
At others' tears in pity; and in scorn 810
At those, which thy soft iufluence sometimes drew
From my unguarded heart. — The tranquil
shores
Of Britain circumscribed me; else, perhaps
1 might have been entangled among deeds,
Which, now, as infamous, I should abhor —
Despise, as senseless: for my spirit relished
Strangely the exasperation of that Land,
Which turned an angry beak against the
down
Of her own breast; confounded into hope
Of disencumbering thus her fretful wings.
But ali was quieted by iron bonds
821
Of military sway. The shifting aims,
The moral interests, the creative might,
The varied functions and high attributes
Of civil action, yielded to a power
Formal, and odious, and contemptible.
— In Britain, ruled a panic dread of change;
The weak were praised, rewarded, and advanced;
And, from the impulse of a just disdain,
Once more did I retire into myself.
830
There feeling no contentment, I resolved
To fly, for safeguard, to some foreign shore,
Remote from Europe; from her blasted
hopes;
Her flelds of carnage, and polluted air.
Fresh blew the wind, when o'er the Atlantic Main
The ship went gliding with her thoughtless
crew;
And who among them but an Exile, freed
From discontent, indifferent, pleased to sit
Among the busily-employed, not more 839
With obligation charged, with service taxed,
Than the loose pendant — to the idle wind
Upon the tall mast streaming. But, ye
Powers
Of soul and sense mysteriously allied,
Oh, never let the Wretched, if a choice
Be left him, trust the freight of his distress
To a long voyage on the silent deep !
For, like a plague, will memory break out;
And, in the blank and solitude of things,
Upon his spirit, with a fever's strength,
Will conscience prey. — Feebly must they
have felt
850
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Who, in old time, attired with snakes and
whips
The vengeful Furies. Beautiful regards
Were turned on me — the face of her I
loved;
The Wife and Mother pitifully fixing
Tender reproaches, insupportable !
VVhere now that boasted liberty ? No welcome
From unknown objects I received; and
those,
Known and familiar, whieh the vanlted sky
Did, in the placid cleamess of the night,
Disclose, had aceusations to prefer
86o
Against my peaee. Within the cabin stood
That volimie — as a compass for the soul —
Kevered among the nations. I implored
Its guidanoe; but the infallible support
Of faith was wanting. Tell me, why refnsed
To One by storms annoyed and adverse
winds;
Perplexed with currents; of his weakness
siek;
Of vain endeavonrs tired; and by his own,
And by his nature's, ignorance, dismayed !
Long-wished-for sight, the Western
World appeared;
870
And, when the ship was moored, I leaped
ashore
Indignantly — resolved to be a man,
Who, having o'er the past no power, would
live
No longer in snbjection to the past,
With abjeet mind — from a tyrannic lord
Inviting penance, frnitlessly endured:
So, like a fugitiva, whose feet have cleared
Some boundary, which his followers may
not cross
In prosecution of their deadly chase,
Respiring I looked ronnd. — How bright
the snn,
880
The breeze how soft ! Can anything produced
In the old World compare, thonght I, for
power
And majesty with this gigantic stream,
Sprung from the desert ? And behold a
city
Fresh, youthfnl, and aspiring ! What are
these
To me, or I to them ? As mnch at least
As he desires that they should be, whom
winds
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And waves have wafted to this distant
shore,
In the condition of a damaged seed,
Whose íibres cannot, if they would, take
root.
890
Here may I roam at large; — my business
is,
Roaming at large, to observe, and not to
feel,
And, therefore, not to act — convinced that
ali
Which bears the name of action, howsoe'er
Beginning, ends in servitude— still painful,
And mostly profitless. And, sooth to say,
On nearer view, a motley spectacle
Appeared, of high pretensions, — unreproved
But by the obstreperous voice of higher
still;
Big passions strutting on a petty stage; 900
Which a detached spectator may regard
Not unamused. — But ridicule demands
Quick change of objects; and, to laugh
alone,
At a composing distance from the haunts
Of strife and folly, though it be a treat
As choice as musing Leisure can bestow;
Yet, in the very centre of the crowd,
To keep the secret of a poignant scom,
Howe'er to airy Demons suitable,
Of ali unsocial courses, is least fit
910
For the gross spirit of mankind, — the one
That soonest fails to please, and quickliest
turns
luto vexation.
Let us, then, I said,
Leave this unknit Republic to the scourge
Of her own passions; and to regions haste,
Whose shades have never felt the encroaching axe,
Or soil endured a transfer in the mart
Of dire rapacity. There, Man abides,
Primeval Nature's child. A creature weak
In combination, (wherefore else driven
back
920
So far, and of his old inheritance
So easily deprived ?) but, for that cause.
More dignified, and stronger in himself;
Whether to act, judge, suffer, or enjoy.
True, the intelligence of social art
Hath overpowered his forefathers, and soon
Will swecp the remnant of his line away;
But contemplations, worthier, nobler far
Than her destructive energies, attend
His independence, when along the side 930
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Of Mississippi, or that northem stream
That spreads into successive seas, he walks;
Pleased to peroeive his own unshackled lif e,
And his innate capacities of soul,
There imaged: or when, having gained the
top
Of some commanding erainence, which yet
Intruder ne'er beheld, he thence surveys
Regions of wood and wide savannah, vast
Expanse of vmappropriated earth,
With mind that sheds a light on what he
sees;
940
Free as the sim, and louely as the sun,
Pouring above his head its radiance down
Upon a living and rejoicing world !
So, westward, tow'rd the unviolated
woods
I bent my way; and, roaming farand wide,
Failed uot to greet the merry Mocking-bird;
And, while the melancholy Muceawiss
(The sportive bird's oompanion in the grove)
Kepeated, o'er and o'er, his plaintive cry,
I sympathised at leisure with the somid; 950
But that pnre archetype of human greatness,
I found him not. There, in his stead, appeared
A ereature, sqnalid, vengeful, and impure;
Remorseless, and submissive to no law
But superstitious fear, and abject sloth.
Enough is told ! Here am I — ye have
heard
What evidenee I seek, and vainly seek;
What from my fellow-beings I require,
And either they have not to give, or I
Laok virtue to receive; what I myself, 960
Too oft by wilful forfeiture, have lost
líor ean regain. How langnidly I look
Upon this visible fabric of the world,
May be divined — perhaps it hath been
said: —
But spare your pity, if there be in me
Aught that deserves respect: for I exist,
Within myself, not comfortless. — The
tenor
Which my life holds, he readily may conceive
Whoe'er hath stood to watch a mountain
brook
In some still passage of its course, and
seen,
970
Within the depths of its capaoious breast,
Inverted trees, rocks, clouds, and azure sky;
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And, on its glassy surface, specks of foam.
And conglobated bubbles undissolved,
Numerous as stars; that, by their onward
lapse,
Betray to sight the motion of the stream,
Else imperceptible. Meanwhüe, is heard
A softened roar, or murmur; and the sound
Though soothing, and the little floating isles
Though beautÍEul, are both by líature
charged
980
With the same pensive office; and make
known
Through what perplexing labyrinths, abrupt
Precipitations and untoward straits,
The earth-born wanderer hath passed; and
quickly,
That respite o'er, like traverses and toils
Must he again encounter. — Sueh a stream
Is hiunan Life; and so the Spirit fares
In the best quiet to her course allowed;
And such is mine, — save only for a hope 989
That my particular current soon wUl reach
The unfathomable gulf, where ali is still 1"
BOOK FOURTH
DESPONDENCY CORRECTED
ARGUMENT
State of feeling prodaced by the foregoing
Narrative — A belief in a auperintending Providence the only adequate support under afíüction —Wanderer's ejaculation—Acknowledges
the difficulty of a lively faith — Hence immoderate sorrow — Exhortations — How received
— Wanderer applies his disconrse to that other
canse of dejectionin the Solitary's mind — Disappointment from the French Revolution —
States grounds of hope, and insists on the necessity of patience and fortitude with respect
to the course of great revolutiona — Knowledge
the source of tranquillity — Eural Solitude
favourable to knowledge of the inferior Creatures; Study of their habits and ways recommended; exhortation to bodily exertion and
communion with Nature — Morbid Solitude
pitiable — Superstition better than apathy —
Apathy and destitution unknown in the infancy
of society — The various modes of Religion
prevented it — Illustrated in the Jewish, Persian, Babylonian, Chaldean, and Grecian modes
of belief — Solitary interposes — Wanderer
points out the influence of religions and imaginative feeling in the humble ranks of society,
illustrated from present and past times —
These princii)les tend to recaU ezploded super-
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stitioiis and popery — Wanderer rebuts this
charge, and contrasts the dignities of the Imagination with the presumptuous littleness of
certain modem Philosophers — Reconunends
other lights and guides — Aaserts the power of
the soul to regenerate herself; Solitary asks
how — Reply — Personal appeal — Exhortation to activity of body renewed — How to oommune with Nature — Wanderer coneludes with
a legitimate union of the imagination, afPections, nnderstanding, and reason — Effect of
his discourse — Evening ; Ketum to the Cottage.
Herk closed the Tenant of that lonely vale
His moumful narrativa — commenoed in
pain,
In pain commenced, and ended without
peace:
Yet tempered, not unfrequently, with
strains
Of native feeling, grateful to our minds,
And yielding surely some relief to his,
While we sate listening with compassion due.
A pause of silence followed; then, with
voice
That did not falter though. the heart was
moved,
The Wanderer said: —
" One adequate support
For the calamities of mortal life
n
Exists — one only; an assured belief
That the procession of our fate, howe'er
Sad or disturbed, is ordered by a Being
Of infinite benevolenee and power;
Whose everlasting purposes embrace
Ali accidents, converting them to good.
— The darts of anguish jix not where the
seat
Of suffering hath been thoroughly fortified
By aoquiescence in the Will supreme
20
For time and for eternity; by faith,
Faith absoluta in God, inoluding hopa,
And the defenca that lies in boundless love
Of his perfections; with habitual dread
Of aught unworthily coneeived, endured
Impatiently, ill-done, or left undona,
To the dishonour of his holy name.
Soul of our Souls, and safeguard of the
world!
Sustain, thou only canst, the sick of heart;
Restore their languid spirits, and recall 30
Their lost affections unto thee and thina ! "
Then, as we issued from that covart nook,
He thus continued, lifting up his eyes
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To heavan: — " How beautiful this dome of
sky;
And the vast hills, in fluctuation fixed
At thy command, how awful! Shall the
Soul,
Human and rational, report of thee
Evan less than these ? — Be mute who will,
who can,
Yet I will praise thee with impassioned
voice;
My lips, that may forget thee in the crowd,
Cannot forget thee hare; where thou hast
built,
41
For thy own glory, in the wilderness !
Me didst thou constitute a priest of thine,
In such a temple as wa now behold
Reared for thy presence: tharefora, am I
bound
To worship, hera, and avarywhere — as one
Not doomed to ignoranee, though forcad to
tread,
From childhood up, tha ways of poverty;
From unreflecting ignoranee preserved.
And from debasament rescued. — By thy
grace
50
The particle divine ramainad unquenched;
And, 'mid the wild waads of a rugged soil,
Thy bounty caused to flourish deathless
flowers,
From paradisa transplanted: wintry aga
Impends; the frost will gathar round my
heart;
If tha flowers wither, I am worsa than dead !
— Come, labour, when tha worn-out frame
requires
' Perpetuai sabbath; come, disease and want;
And sad exclusion through decay of sense;
But leave me unabated trust in thee — 60
And let thy favour, to tha and of life,
Inspire me with ability to seek
Raposa and hope among atarnal things —
Fathar of heaven and aarth ! and I aln rich,
And will possass my portion in content!
And what are things eternal ? — powers
depart,"
The gray-haired Wanderer stedfastly replied,
Answering the question which himself had
askad,
" Possassions vanish, and opinions change.
And passioiis hold a fluctuating seat:
70
But, by the storms of circumstance unshaken,
And subject neither to eclipse nor wane.
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Duty exists; — immutably survive,
For our support, the measvires and the f orms,
Which an abstract intelligenoe supplies;
Whose kingdom is, where time and space
are not.
Of other converse which mind, soul, and
heart,
Do, with united urgency, reqnire,
What more that may not perish ? — Thou,
dread source,
Prime, self-existiug cause and end of ali 8o
That in the scale of being íill their place;
Above our human region, or below,
Set and sustained; — thou, who didst wrap
the cloud
Of infancy around us, that thyself,
Therein, with our simplicity awhile
Might'st hold, on earth, communion undisturbed;
Who from the anarchy of dreaming sleep,
Or from its death-like void, with punctual
care,
And touch as gentle as the moming light,
Restor'st us, daily, to the powers of sense
And reason's stedfast rule — thou, thou
alone
91
Art everlasting, and the blessèd Spirits,
Which thou includest, as the sea her waves:
For adoration thou endur'st; endure
For consciousness the motions of thy will;
For apprehension those transcendent truths
Of the pure intellect, that stand as laws
(Submission constituting strength and
power)
Even to thy Being's inimite majesty !
This universe shall pass away — a work 100
Glorious ! because the shadow of thy might,
A step, or link, for intercourse with thee.
Ah ! if the time must come, in which my feet
No more shall stray where meditation leads,
By flowing stream, through wood, or craggy
wild,
Loved haunts like these; the unimprisoned
Mind
May yet have scope to range among her own,
Her thoughts, her images, her high desires.
If the dear faculty of sight should fail,
Stül, it may be allowed me to remember
What visionary powers of eye and soul m
In youth were mine; when, stationed on the
top
Of some huge hill — expectant, I beheld
The sunrise up,from distant climes returned
Darkness to ehase, and sleep; and bring the
day
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His bounteous gift! or saw him toward the
deep
Sink, with a retinue of flaming clouds
Attended; then, my spirit was entranced
With joy exalted to beatitude;
The measure of my soul was filled with bliss.
And holiest love; as earth, sea, air, with
light,
121
With pomp, with glory, with magnificence !
Those fervent raptures are for ever flown;
And, since their date, my soul hath imdergone
Change manifold, for better or for worse:
Yet cease I not to struggle, and aspire
Heavenward; and chide the part of me that
flags,
Through sinful choice; or dread necessity
On human nature from above imposed.
'T is, by comparison, an easy task
130
Earth to despise; but, to converse with
heaven —
This is not easy: — to relinquish ali
We have, or hope, of happiness and joy,
And stand in freedom loosened from this
world,
I deem not arduous; but must needs confess
That 't is a thing imjx)ssible to frame
Conceptions equal to the soul's desires;
And the most diffioult of tasks to keep
Heights which the soul is competent to
gain.
— Man is of dust: ethereal hopes are his,
Which, when they should sustain themselves
aloft,
141
Want due consistence; like a pillar of smoke,
That with majestic energy from earth
Rises; but, having reached the thinner air,
Melts, and dissolves, and is no longer seen.
From this infirmity of mortal kind
Sorrow proceeds, which else were not; at
least,
If grief be something hallowed and ordained,
If, in proportion, it be just and meet,
Yet, through this weakness of the general
heart,
150
Is it enabled to maintain its hold
In that excess which conscience disapproves.
For who could sink and settle to that point
Of selfishness; so senseless who could be
As long and perseveringly to mourn
For any object of his love, removed
From this unstable world, if he could fix
A satisfying view upon that state
Of pure, imperishable, blessedness,
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Zeal, and the virtue to exist by faith
As soldiers live by courage; as, by strength
Of heart, the saUor fights with roarmg seas.
Alas ! the endowment of immortal power
Is matched unequally with custom, time.
And domineering faoulties of sense
In ali; in most, with superadded foes,
Idle temptations; open vanities,
Ephemeral ofBspring of the unblushing
world;
210
And, in the private regions of the mind,
Ill-governed passions, ranklings of despite,
Immoderate wishes, pining diseontent,
Distress and care. What then remains ? —
To seek
Those helps for his occasions ever near
Who lacks not wül to use them; vows, renewed
On the first motion of a holy thought;
Vigils of contemplation; praise; and
prayer —
A stream, which, from the fountain of the
heart
Issuing, however feebly, nowhere flows 220
Without access of unexpected strength.
But, above ali, the victory is most sure
For him, who, seeking faith by virtue,
strives
To yield cntire submission to the law
Of conscienee — conseience reverenced and
obeyed.
As God's most intimate presence in the
soul.
And his most perfect image in the world.
— Endeavour thus to live; these rules regard;
These helps solicit; and a stedfast seat
Shall then be yours among the happy few
Who dwell on earth, yet breathe empyreal
air,
231
Sons of the morning. For your nobler
part,
Ere disencumbered of her mortal chains,
Doubt shall be quelled and trouble chased
away;
With only such degree of sadness left
As may support longings of pure desire;
Here then we rest; not fearing for our And strengthen love, rejoicing secretly
creed
In the sublime attractions of the grave."
The worst that human reasoning can
aehieve.
While, in this strain, the venerable Sage
To unsettle or perplex it: yet with pain
Poured forth his aspirations, and announced
Acknowledging, and grievous self-reproach, His judgments, near that lonely house we
That, though immovably convinced, we
paced
241
want
201 A plot of greensward, seemingly preserved

Which reason promises, and holy writ i6o
Ensures to ali believers ? — Yet mistrust
Is of such incapacity, methinks,
No natural branch; despondency far less;
And, least of ali, is absoluto despair.
— And, if there be whose tender frames
have drooped
Even to the dust; apparently, through
weight
Of anguish unrelieved, and laok of power
An agonizing sorrow to transmute;
Deem not that proof is hera of hope withheld
When wanted most; a eonfidenee impaired
So pitiably, that, having ceased to see 171
With bodily eyes, they are bome down by
love
Of what is lost, and perish through regret.
Oh ! no, the innoeent Sufferer often sees
Too clearly; feels too vividly; and lougs
To realize the vision, with intense
And over-constant yearning; — there —
there lies
The excess, by which the balance is destroyed.
Too, too contraoted are these walls of flesh,
This vital warmth too cold, these visual
orbs,
180
Though inconceivably endowed, too dim
For any passion of the soul that leads
To ecstasy; and, ali the crooked paths
Of time and change disdaining, takes its
course
Along the line of limitless desires.
I, speaking now from such disorder free,
Nor rapt, nor craving, but in settled peace,
I camiot doubt that they whom you deplore
Are glorified; or, if they sleep, shall wake
From sleep, and dwell with God in endless
love.
igo
Hope, below this, consists not with belief
In mercy, carried infinite degrees
Beyond the tenderness of human hearts:
Hope, below this, consists not with belief
In perfect wisdom, guiding mightiest power,
That finds no limits but her own pure will.
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By iiature's care from wreck of scattered
stones,
And from encroachment of enoircling heath:
Small space ! but, for reiterated steps,
Smooth and eommodious; as a stately deck
Which to and fro the mariner is used
To tread for pastime, talking with his
mates,
Or haply thinking of far-distant friends, 249
While the ship glides before a steady breeze.
Stillness prevailed aromid us: and the voice
That spake was capable to lift the soul
Toward regions yet more tranquil. But,
methought,
That he, whose fixed despondency had
given
Impulse and motive to that strong discourse,
Was less upraised in spirit than abashed;
Shrinking from admonition, like a man
Who feels that to exhort is to reproaoh.
Yet not to be diverted from his aim,
The Sage continued: —
" For that other loss,
The loss of confidence in social man,
261
By the unexpected transports of our age
Carried so high, that every thought, which
looked
Beyond the temporal destiny of the Kind,
To niany seemed superfluous — as, no cause
Could e'er for such exalted confidence
Exist; so, none is now for fixed despair:
The two extremes are equally disowned
By reason: if, with sharp recoil, from one
You have been driven far as its opposite,
Between them seek the point whereon to
build
271
Sound expectations. So doth he advise
Who shared at íirst the illusion; but was
soon
Cast from tlie pedestal of pride by sliocks
Which Nature gently gave, in woods and
fields;
Nor unreproved by Providence, thus speaking
To the inattentive children of the world:
' Vainglorious Generation! what new powers
' On you have been conferred ? what gifts,
withheld
279
'From your progenitors, have ye received,
' Fit recompense of new desert ? what claim
' Are ye prepared to urge, that my decree__s
'For you should undergo a sudden change;
' And the weak functions of one busy day,
- Reclaiming and extirpating, perform

' What ali the slowly-moving years of time,
' With their imited force, have left undone ?
' By nature's gradual processes be taught;
' By story be confounded ! Ye aspire
' Rashly, to fali once more; and that false
fruit,
290
' Wliich, to your overweening spirits, yields
' Hope of a flight celestial, will produce
' Misery and shame. But Wisdom of her
sons
' Shall not the less, though late, be justified.'
Such timely waming," said the Wanderer,
" gave
That visionary voice; and, at this day,
When a Tartarean darkness overspreads
The groaning nations; when the impious
rule,
By will or by established ordinance,
Their own dire agents, and constrain the
good
300
To acts which they abhor; though I bewaU
This triumph, yet the pity of my heart
Prevents me not from owning, that the
law,
By which mankind now suffers, is most
just.
For by superior energies; most strict
Affiance in each other; faith more firm
In their unhallowed principies; the bad
Have fairly earned a victory o'er the weak,
The vacillating, inconsistent good.
Therefore, not unconsoled, I wait — in hope
To see the moment, when the righteous
cause
311
Shall gain defenders zealous and devout
As they who have opposed her; in which
Virtue
Will, to her efforts, tolerate no boimds
That are not lofty as her rights; aspLring
By impulse of her own ethereal zeal.
That spirit only can redeem mankind;
And when that sacred spirit shall appear,
Then shall our triumph be complete as
theirs.
Yet, should this confidence prove vain, the
wise
320
Have still the keeping of their proper
peace;
Are guardians of their own tranquillity.
They act, or they recede, observe, and
feel;
' Knowing the heart of man is set to be
The centre of this world, about the which
Those revolutions of disturbances
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Still roll; where ali the aspècts of misery
Predominate; whose strong effects are such
As he must bear, being powerless to redress;
And, that unless above himself he can
330
Erect himself, how poor a thing is Man
Happy is he who lives to understand,
Not human nature only, but explores
Ali natures, — to the end that he may ftnd
The law that governs each; and where begins
The union, the partition where, that makes
Kmd and degree, among ali visible Beings;
The constitutions, powers, and faculties,
Which they inherit, — cannot step beyond, —
And cannot fali beneath; that do assign 340
To every class its station and its office,
Through ali the mighty commonwealth of
things
Up from the creeping plant to sovereign
Man.
Suoh converse, if directed by a meek.
Sincera, and humble spirit, teaches love:
For knowledge isdelight; and such delight
Breeds love: yet, suited as it rather is
To thonght and to the climbing intellect,
It teaches less to love, than to adore;
If that be not indeed the highest love ! " 350
" Yet," said I, tempted here to interpose,
" The dignity of life is not impaired
By aught that innocently satisfies
The humbler cravings of the heart; and he
Is a still happier man, who, for those heights
Of speculation not unfit, descends;
And such benign afEections cultivates
Among the inferior kinds; not merely those
That he may call his own, and which depend.
As individual objects of regard,
360
Upon his care, from whom he also looks
For signs and tokens of a mutual bond;
But others, far beyond this narrow sphere,
Whom, for the very sake of love, he loves.
Nor is it a mean praise of rural life
And solitude, that they do favour most,
Most frequently call forth, and best sustain,
These pure sensations; that can penetrate
The obstreperous city; on the barren seas
Are not unfelt; and much might recommend,
370
How much they might insprrit and endear,
The loneliness of this sublime retreat!"
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" Yes," said the Sage, resuming the discourse
Again directed to his downcast Friend,
" If, with the froward will and grovelling
soul
Of man, ofEended, liberty is here,
And invitation every hour renewed,
To mark their placid state, who never heard
Of a command which they have power to
break,
Or rule which they are tempted to transgress:
380
These, with a soothed or elevated heart,
May we behold; their knowledge register;
Observe their ways; and, free from envy,
find
Complacence there: — but wheref ore this to
you?
I guess that, welcome to your lonely hearth,
The redbreast, ruffled up by winter's cold
Into a ' feathery bunch,' feeds at your hand:
A box, perchance, is from your casement
hung
For the small wren to build in; — not in
vain,
The barriers disregarding that surround 390
This deep abiding place, before your sight
Mounts on the breeze the butterfly; and
soars,
Small creature as she is, from earth's bright
flowers,
Into the dewy clouds. Ambition reigns
In the waste wilderness: the Soul ascends
Drawn towards her native firmament of
heaven,
When the fresh eagle, in the month of May,
Upborne, at evening, on replenished wing,
This shaded valley leaves; and leaves the
dark
Empurpled hills, conspicuously renewing
A proud communication with the sun 401
Low sunk beneath the horizon ! — List! —
I heard,
From yon huge breast of rock, a voice sent
forth
As if the visible mountain made the cry.
Again ! " — The effect upon the soul was
such
As he expressed: from out the mountain'3
heart
The solemn voice appeared to issue, startling
The blank air — for the region ali around
Stood empty of ali shape of life, and silent
409
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Save for that single cry, the unanswered
bleat
Of a poor lamb — left somewhere to itself,
The plaintive spirit of the sólitude !
He paused, as if unwilling to proceed,
Through eonseiousness that silence in such
plaee
Was best, the most affecting eloquenoe.
But soon his thoughts retiimed upon themselves,
And, in soft tone of speech, thus he resumed.
" Ah ! if the heart, too confldently raised,
Perchance too lightly occupied, or lulled
Too easily, despise or overlook
420
The vassalage that binds her to the earth,
Her sad dependence upon time, and ali
The trepidations of mortality,
What place so destitute and void — but
there
The little ílower her vanity shall check;
The trailing worm reprove her thoughtless
pride ?
These craggy regions, these chaotic wilds.
Does that benignity pervade, that warms
The mole ooutented with her darksome
walk
429
In the cold ground; and to the emmet gives
Her foresight, and intelligence that makes
The tiny ereatures strong by social league;
Supports the generations, multiplies
Their tribes, till we behold a spacious plain
Or grassy bottom, ali, with little hills —■
Their labour, oovered, as a lake with waves;
Thousands of cities, in the desert place
Built up of life, and food, and means of
life !
Nor wanting here, to entertain the thought,
Creatures that in communities exist,
440
Less, as might seem, for general guardianship
Or through dependence upon mutual aid,
Than by participation of delight
And a strict love of fellowship, combined.
What other spirit can it be that prompts
The gilded summer flies to mix and weave
Their sports together in the solar beam,
Or in the gloom of twilight hum their joy ?
More obviously the self-same influence rules
The feathered kinds; the fieldfare's pensive
flock,
450
The cawing rooks, and sea-mews from afar,
Hovering above these inland solitudes,
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By the rough wind unscattered, at whose
call
Up through the trenches of the long-drawn
vales
Their voyage was begun: nor is its power
Unfelt among the sedentary fowl
That seek yon pool, and there prolong their
stay
In sUent congress; or together roused
Take flight; while with their clang the air
resounds:
And, over ali, in that ethereal vault,
460
Is the mute company of ehangeful clouds;
Bright apparition, suddenly put forth,
The rainbow smiling on the faded storm;
The mild assemblage of the starry heavens;
And the great sun, earth's universal lord !
How boimtiful is Nature ! he shall find
Who seeks not; and to him, who hath not
asked,
Large measure shall be dealt. Three sabbath-days
Are scarcely told, since, on a service bent
Of mere humanity, you olomb those heights;
And what a marvellous and heavenly show
Was suddenly revealed ! — the swains
moved on,
472
And heeded not: you lingered, you pereeived
And felt, deeply as living man could feel.
There is a luxury in self-dispraise;
And inward self-disparagement aífords
To meditativo spleen a grateful feast.
Trust me, pronouncing on your own desert,
You judge unthankfully: distempered
nerves
Infect the thoughts; the languor of the
frame
480
Depresses the soul's vigour. Quit your
couch —■
Cleave not so fondly to your moody cell;
Nor let the hallowed powers, that shed
from heaven
Stillness and rest, with disapproving eye
Look down upon your taper, through a
wateh
Of midnight hours, unseasonably twinkling
In this deep Hollow, like a sullen star
Dimly reflected in a lonely pool.
Take courage, and withdraw yourself from
ways
That run not parallel to nature's course. 490
Rise with the lark ! your matins shall obtain
Grace, be their composition what it may,
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Their aspects lend, and mingle in their tum
With this commotion (ruinous though it be)
From day to night, from night to day, prolonged !'"

If but with hers performed; climb once
again,
Climb every day, those ramparts; meet the
breeze
Upon their tops, adventurous as a bee
That from your garden thither soars, to feed
On new-blown heath; let you commanding
rock
Be your frequented watch-tower; roll the
stone
In thunder down the mountains; with ali
your might
Chase the wild goat; and if the bold red
deer
500
Fly to those harbours, driven by hovmd
and horn
Loud echoing, add your speed to the pursuit;
So, wearied to your hut shall you return,
And sink at evening into souud repose."

"Yes,"said the Wanderer, taking from
my lips
540
The strain of transport, " whosoe'er in youth
Has, through ambition of his soul, given
way
To such desires, and grasped at such delight,
Shall feel congenial stirrings late and long,
In spite of ali the weakness that life brings,
Its cafés and sorrows; he, though taught to
own
The tranquillizing power of time, shall wake,
Wake sometimes to a noble restlessness —
Loving the sports whioh once he gloried
in.

The Solitary lifted toward the hills
A kindling eye: — accordant f eelings rushed
Into my bosom, whence these words broke
forth:
" Oh ! what a joy it were, in vigorous health,
To have a body (this our vital frame
With shrinking sensibility endued,
510
And ali the nioe regards of flesh and blood)
And to the elements surrender it
As if it were a spirit! — How divme,
The liberty, for frail, for mortal, man
To roam at large among unpeopled glens
And mountainous retirements, only trod
By devious footsteps; regions consecrate
To oldest time ! and, reckless of the storm
That keeps the raven quiet in her nest,
Be as a presence or a motion — one
520
Among the many there; and while the mists
Flying, and rainy vapours, call out shapes
And phantoms from the crags and solid earth
As fast as a musician scatters soimds
Out of an instrument; and while the streams
(As at a first creation and in haste
To exercise their untried faculties)
Descending from the region of the clouds,
And starting from the hollows of the
earth
529
More multitudinous every moment, rend
Their way before them —what a joy to roam
An equal among mightiest energies;
And haply sometimes with articulate voice,
Amid the deafening tumult, scarcely heard
him that utters it, exolaim aloud,
' ílage on ye elements ! let moon and stars

Compatriot, Friend, remote are Garry'3
hills,
550
The streams far distant of your native glen;
Yet is their form and image here expressed
With brotherly resemblance. Turn your
steps
Wherever fanoy leads; by day, by night.
Are various engines working, not the same
As those with which your soul in youth was
moved,
But by the great Artificer endowed
With no inferior power. You dwell alone;
You walk, you live, you speculate alone;
Yet doth remembrance, like a sovereign
prince,
560
For you a stately gallery maintain
Of gay or tragie pictures. You have seen,
Have acted, suffered, travelled far, observed
With no incurious eye; and books are yours,
Within whose silent chambers treasure lies
Preserved from age to age; more precious
far
Than that accumulated store of gold
And orient gems, which, for a day of need,
The Sultan hides deep in ancestral tombs.
These hoards of truth you can unlock at
will:
570
And music waits upon your skilful touch,
Sounds which the wandering shepherd from
these heights
Hears, and forgcts his purpose; — furnished
thus,
How can you droop, if willing to be upraised ?
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A piteous lot it were to flee from Man —
Yet not rejoiee in Natiire. He, whose hours
Are by domestic pleasures unoaressed
And unenlivened; who exists whole years
Apart from benefits received or doue 579,
'Mid the transactions of the bustling erowd;
Who neither hears, nor feels a wish to liear,
Of the world's interests — such a one hath
need
Of a quiok faucy, and an active heart,
That, for the day's oonsumption, books may
yield
Food not unwholesome; earth and air correct
His morbid humour, with delight supplied
Or solace, varying as the seasons change.
— Truth has her pleasure-grounds, her
hannts of ease
And easy contemplation; gay parterres,
And labyrinthine walks, her sunny glades
And shady groves ín studied oontrast —
each,
591
For reereation, leading into each:
These may he range, if willing to partake
Their soft indulgences, and in due time
May issue thence, recruited for the tasks
And course of service Truth requires from
those
Who tend her altars, wait upon her
throne.
And guard her fortresses. Who thinks, and
feels.
And recognises ever and anon
599
The breeze of natnre stirring in his soul,
Why need such man go desperately astray.
And mirse' the dreadf ul appetite of death ?'
If tired with systems, each in its degree
Substantial, and ali erumbling in their turn,
Let him build systems of his own, and smUe
At the fond work, demolished with a touch;
If unreligious, let him be at once,
Among ten thpusand innocents, enrolled
A pupil in the many-chambered school,
Where superstition weaves her airy dreams.
Life's autmnn past, I stand on winter's
verge;
611
And daily lose what I desire to keep:
Yet rather would I instantly decline
To the traditionary sympathies
Of a most rustic ignoranee, and take
A fearful apprehension from the owl
Or death-watch: and as readily rejoiee,
If two auspicious magpies crossed my
. way; —
To this would rather bend than see and hear
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The repetitions wearisome of sense,
620
Where soul is dead, and feeling hath no
place;
Where knowledge, Ul begun in cold remark
On outward things, with formal inference
ends;
Or, if the mind turn inward, she recoils
At once — or, not recoiling, is perplexed —
Lost in a gloom of uninspired research;
Meanwhile, the heart within the heart, the
seat
Where peace and happy consciousness
should dwell,
On its own axis restlessly revolving,
Seeks, yet can nowhere flnd, the light of
truth.
630
Upon the breast of new-created earth
Man walked; and when and whereso'er he
moved,
Alone or mated, solitude was not.
He heard, borne on the wind, the articulate
voice
Of God; and Angels to his sight appeared
Crowning the glorious hills of paradise;
Or through the groves gliding like morning
mist
Enkindled by the sun. He sate — and talked
With winged Messengers; who daily
brought
To his small island in the ethereal deep 640
Tidings of joy and love. — From those pure
heights
(Whether of actual vision, sensible
To sight and feeling, or that in this sort
Have condescendingly been shadowed forth
Communications spiritually maintained,
And intuitions moral and divine)
Fell Human-kind — to banishment condemned
That flowing years repealed not: and distress
And grief spread wide; but Man escaped
the doom
Of destitution; — solitude was not.
650
— Jehovah — shapeless Power above ali
.
Powers,
Single and one, the omnipresent God,
By vocal utterance, or blaze of light,
Or cloud of darkness, localised in heaven;
On earth, enshrined within the wandering
ark;
Or, out of Sion, thundering from his throne
Between the Cherubim — on the chosen
Raee
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Showered miracles, and ceased not to dispense
Judgments, that filled the land from age
to age
With hope, and love, and g^atitude, and
fear;
56o
And with amazement smote; — thereby to
assert
His scorned, or unacknowledged, sovereignty.
And when the One, ineffable of name,
Of nature indivisible, withdrew
From mortal adoration or regard,
Not then was Deity engulphed; nor Man,
The rational creature, left, to feel the
weight
Of his own reason, without sense or thought
Of higher reason and a purer will,
To benefit and bless, through mightier
power;—
670
Whether the Persian — zealous to reject
Altar and iniage, and the inclusive walls
And roofs of temples built by human
hands —
To loftiest heights ascending, from their
tops,
With myrtle-wreathed tiara ou his brow,
Presented sacrifioe to moon and stars,
And to the winds and mother elements,
And the whole circle of the heavens, for
him
A sensitive existence, and a God,
With lifted hands invoked, and songs of
praise:
680
Or, less reluctantly to bonds of sense
yielding his soul, and Babylonian framed
For influenee undeflned a personal shape;
And, from the plain, with toil immense,
upreared
Tower eight times planted ou the top of
tower,
That Belus, nightly to his splendid couch
Descendiug, there might rest; upon that
height
Fure and serene, diffused — to overlook
Winding Euphrates, and the city vast
Of his devoted worshippers, far-stretched, •
With grove and field and garden iuterspersed;
691
Their town, and foodful region for support
Agaiust the pressure of beleaguering war.
Chaldean Shepherds, rangiug trackless
fields,
Beneath the concave of unclouded skies
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Spread like a sea, in boundless solitude,
Looked ou the polar star, as ou a guide
And guardiau of their course, that never
closed
His stedfast eye. The planetary Five
With a submissive reverence they beheld;
Watched, from the centre of their sleeping
ílocks,
701
Those radiaut Mercuries, that seemed to
move
Carrying through ether, in perpetuai round,
Decrees and resolutions of the Gods;
And, by their aspects, signifying works
Of dim futurity, to Man revealed.
— The imagiuative faculty was lord
Of observations natural; and, thus
Led on, those shepherds made report of
stars
In set rotation passing to aud fro,
710
Betweeu the orbs of our apparent sphere
And its invisible counterpart, adorued
With answering constellations, under earth,
Kemoved from ali approach of living sight
But present to the dead; who, so they
deemed,
Like those celestial messengers beheld
Ali accidents, and judges were of ali.
The lively Grecian, iu a laud of hills,
Rivers aud fertile plains, and sounding
shores, —
Under a cope of sky more variable,
720
Could find commodious place for every God,
Fromptly received, as prodigally brought,
From the surrounding countries, at the
choice
Of ali adventurers. With uurivalled skill,
As nicest observation fumished hints
For studious fancy, his quick hand bestowed
Ou fluent operatious a fixed shape;
Metal or stone, idolatrously served.
And yet —■ triumphant o'er this pompous
show
Of art, this palpable array of sense,
730
On every side encountered; iu despite
Of the gross flctions chanted in the streets
By wandering Rhapsodists; and iu contempt
Of doubt and bold denial hourly urged
Amid the wrangliug schools — a spikit
hung,
Beautiful region ! o'er thy towns aud farms,
Statues and temples, aud memorial tombs;
Aud emauations were perceived; and aets
Of immortality, iu Nature's course,
739
Exemplified by mysteries, that were felt
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As bonds, on grave philosopher imposed
And armèd warrior; and in every grove
A gay or pensive tenderness prevailed,
When piety more awful had relaxed.
—' Take, running river, take these locks of
mine' —
Thus would the Votary say —' this severed
hair,
' My vow fulfllling, do I here present,
' Thankful for my belovèd child's retum.
' Thy banks, Cephisus, he again hath trod,
' Thy murmurs heard; and drunk the crystal
lymph
750
' With which thou dost refresh the thirsty
lip,
' And, ali day long, moisten these flowery
fields !'
And doubtless, sometimes, when the hair
was shed
Upon the flowing stream, a thought arose
Of Life continuous, Being unimpaired;
That hath been, is, and where it was and is
There shall endure, — existence unexposed
To the blind walk of mortal accident;
From diminution safe and weakening age;
While man grows old, and dwindles, and
deoays;
760
And countless generations of mankind
Depart; and leave no vestige where they
trod.
We live by Admiration, Hope.and Love;
And, even as these are well and wisely
fixed,
In dignity of being we ascend.
But what is error ? " — " Answer he who
can! "
The Sceptic somewhat haughtily exolaimed:
" Love, Hope, and Admiration, — are they
not
Mad Faney's favourite vassals ? Does not
life
Use them, full oft, as pioneers to ruin, 770
Guides to destruction ? Is it well to trust
Imagination's light when reason's fails,
The unenarded taper where the guarded
faints ?
— Stoop from those heights, and soberly
declare •
What error is; and, of our errors, which
Doth most debase the mind; the genuine
seats
Of power, where are they ? Who shall
regulate,
With trnth, the scale of intelleotual rank ? "
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" Methinks," persuasively the Sage replied,
779
" That for this arduous office you possess
Some rare advantages. Your early days
A grateful recolleetion must supply
Of much exalted good by Heaven vouchsafed
To dignify the humblest state. — Your voice
Hath, in my hearing, often testified
That poor men's children, they, and they
alone,
By their condition taught, can understand
The wisdom of the prayer that daily asks
For daily bread. A consciousness is yours
How feelingly religion may be learned 790
In smoky cabins, from a mother's tongue —
Heard where the dwelling vibrates to the
dui
Of the contiguous torrent, gathering
strength
At every moment — and, with strength, increase
Of fury; or, whUe snow is at the door,
Assaulting and defending, and the wind,
A sightless labom^er, whistles at his work —■
Fearful; but resignation tempers fear,
And piety is sweet to infant minds.
— The Shepherd-lad, that in the sunshine
carves,
8qo
On the green turf, a dial — to divide
The sUent hours; and who to that report
Can portion out his pleasures, and adapt,
Throughout a long and lonely summer's
day
His roímd of pastoral duties, is not left
With less intelligence for moral things
Of gravest import. Early he pereeives,
Within himself, a measure and a rule,
Which to the sun of truth he can apply,
That shines for him, and shines for ali
mankind.
810
Experience daily fixing his regards
On nature's wants, he knows how few they
are.
And where they lie, how answered and appeased.
This knowledge ample recompense afBords
For manifold privations; he refers
His notions to this standard ; on this rock
Rests his desires; and hence, in after life,
Soul-strengthening patience, and sublime
content.
Imagination — not permitted here
To waste her powers, as in the worldling's
mind,
820
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On fickle pleasures, and superfluous eares, A beardless Youth, who touched a eolden
lute.
And trivial ostentation — is left free
And fllled the illumined groves with ravishAnd puissant to range the solemn walks
ment.
860
Of time and nature, girded by a zone
That, while it binds, invigorates and sup- The nightly hunter, lifting a bright eye
ports.
Up towards the crescent moon, with grateful heart
Acknowledge, then, that whether by the
Called on the lovely wanderer who bestowed
side
That timely light, to share his joyous sport:
Of his poor hut, or on the mountain top,
And hence, a beaming Goddess with her
Or in the cnltnred field, a Man so bred
Nymphs,
(Take from him what you will upon the
Across the lawn and through the darksome
score
grove,
Of ignorance or illusion) lives and breathes
For noble purposes of mind: his heart 831 Not unaccompanied with timeful notes
By echo multiplied from rock or cave,
Beats to the heroic song of ancient days;
Swept in the storm of chase; as moon and
His eye distinguishes, his soul creates.
stars
And those illusions, which excite the scom
Glance rapidly aloug the clouded heaven,
Or move the pity of nnthinking minds,
When winds are blowing strong. The travAre they not mainly outward ministers
eller slaked
871
Of inward conscienoe ? with whose service
charged
His thirst from rill or gushing fount, and
thanked
They came and go, appeared and disappear,
Diverting evil purposes, remorse
The Naiad. Sunbeams, upon distant hills
Awakening, chastening an intemperate Gliding apace, with shadows in their train,
grief,
840 Might, with small help from fancy, be
Or pride of heart abating: and, whene'er
transformed
For less important ends those phantoms Into fleet Oreads sporting visibly.
move,
The Zephyrs fanning, as they passed, their
wings,
Who would forbid them, if their presence
Lacked not, for love, fair objects whom
serve —
On thinly-peopled momitains and wUd
they wooed
With gentle whisper. Withered boughs
heaths,
Filling a space, else vacant — to exalt
grotesque,
The forms of Nature, and enlarge her Stripped of their leaves and twigs by hoary
powers ?
age,
8S0
From depth of shaggy covert peeping forth
In the low vale, or on steep mountain side;
Once more to distant ages of the world
Let us revert, and plaoe before our And, sometimes, intermixed with stirring
thoughts
horns
The face which rural solitude might wear
Of the live deer, or goafs depending
To the imenlightened swains of pagan
beard, —
Greece.
850 These were the lurking Satyrs, a wild brood
— In that fair clime, the lonely herdsman, Of gamesome Deities; or Pan himself,
stretched
The simple shepherd's awe-inspiring
On the soft grass through half a summer's
day,
With music lulled his indolent repose:
The strain was aptlj chosen; and 1
And, in some fit of weariness, if he,
could mark
When his own breath was silent, chanced to Its kindly infiuence, o'er the yielding brow
hear
Of our Companion, gradually diffused; 890
A distant strain, far sweeter than the WhUe listening, he had paced the noiseless
sounds
tm-f,
Which his poor skill could make, his fancy Like one whose untired ear a murmuring
fetched,
stream
Even from the blazing chariot of the sun,
Detains; but tempted now to interpose.
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He with a smile exelaimed: —
" 'T is well you speak
At a safe distance from our native land,
And from the mansions where our youth
was taught.
The true deseendants of those godly men
Who swept from Scotland, in a flame of
zeal,
Shríne, altar, image, and the massy piles
That harboured them, — the souls retaining
yet
900
The churlish features of that after-race
Who fled to woods, caverns, and jutting
rocks,
In deadly scorn of superstitious rites,
Or what their scruples construed to be
such —
How, think you, would they tolerate this
scheme
Of fine propensities, that tends, if urged
Far as it might be urged, to sow afresh
The weeds of Romish phantasy, in vain
Uprooted; would re-consecrate our wells
To good Saint Fillan and to fair Saint Anne;
And from long banishment recall Saint
Giles,
911
To watch again with tutelary love
0'er stately Edinborough throned on orags ?
A blessed restoration, to behold
The patron, on the shoulders of his priests,
Onoe more parading through her crowded
streets,
Now simply guarded by the sober powers
Of Science, and philosophy, and sense ! "
This answer followed. — "You have
turned my thoughts
Upon our brave Progenitors, who rose 920
Against idolatry with warlike mind,
And shrunk from vain observances, to lurk
In woods, and dwell under impending rocks
Ill-sheltered, and oft wanting flre and food;
Why ? — for this very reason that they felt.
And did acknowledge, wheresoe'er they
moved,
A spiritual presence, oft-times misconceived,
But still a high dependence, a divine
Bomity and government, that fllled their
hearts
With joy, and gratitude, and fear, and love;
And from their fervent lips drew hymns of
praise,
931
That through the desert rang. Though
favoured less,
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Far less, than these, yet such, in their degree,
Were those bewildered Pagans of old time.
Beyond their own poor natures and above
They looked; were humbly thankful for
the good
Which the warm sun solicited, and earth
Bestowed; were gladsome, — and their
moral sense
They fortlfled with re verence for the Gods;
And they had hopes that overstepped the
Grave.
940
Now, shall our great Discoverers," he
exelaimed,
Raising his voice triumphantly, " obtain
From sense and reason, less than these
obtained,
Though far misled ? Shall men for whom
our age
UnbaHled powers of vision hath prepared.
To explore the world without and world
within,
Be joyless as the blind ? Ambitious spirits—
Whom earth, at this late season, hath
produced
To regulate the moving spheres, and weigh
The planets in the hollow of their hand;
And they who rather dive than soar, whose
pains
951
Have solved the elements, or analysed
The thinking principie — shall they in fact
Prove a degraded Race ? and what avails
Renown, if their presumption make them
such ?
Oh! there is laughter at their work in
heaven !
Inquire of ancient Wisdom; go, demand
Of mighty Nature, if 't was ever meant
That we should pry far off yet be unraised;
That we should pore, and dwindle as we
pore,
960
Viewing ali objects unremittingly
In disconnection dead and spiritless;
And still dividing, and dividing still,
Break down ali grandeur, still unsatisfied
With the perverse attempt, while littleness
May yet beeome more little; waging thus
An impious warfare with the very life
Of our own souls !
And if indeed there be
An all-pervading Spirit, upon whom
Our dark foundations rest, could he design
That this magnifioent effect of power, 971
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The earth we tread, the sky that we behold
By day, and ali the pomp which night reveals;
That these — and that superior mystery
Our vital frame, so fearfully devised,
And the dread soul within it — should exist
Ouly to be examined, pondered, searched,
Probed, vexed, and critieised ? Accuse me
not
Of arrogance, unknown Wanderer as I am,
If, having walked with Nature threescore
years,
980
And offered, far as frailty would allow,
My heart a daily sacriflce to Truth,
I now affirm of Nature and of Truth,
Whom I have served, that their Divinity
Revolts, ofEended at the ways of men
Swayed by such motives, to snch ends employed;
Philosophers, who, though the himian soul
Be of a thousand faculties composed,
And twice ten thousand interests, do yet
prize
This soul, and the transeendent universe,
No more than as a mirror that reflects 991
To proud Self-love her own intelligence;
That one, poor, finite object, in the abyss
Of infinite Being, twinkling restlessly !
Nor higher place can be assigned to him
And his compeers — the laughing Sage of
France. —
Crowned was he, if my memory do not
err,
With laurel planted upon hoary hairs,
In sign of conqiiest by his wit achieved
And benefits his wisdom had conferred;
His stooping body tottered with wreaths of
flowers
looi
Opprest, far less becoming ornaments
Than Spring oft twines about a mouldering tree;
Yet so it pleased a fond, a vain, old Man,
And a most frivolous people. Him I mean
Who penned, to ridieule confiding faith,
This sorry Legend; which by chance we
foimd
Piled in a nook, through malice, as might
seem,
Among more innocent rubbish." — Speaking thus,
With a brief notice wheu, and how, and
where,
loio
We had espied the book, he drew it forth;
And courteously, as if the act removed.
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At once, ali traces from the good Man's
heart
Of mibenign aversion or contempt,
Restored it to its owner. " Gentle Friend,"
Herewith he grasped the Solitary's hand,
" You liave known lights and guides better
than these.
Ah ! let not aught amiss within dispose
A noble mind to practise on herself, 1019
And tempt opinion to support the wrongs
Of passion: whatsoe'er be felt or feared,
From higher judgment-seats make no appeal
To lower: can you question that the soul
Inherits an allegiance, not by choice
To be cast ofB, upon an oath proposed
By each new upstart notion ? In the ports
Of levity no refuge can be found,
No shelter, for a spirit in distress.
He, who by wilful disesteem of life
And proud insensibility to hope,
1030
Aííronts the eye of Solitude, shall learn
That her mild nature can be terrible;
Tliat neither she nor Silence lack the power
To avenge their own insulted majesty.
O blest seclusion ! when the mind admits
The law of duty; and can therefore move
Tlirough each vicissitude of loss and gain,
Linked in entire complacence with her
choice;
When youth'spresumptuousness ismellowed
down.
And maidiood's vain anxiety dismissed; 1040
Wlien wisdom shows her seasonable fruit,
Upon the boughs of sheltering leisure hung
In sober plenty; when the spirit stoops
To drink with gratitude the crystal stream
Of unreproved enjoyment; and is pleased
To muse, and be saluted by the air
Of meek repentance, wafting wall-flower
scents
From out the crumbling ruins of fallen
pride
And chambers of transgression, now forlorn.
O, calm contented days, and peaceful
nights !
1050
Who, when such good can be obtained,
would strive
To reconcile his manhood to a couch
Soft, as niay seem, but, under that disguise,
Stuffed with the thomy substance of the
past
For flxed annoyance; and full oft beset
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With floating dreams, black and disconsolate,
The vapoury phantoms of futurity ?
Within the soul a faoulty abides,
1058
That with interpositions, which would hide
And darken, so can deal that they become
Coutingencies of pomp; and serve to exalt
Her native brightness. As the ample moon,
In the deep stillness of a snmmer even
Rising behind a thick and lofty grove,
Burns, like an unconsumiiig íire of light,
In the green trees; and, kindling on ali sides
Their leafy umbrage, turns the dusky veil
Into a substance glorious as her own,
Yea, with her own incorporated, by power
Capacious and serene. Like power abides
In man's celestial spirit; virtue thus 1071
Sets forth and magnifies herself; thus feeds
A calm, a beautiful, and silent íire,
From the enoumbranoes of mortal life,
From error, disappointment — nay, from
guilt;
And sometimes, so relenting justice wills,
From palpable oppressions of despair."
The Solitary by these words was touohed
With manifest emotion, and exclaimed;
" But how begin ? and whence ? —' The
Mind is free —
1080
Resolve,' the haughty Moralist would say,
' This single act is ali that we demand.'
Alas ! such wisdom bids a creature fly
Whose very sorrow is, that time hath shom
His natural wings ! — To friendship let
him turn
For succour; but perhaps he sits alone
On stormy waters, tossed in a little boat
That holds but him, and can contain no
more !
Religion tells of amity sublime
Which no condition can preclude; of One
Who sees ali suffering, comprehends ali
wants,
logi
Ali weakness fathoms, can supply ali needs:
But is that bounty absolute ? — His gifts.
Are they not, still, in some degree, rewards
For acts of service ? Can his love extend
To hearts that own not him ? Will showers
of grace,
When in the sky no promise may be seen.
Fali to refresh a parched and withered
land ?
Or shall the groaning Spirit cast her load
At the Redeemer's feet ? "
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In rueful tone,
With some impatience in his mien, he spake;
Back to my mind rushed ali that had been
urged
1102
To calm the SufEerer when his story elosed;
I looked for counsel as unbending now;
But a discriminating sympathy
Stooped to this apt reply: —
Q' As meu from men t
Do, in the constitution of their souls,
\
Differ, by mystery not to be explained;
\
And as we fali by various ways, and sink j
One deeper than another, self-eondemned, j
Through manifold degrees of guilt and '
shame;
mi i
So manifold and various are ^he ways
i
Of restoration, fashioned to the steps
■
Of ali infirmity, and tendiag ali
í
To the same point, attainable by ali — ^
Peace in ourselves, and union with our Goi^
For you, assuredly, a hopeful road
Lies open: we have heard from you a voice
At every moment softened in its course
By tenderness of heart; have seen your
eye,
1120
Even like an altar lit by flre from heaven,
Kindle before us. — Your discourse thisday,
That, like the fabled Lethe, wished to flow
In creeping sadness, through oblivious
shades
Of death and night, has caught at every
turn
The colours of the sun. Access for you
Is yet preserved to principies of truth,
Which the imaginative Wül upholds
In seats of wisdom, not to be approached
By the inferior Faculty that moulds, 113a
With her minute and speculative pains,
HXJpiiúpn, ev.er, changing !
I have seen
A curious child, who dwelt upon a tract
Of inland ground, applying to his ear
The convolutions of a smooth-lipped shellj
To which, in silence hushed, his very soul
Listened intensely; and his countenance'
soon
Brightened with joy; for from within were
heard
^
Murmurings, whereby the monitor expressed
Mysterious union with its native sea. 1140
i Even such a shell the universe itself
ils to the ear of Faith; and there ai'e times,
I doubt not, when to you it doth impart
Authentic tidings of invisible things;
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Of ebb and flow, and ever-during power;
And central peaee, subsisting at the heart
Of endless agitation. Here you stand,
Adore, and worship, when you know it not;
Pious beyond the intention of yourthought;
Devout above the meaning of your will. 1150
— Yes, you have felt, and may not eease to
feel.
The estate of man would be indeed forlorn
If false oonolusions of the reasoning power
Made the eye blind, and closed the passages
Through which the ear converses with the
heart.
Has not the soul, the being of your life,
Received a shock of awful consciousness,
In some calm season, when these lofty rocks
At nighfs approach bring down the unclouded sky.
To rest upon their circumambient walls;
A temple framing of dimensions vast, 1161
And yet not too enormous for the sound
Of human anthems, — chorai song, or burst
Sublime of instrumental harmony,
To glorify the Eternal! What ÍE these
Did never break the stillness that prevails
Here, — if the solemn nightingale be
mute.
And the soft woodlark here did never chant
Her vespers, —Nature fails not to provide 1
Impulse and utterance. The whispering I
air
1170
Sends inspiration from the shadowy heights.
And blind recesses of the caverned rocks;
The little rills, and waters numberless,
Inaudible by daylight, blend their notes
With the loud streams: and often, at the
hour
When issue forth the first pale stars, is
heard,
Within the circuit of this fabric huge,
One voice — the solitary raven, flying
Athwart the concave of the dark blue dome,
Unseen, perchance above ali power of
sight—
1180
An iron knell! with echoes from afar
Faint — and still fainter — as the cry, with
which
The wandercr accompanies her flight
Through the calm region, fades upon the
ear,
Diminishing by distance till it seemed
To expire; yet from the abyss is caught
again,
And yet again recovered !
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But descending
From these imaginative heights, that yield
Far-stretching views into eternity,
Acknowledge that to Nature's humbler
power
1,50
Your cherished sullenness is forced to bend
Even here, where her amenities are sown
With sparing hand. Then trust yourself
abroad
To range her blooming bowers, and spacious fields,
Where on the labours of the happy throng
She smiles, including in her wide embrace
City, and town, and tower, — and sea with
ships
Sprinkled; — be our Companion while we
track
Her rivers populous with glidinglife;
While, free as air, o'er printless sands we
march,
1200
Or pierce the gloom of her majestic woods;
Roaming, or resting under grateful shade
In peaee and mcditative cheerfulness;
Where living things, and things inanimate,
Do speak, at Heaven's command, to eye
and ear,
And speak to social reason's inner sense,
With inarticulate language.
For, the Man —
Who, in this spirit, commuues with the
Fonns
Of nature, who with míderstanding heart
Both knows and loves such objects as excite
No morbid passions, no disquietude,
12 n
No vengeance, and no hatred — needs must
feel
The joy of that pure principie of love
So deeply, that, unsatisfied with aught
Less pure and exquisite, he cannot choose
But seek for objects of a kindred love
In fellow-natures and a kindred joy.
Accordingly he by degrees perceives
His feelings of aversion softened down;
A holy tenderness pervade his frame. 1220
His sanity of reason not impaired,
Say rather, ali his thoughts now flowing
clear,
From a clear fountain flowing, he looks
round
And secks for good; and finds the good he
seeks:
Until abhorrence and contempt are things
He only knows by name; and, if he hear,
From other mouths, the language which
they speak,

.
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He is compassionate; and has no thought,
No feeling, which can overcome his love.
And further; by contemplating these
Forms
1230
In the relations which they bear to man,
He shall discern, how, through the various
means
Which silently they yield, are multiplied
The spiritual presences of absent things.
Trust me, that for the instructed, time will
come
When they shall meet no object but may
teach
Some acceptable lesson to their minds
Of humau suffering, or of human joy.
So shall they learn, while ali things speak
of man,
Their duties from ali forms; and general
laws,
1240
And local accidents, shall tend alike
To rouse, to m^ge; and, with the will,
confer
The ability to spread the blessings wide
Of true philanthropy. The light of love
Not failing, perseverance from their steps
Departing not, for them shall be conflrmed
The glorious habit by which sense is made
Subservient still to moral purposes,
Auxiliar to divine. That change shall
elothe
The naked spirit, ceasing to deplore
1350
The burthen of existence. Science then
Shall be a precious visitant; and then.
And only then, be worthy of her name:
For then her heart shall kindle; her dull
eye,
Dull and inanimate, no more shall hang
Chained to its object in brnte slavery;
But taught with patient interest to watch
The processes of things, and serve the cause
Of order and distinctness, not for this
Shall it forget that its most noble use, 1260
Its most illustrious province, must be found
In furnishing clear guidance, a support
Not treacherous, to the mind's excursive
power.
— So build we up the Being that we are;
Thus deeply drinking-in the soul of things
We shall be wise perforce; and, whüe inspired
By choice, and conscious that the Will is
free,
Shall move unswerving, even as if impelled
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By strict necessity, along the path
1269
Of order and of good. Whate'er we see,
Or feel, shall tend to quicken and refine;
Shall fix, in calmer seats of moral strength,
Earthly desires; and raise, to loftier heights
Of divine love, our intellectual soul."
Here closed the Sage that eloquent harangue,
Poured forth with fervour in continuous
stream,
Such as, remote, 'mid savage wilderness,
An Indian Chief discharges from his breast
Into the hearing of assembled tribes, 1279
In open circle seated round, and hushed
As the unbreathing air, when not a leaf
Stirs in the mighty woods. — So did he
speak:
The words he uttered shall not pass away
Dispersed, like music that the wmd takes up
By snatches, and lets fali, to be forgotten;
No — they sank into me, the boimteous gift
Of one whom time and nature had made
wise,
Gracing his doctrine with authority
Which hostile spirits silently allow;
Of one accustomed to desires that feed 1290
On fruitage gathered from the tree of life;
To hopes on knowledge and experience
built;
Of one in whom persuasion and belief
Had ripened into faith, and faith become
A passionate intuition; whence the Soul,
Though bound to earth by ties of pity and
love,
From ali injurious servitude was free.
The Sun, before his place of rest were
reached,
Had yet to travei far, but unto ua.
To us who stood low in that hollow deli,
He had become invisible, — a pomp
1301
Leaving behind of yellow radiance spread
Over the mountain sides, in contrast bold
With ample shadows, seemingly, no less
Than those resplendent lights, his rich bequest;
A dispensation of his evening power.
— Adown the path that from the glen had
led
The funeral train, the Shepherd and his
Mate
Were seen descending: — forth to greet
them ran
Our little Page: the rustic pair approach;
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And in the Matron's countenanoe may be
read
13 n
Plain indicatiou that the words, which told
How that neglected Pensioner was sent
Before his time into a quiet grave,
Had done to her humanity no wrong:
But we are kindly welcomed — promptly
aerved
With ostentatioas zeal. — Along the floor
Of the small Cottage in the lonely Dell
A grateful eouch was spread for our repose;
Where, in the guise of mountaineers, we lay,
Stretched upon fragrant heath, and lulled
by sound
1321
Of far-ofB torrents charming the still night,
And, to tired limbs and over-busy thoughts,
Inviting sleep and soft forgetfuíness.
BOOK FIFTH
THE PASTOR
ARGUMENT
Farewell to the Valley — Reflections — A
large and popnlous Vale deseribed — The Pastor's Dwelling, and some aocount of him —
Church and Monuments—The Solltary musing,
and where — Roused — In the Churchyard the
SoUtary communicates the thoughts which had
recently passed through his mind — Lofty tone
of the Wanderer's discourse of yesterday adverted to — Kite of Baptism, and the professions accompanying it, contrasted with the real
State of human life — Apology for the Rite —
Ineonsisteney of the best men — Acknowledgment that practice falls far below the injunetions of duty as existing in the mind ■— General
complaint of a falling-oíf in the value of life
after the time of youth — Outward appearances
of content and happiness in degree illusive —
Pastor approaches — Appeal made to him —
His answer — Wanderer in sympathy with him
— Suggestion that the least ambitious enquirers
may be most free from error — The Pastor is
desired to give some portraits of the living or
dead from his own observation of life among
these Mountains — And for what purpose —
Pastor consents — Mountain cottage — Excellent qualities of its Inhabitants — Solitary expresses his pleasure; but denies the praise of
virtue to worth of this kind — Feelings of the
Priest before he enters upon his account of persons interred in the Churchyard — Graves of
unbaptized Infants — Funeral and sepulchral
observances, whence — Ecclesiastical Establishments, whence derived — Profession of belief in the doctrine of Immortality.
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"Farewell, deep Valley, with thy one
rude House,
And its small lot of life-supporting fields.
And guardian rocks ! — Farewell, attractive
seat!
To the still influx of the morning light
Open, and day's purê cheerfulness, but
veiled
From human observation, as if yet
Primeval forests wrapped thee round with
dark
Impenetrable shade; once more farewell,
Majestic circuit, beautiful abyss,
9
By líature destined from the birth of things
For quietness profound !"
Upon the side
Of that brown ridge, sole outlet of the vale
Which foot of boldest stranger would attempt,
Lingering behind my comrades, thus I
breathed
A parting tribute to a spot that seemed
Like the fixed centre of a troubled world.
Again I halted with reverted eyes;
The chain that would not slacken, was at
length
Snapt, — and, pursuing leisurely my way,
How vain, thought I, is it by change of place
To seek that comfort which the mind
denies;
21
Yet trial and temptations oft are shunned
Wisely; and by such tenure do we hold
Frail life's possessions, that even they whose
fate
Yields no peculiar reason of complaint
Might, by the promise that is here, be won
To steal from active duties, and embrace
Obscurity, and undisturbed repose.
— Knowledge, methinks, in these disordered times,
Should be allowed a privilege to have 30
Her anchorites, like piety of old;
Men, who, from faction sacred, and unstained
war, might, if so minded, turn aside
Uncensured, and subsist, a scattered few
Living to God and nature, and content
With that communion. Consecrated be
The spots where such abide ! But happier
still
The Mau, whom, furthermore, a hope attends
That meditation and research may guide
His privacy to principies and powers
40
Discovered or invented; or set forth.
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Through his acquaintance with the ways of
truth,
In lucid order; so that, when his course
Is run, some faithful eulogist may say,
He sought not praise, and praise did overlook
His imobtrusive merit; but his life,
Sweet to himself, was exercised in good
That shall survive his name and memory.
Acknowledgments of gratitude sincere 49
Aceompanied these musings; fervent thanks
For my own peaceful lot and happy choice;
A choice that from the passions of the
world
Withdrew, and flxed me in a still retreat;
Sheltered, but not to social duties lost,
Secluded, but not buried; and with song
Cheering my days, and with industrious
thought;
With the ever-welcome company of books;
With virtuous friendship's soul-sustaining
aid,
And with the blessings of domestic love.
Thus occupied in mind I paced along, 60
Following the rugged road, by sledge or
wheel
Worn in the moorland, till I overtook
My two Associates, in the moming sunshine
Halting together on a rocky knoll,
Whence the bare road descended rapidly
To the green meadows of another vale.
Here did our pensive Host put forth his
hand
In sign of farewell. " Nay," the old Man
said,
" The fragrant air its coolness still retains;
The herds and flocks are yet abroad to crop
The dewy grass; you cannot leave us now, 71
We must not part at this inviting hour."
He yielded, though reluctant; for his mind
Instinctively disposed him to retire
To his own covert; as a billow, heaved
Upon the beach, rolls back into the sea.
— So we descend: and winding round a
rock
Attain a point that showed the valley —
stretched
In length before us; and, not distant far,
Upon a rising ground a grey church-tower,
Whose battlements were screened by tufted
trees.
81
And towards a crystal Mere, that lay beyond
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Among steep hUls and woods embosomed,
flowed
A copious stream with boldly - winding
course;
Here traceable, there hidden — there again
To sight restored, and glittering in the sun.
On the stream's bank, and everywhere, appeared
Fair dwellings, single, or in social knots;
Some seattered o'er the levei, others perched
On the hill sides, a cheerful quiet scene, 90
Now in its moming purity arrayed.
" As 'mid some happy valley of the
Alps,"
Said I, " once happy, ere tyrannic power,
Wantonly breaking in upon the Swiss,
Destroyed their unoffending commonwealth,
A popular equality reigns here,
Save for yon stately House beneath whose
roof
A rural lord might dwell."—^"No feudal
pomp,
Or power," replied the Wanderer, "to that
House
Belongs, but there in his allotted Home 100
Abides, from year to year, a genuine
Priest,
The shepherd of his floek; or, as a king
Is styled, when most afCectionately praised,
The father of his people. Such is he;
And rich and poor, and young and old,
rejoice
Under his spiritual sway. He hath vouchsafed
To me some portion of a kind regard;
And somethiiig also of his inner mind
Hath he imparted — but I speak of him
As he is known to ali.
The calm delights
Of unambitious piety he chose,
m
And learning's solid dignity; though born
Of knightly race, nor wanting powerful
friends.
Hither, in prime of manhood, he withdrew
From academic bowers. Heloved thespot—
Who does not love his native soil ? — he
prized
The ancient rural character, composed
Of simple manners, feelings unsupprest
And undisguised, and strong and serious
thought,
A character reflected in himself,
12a
With such embellishment as well beseems
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His rank and sacred function. This deep By immemorial privilege allowed;
vale
Though with the Encincture's special
Winds far in reaches hidden from our sight,
sanetity
And one a turreted manorial hall
But ill according. An heraldic shield, 160
Adorns, in which the good Man's ancestors Varying its tincture with the changeful
Have dwelt throngh ages, Patrons of this
light,
Cure.
Imbued the altar-windo w; flxed aloft
To them, and to his own judieious pains,
A faded hatchment hung, and one by time
The Vicar's dwelling, and the whole do- Yet undiscoloured. A capacious pew
main,
Of sculptured oak stood here, with drapery
Owes that presiding aspect whioh might
Uned;
well
And marble monmnents were here displayed
Attract your notice; statelier than could else Thronging the walls; and on the floor beHave been bestowed, throngh conrse of
neath
common chance,
131 Sepulchral stones appeared, with emblems
On an nnwealthy mountain Benefice."
graven
And foot-worn epitaphs, and some with
This said, oft pausing, we pursued our
small
way;
And shining effigies of brass inlaid.
170
Nor reached the village-churchyard till the
sun
The tribute by these various records
Travelling at steadier pace than ours, had
claimed,
risen
Duly we paid, each after each, and read
Above the summits of the highest hills,
The ordinary chronicle of birth,
And round our path darted oppressive Office, alliance, and promotion — ali
beams.
Ending in dust; of upright magistrates,
Grave doctors strenuous for the motherAs chanced, the portais of the sacred
church,
Pile
And uncorrupted senators, alike
Stood open; and we entered. On my To king and people true. A brazen plate,
frame,
Not easily deciphered, told of one
At such transition from the fervid air, 140 Whose course of earthly honour was begun
181
A grateful coolness fell, that seemed to In quality of page among the train
strike
Of the eighth Henry, when he crossed the
The heart, in concert with that temperate
seas
awe
His royal state to show, and prove his
And natural reverence which the place instrength
spired.
In tournament, upon the flelds of France.
Not raised in nice proportions was the pile, Another tablet registered the death.
Butlarge and massy; for duration built;
And praised the gallant bearing, of a Knight
With pillars crowded, and the roof upheld Tried in the sea-fights of the secoud
By nalced rafters intricately crossed,
Charles.
Like leafless underboughs, in some thick Near this brave Knight his Father lay enwood,
tombed;
Ali withered by the depth of shade above. And, to the silent language giving voice,
Admonitory texts inscribed the walls, 150 I read, — how in his manhood's earlier day
Each, in its ornamental scroll, enclosed;
He, 'mid the afílictions of intestine war 191
Each also crowned with wingèd heads — a And rightful government subverted, found
pair
One only solace — that he had espoused
Of rudely-painted Cherubim. The floor
A virtuous Lady tenderly beloved
Of nave and aisle, in unpretending guise,
For her benign perfections; and yet more
Was occupied by oaken benches ranged
Endeared to him, for this, that, in her state
In seemly rows; the chancel only showed
Of wedlock richly crowned with Heaven's
Some vain distinctions, marks of earthly
regard,
state
She with a numerous issue filled his house.
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Who throve, like plants, uninjured by the
storm
That laid their country waste. No need to
speak
200
Of less particular notices assigned
To Youth or Maiden gone before their time,
And Matrons and unwedded Sisters old;
Whose charity and goodness were rehearsed
In modest panegyric.
" These dim lines,
What would they tell? " said I, —^ but, from
the task
Of puzzling out that faded narrative,
With whisper soft my venerable Friend
Called me; and, looking down the darksome aisle,
I saw the Tenant of the lonely vale
210
Standing apart; with curvèd arm reclined
On the baptismal font; his pallid face
Upturned, as if his mind were rapt, or lost
In some abstraotion; — graoefully he stood,
The semblance bearing of a soulptured f orm
That leans upon a monmnental urn
In peace, from morn to night, from year to
year.
Him from that posture did the Séxton
rouse;
Who entered, humming carelessly a tnne,
Continuation haply of the notes
220
That had beguiled the work from which he
came,
With spade and mattock o'er his shoulder
hung;
To be deposited, for future need,
In their appointed place. The pale Reclusa
Withdrew; and straight we followed, — to
a spot
Where sun and shade were intermixed; for
there
A broad oak, stretching forth its leafy arms
From an adjoining pasture, overhung
Small space of that green churchyard with
a light
And pleasant awning. On the moss-grown
wall
230
My ancient Friend and I together took
Our seats; and thus the Solitary spake,
Standing before us: —
" Did you note the mien
Of that self-solaced, easy-hearted churl,
Death's hireling, who scoops out his neighbour's grave,
Or wraps an old acquaintance up in clay,
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Ali unconcemed as he would bind a sheaf,
Or plant a tree ? And did you hear his
voice ?
I was abruptly summoned by the sound
From some aífecting images and thoughts,
Which then were silent; but crave utterance now.
241
Much," he continued, with dejected look,
" Much, yesterday, was said in glowing
phrase,
Of our sublime dependencies, and hopes
For future states of being; and the wings
Of speculation, joyfully outspread,
Hovered above our destiny on earth:
But stoop, and place the prospect of the
soul
In sober contrast with reality,
And man's substantial life. If this mute
earth
250
Of what it holds could speak, and every
grave
Were as a volume, shut, yet capable
Of yielding its contents to eye and ear,
We should recoü, strickeu with sorrow and
shame,
To see disclosed, by such dread proof, how
ill
That which is dona accords with what is
known
To reason, and by conscience is enjoined;
How idly, how perversely, life's whole
course.
To this conclusion, daviates from the line,
Or of the end stops short, proposed to ali
At her aspiring outset.
Mark the babe 261
Not long accustomed to this breathing
world;
One that hath barely learned to shape a
smile,
Though yet irrational of soul, to grasp
With tiny finger — to let fali a tear;
And, as the heavy cloud of sleep dissolves.
To stretch his limbs, bamocking, as might
seem,
The outward functions of intelligent man;
A grave proficient in amusiva feats
Of puppetry, that from tha lap declare 270
His expectations, and announca his claims
To that inheritance which millions rue
That thay were ever born to ! In due time
A day of solemn ceremonial comes;
When they, who for this Minor hold in
trust
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Rights that transcend the loftiest heritage
Of mere humanity, present their Charge,
For this occasion daintily adorned,
At the baptismal font. And when the pure
And consecrating element hath cleansed
The original stain, the child is there received
281
Into the second ark, Chrisfs church, with
trust
That he, from wrath redeemed, therein
shall float
Over the bUlows of this troublesome world
To the fair land of everlasting life.
Corrupt affeotions, covetous desires,
Are ali renounced; high as the thought of
man
Can oarry virtue, virtue is professed;
A dedicatiou made, a promise given
For due provision to control and guide, 290
And unremitting progress to ensure
In holiness and truth."
" You cannot blame,"
Here interposing fervently I said,
" Rites which attest that Man by nature lies
Bedded for good and evil in a gulf
Fearfully low; nor will your judgment seorn
Those services, whereby attempt is made
To lift the creature toward that eminence
On which, now fallen, erewhile in majesty
He stood; or if not so, whose top serene
At least he feels 't is given íiim to descry;
301
Not without aspirations, evermore
Returning, and injunctions from within
Doubt to cast ofE and weariness; in trust
That what the Soul perceives, if glory lost,
May be, through pains and persevering
hope,
Recovered; or, if hitherto unknown,
Lies within reaoh, and one day shall be
gained."
" I blame them not," he calmly answered
— " no;
The outward ritual and established forms
With which communities of men invest 311
These inward f eelings, and the aspiring vows
To which the lips give public utterance
Are both a natural process; and by me
Shall pass uncensured; though the issue
prove,
Bringing from age to age its own reproach,
Incongruous, impotent, and blank. — But,
oh!
If to be weak is to be wretched — miserable.
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As the lost Angel by a human voiee
Hath mournfully pronounced, then, iu my
mind,
320
Far better not to move at ali than move
By impulse sent from such illusive power, —
That flnds and cannot fasten down; that
grasps
And is rejoiced, and loses while it grasps;
That tempts, emboldens — for a time sustains,
And then betrays; accuses and inflicts
Remorseless punishment; and so retreads
The inevitable circle: better far
Tlian this, to graze the herb in thoughtless
peace,
By foresight or remembrance, undisturbed !
Philosophy ! and thou more vaunted
name
331
Religion ! with thy statelier retinue,
Faith, Hope, and Charity — from the visible
world
Choose for your emblems whatsoe'er ye find
Of safest guidance or of firmest trust —
The torch, the star, the anchor; nor except
The cross itself, at whose unconscious feet
The generations of mankind have knelt
Ruefully seized, and shedding bitter tears.
And through that conflict seeking rest — of
you,
340
High-titled Powers, am I constrained to
ask,
Here standing, with the unvoyageable sky
In faint reflection of infinitude
Stretched overhead, and at my pensive feet
A subterraneous magazine of bonés,
In whose dark vaults my own shall soon be
laid,
Where are your triumphs ? your dominion
where ?
And in what age admitted and confirmed ?
— Not for a happy land do I enquire,
Island or grove, that hides a blessed few
Who, with obedience wUling and sincere, 351
To your serene authorities conform;
But whom, I ask, of individual Souls,
Have ye withdrawn from passion's orooked
ways,
Inspired, and thoroughly fortified ? — If the
heart
Could be inspected to its inmost folds
By sight nndazzled with the glare of praise,
Who shall be named — in the resplendent
line
Of sages, martyrs, confessors — the man
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Whom the best might of faith, wherever
flxed,
360
For one day's little compass, has preserved
From painful and discreditable shocks
Of contradiction, from some vaguo desire
Culpably cherished, or corrupt relapse
To some misanctioned fear ? "
" If this be so,
And Man," said I, " be in his noblest shape
Thus pitiably infirm; then, he who made,
And who shall judge the creature, will forgive.
— Yet, in its general tenor, your complaint
Is ali too true; and surely not misplaced:
For, from this pregnant spot of gromid,
such thoughts
371
Eise to the notice of a serious mind
By natural exhalation. With the dead
In their repose, the living in their mirth,
Who can reflect, unmoved, upon the round
Of smooth and solemnized complacenoies,
By which, ou Christian lands, from age to
age
Profession moeks performance. Earth is
sick.
And Heaven is weary, of the hollow words
Which States and Kingdoms utter when
they talk
380
Of truth and justice. Turn to private life
And social neighbourhood; look we to ourselves;
A light of duty shines on every day
For ali; and yet how few are warmed or
cheered !
How few who mingle with their fellow-men
And still remain self-governed, and apart,
Like this our honoured Friend; and thence
acquire
Kight to expect his vigorous decline,
That promises to the end a blest old age ! "
"Yet," with a smile of triumph thus
exclaimed
390
The Solitary, " in the life of mau,
If to the poetry of common speech
Faith may be given, we see as in a glass
A true reflection of the circling year,
With ali its seasons. Grant that Spring is
there,
In spite of many a rough untoward blast,
Hopeful and promising with buds and
flowers;
Yet where is glowing Summer's long rich
day,
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That ought to follow faithfully expressed ?
And mellow Autumn, charged with boimteous fruit,
400
Where is she imaged ? in what favoured
clime
Her lavish pomp, and ripe magniflcence ?
— Yet, while the better part is missed, the
worse
In man's autumnal season is set forth
With a resemblance not to be denied.
And that contents him; bowers that hear
no more
The voioe of gladness, less and less supply
Of outward sunshine and internai warmth;
And, with this change, sharp air and falling
leaves,
Foretelling aged Winter's desolate sway.
How gay the habitations that bedeck 411
This fertile valley ! Not a house but seems
To give assurance of content witliin;
Embosomed happiness, and placid love;
As if the sunshine of the day were met
With answering brightness in the hearts of
ali
Who walk this favoured ground. But
chance-regards,
And notice forced upon incurious ears;
These, if these only, acting in despite
Of the encomiums by my Friend pronoimced
On humble life, forbid the judging mind 421
To trust the smiling aspect of this fair
And noiseless commonwealth. The simple
raee
Of mountaineers (by nature's self removed
From foul temptations, and by eonstant
care
Of a good shepherd tended as themselves
Do tend their flocks) partake man's general
lot
With little mitigation. They escape,
Perchance, the heavier woes of guilt; feel
not
The tedium of fantastic idleness;
430
Yet life, as with the multitude, with them
Is fashioned like an ill-constructed tale;
That on the outset wastes its gay desires,
Its fair adventures, its enlivening hopes,
And pleasant interests — for the sequei
leaving
Old things repeated with diminished grace;
And ali the laboured novelties at best
Imperfect substitutes, whose use and power
Evince the want and weakness whence they
spring."
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While in this serious mood we held discoiirs6)
440
The reverend Pastor toward the ohurchyard
gate
Approaohed; and, with a mild respectful air
Of native cordiality, our Friend
Advanced to greet hiin. With a gracions
mien
Was he received, and mutual joy prevailed.
Awhile they stood in conference, and I guess
That he, who now upon the mossy wall
Sate by my side, had vanished, if a wish
Could have transferred him to the flying
clouds,
Or the least penetrable hiding-plaee
450
In liis own valley's rocky guardianship.
— For me, I looked upon the paLr, well
pleased:
Nature had framed them both, and both
were marked
By cireumstance, with intermixture fine
Of contrast and resemblanee. To an oak
Hardy and grand, a weather-beaten oak,
Fresh in the strength and majesty of age,
One might be likened; flourishing appeared,
Though somewhat past the fulness of his
prime,
The other — like a stately sycamore, 460
That spreads, in gentle pomp, its honied
shade.
A general greeting was exchanged; and
soon
The Pastor learned that his approach had
given
A welcome interruption to diseourse
Grave, and in truth too often sad. —" Is
Man
A child of hope ? Do generations press
On generations, without progress made ?
Halts the individual, ere his hairs be grey,
Perforce ? Are we a creature in whom
good
Preponderates, or evil ? Doth the will 470
Acknowledge reason's law ? A living
power
Is virtue, or no better than a name,
Fleeting as health or beauty, and unsound ?
So that the only substance which remains,
(For thus the tenor of complaint hath rim)
Among so many shadows, are the pains
And penalties of miserable life,
Doomed to decay, and then expire in dust!
— Our cogitations, this way have been
drawn.
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These are the points," the Wanderer said,
"on which
480
Our inquest turns. — Aecord, good Sir !
the light
Of your experienee to dispel this gloom:
By your persuasive wisdom shall the heart
That frets, or languishes, be stilled and
cheered."
" Our nature," said the Priest, in mild
reply,
" Angels may weigh and fathom: they perceive,
With undistempered and unclouded spirit,
The object as it is; but, for ourselves,
That speculative height we may not reach.
The good and evU are our own; and we 490
Are that which we would contemplate from
far.
Knowledge, for us, is difficult to gain —
Is difficult to gain, and hard to keep —
As virtue's self; like virtue is beset
With snares; tried, tempted, subject to decay.
Love, admiration, fear, desire, and hate,
Blind were we without these: through these
alone
Are capable to notice or discern
Or to record; we judge, but cannot be
Indifferent judges. 'Spite of proudest
boast,
500
Reason, best reason, is to imperfect mau
An efEort only, and a noble aim;
A crown, an attribute of sovereign power,
Still to be courted — never to be won.
— Look forth, or each man dive into himself;
What sees he but a creature too perturbed;
That is transported to excess; that yearns,
Regrets, or trembles, wrongly, or too much;
Hopes itishly, in disgust as rash recoils;
Battens on spleen, or moulders in despair ?
Thus comprehension fails, and truth is
missed;
511
Thus darkness and delusion romid our path
Spread, from disease, whose subtle injury
hirks
Within the very faculty of sight.
Yet for the general purposes of faith
In Providence, for solace and support,
We may not doubt that who can best subject
The will to reason's law, can strictliest live
And act in that obedience, he shall gain
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The clearest apprehension of those truths,
Which unassisted reason's utmost power 521
Is too infirm to reach. But, wairing this,
And our regards confining within bounds
Of less exalted consciousness, through
which
The very mvdtitude are free to range,
We safely may affirm that human life
Is either fair and tempting, a soft scene
Grateful to sight, refreshing to the soul,
Or a forbidden traet of cheerless view;
Even as the same is looked at, or approaehed.
530
Thus, when in changeful April flelds are
white
With new-fallen snow, if from the sullen
north
Your walk conduct you hither, ere the sun
Hath gained his nooiitide height, this
churchyard, filled
With mounds transversely lying side by
side
From east to west, bafore you will appear
An nnillumined, blank, and dreary plain,
With more than wintry cheerlessness and
gloom
Saddening the heart. Go forward, and
look back;
Look, from the quarter whence the lord of
light,
540
Of life, of love, and gladness doth dispense
His beams; which, nnexcluded in their fali,
Upon the sonthern side of every grave
Have gently exercised a melting power;
Then will a vernal prospect greet your eye,
Ali fresh and beautiful, and green and
bright,
Hopeful and cheerful: — vanished is the pall
That overspread and chilled the sacred turf,
Vanished or hidden; and the whole domain,
To some, too lightly minded, might appear
A meadow carpet for the dancing hours. 551
— This contrast, not unsuitable to life,
Is to that other state more apposite,
Death and its two-fold aspect! wintry —
one,
Cold, sullen, blank, from hope and joy shut
out;
The other, which the ray divine hath
touched,
Replete with vivid promise, bright as
spring."
" We see, then, as we feel," the Wanderer thus
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With a complacent animation spake,
" And in your judgment, Sir ! the mind's
repose
560
On evidence is not to be ensured
By act of naked reason. Moral truth
Is no meohanic struoture, built by rule;
And which, once built, retains a stedfast
shape
And imdisturbed proportions; but a thing
Subject, you deem, to vital accidents;
And, like the water-lilj', lives and thrives,
Whose root is fixed in stable earth, whose
head
Floats on the tossing waves. With joy sincero
I re-salute these sentiments confirmed 570
By your authority. But how acquire
The inward principie that gives eífect
To outward argument; the passive wUl
Meek to admit; the active energy,
Strong and unbounded to embrace, and íirm
To keep and cherish ? how shall man unite
With self-forgetting tenderness of heart
An earth-despising dignity of soul ?
Wise in that union, and without it blind !"
" The way," said I, " to court, if not obtain
580
The ingenuous mind, apt to be set aright;
This, in the lonely deli discoursing, you
Declared at large; and by what exercise
From visible nature, or the inner self
Power may be trained, and renovation
brought
To those who need the gift. But, after ali,
Is aught so certain as that man is doomed
To breathe beneath a vault of ignorance ?
The natural roof of that dark house in
wliich
His soul is pent! How little can be
known —
590
This is the wise man's sigh; how far we
err —
This is the good man's not unfrequent pang !
And they perhaps err least, the lowly class
Whom a benign necessity compels
To follow reason's least ambitious eourse;
Sueli do I mean who, unperplexed by
doubt.
And unincited by a wish to look
Into high objects farther than they may,
Pace to and fro, from morn till eventide,
The narrow avenue of daily toil
600
For daUy bread."
" Yes," buoyantly exelaimed
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The pale Recluse — " praise to the sturdy
plough,
And patient spade; praise to the simple
crook,
And ponderous loom — resonnding while it
holds
Body and mind in one captivity;
And let the light mechanic tool be hailed
With honour; which, encasing by the power
Of long companionship, the artisfs hand,
Cuts ofí that hand, with ali its world of
nerves,
609
From a too busy eommerce with the heart!
— Inglorious implements of oraft and toil,
Both ye that shape and bnild, and ye that
force,
By slow solicitation, earth to yield
Her annual bounty, sparingly dealt forth
With wise reluctance; you would I extol,
Notfor gross goodalone which ye produce,
But for the impertinent and ceaseless strife
Of proofs and reasons ye preclude — in
those
Who to your dull society are born,
And with their humble birthright rest content.
620
— Would I had ne'er renounced it! "
A slight flush
Of moral anger previously had tinged
The old Mau's cheek; but, at this closing
turn
Of self-reproach, it passed away. Said he,
" That which we feel we utter; as we think
So have we argued; reaping for our pains
No visible recompense. For our relief
You," to the Pastor tuming thus he spake,
" Have kindly interposed. May I entreat
Your further help ? The mine of real life
Dig for us; and present us, in the shape 631
Of virgin ore, that gold which we, by pains
Fruitless as those of aery alchemists,
Seekfrom the torturing crucible. There lies
Around us a domain where you have long
Watched both the outward course and inner
heart:
Give us, for our abstractions, solid facts;
For our disputes, plain pictures. Say what
man
He is who cultivates yon hanging field;
What qualities of mind she bears, who
comes,
640
For morn and evening service, with her
pail.
To that green pasture; place before our
sight
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The family who dwell within yon house
Fenced round with glittering laurel; or in
that
Below, from which the curling smoke asscends.
Or rather, as we stand on holy earth,
And have the dead around us, take from
them
Your instances; for they are both best
known.
And by frail man most equitably judged.
Epitomise the life; pronounce, you can, 650
Authentic epitaphs ou some of these
Who, from their lowly mansions hither
brought,
Beneath this turf lie mouldering at our
feet:
So, by your records, may our doubts be
solved;
And so, not searching higher we may learn
To prize the breath we share with human
kind;
And looTc upon the dust of man with awe."
The Priest replied — " An office vou impose
For which peculiar requisites are mine;
Yet much, I feel, is wanting — else the
task
660
Would be most grateful. True indeed it
is
That they whom death has hidden from our
sight
Are worthiest of the mind's regard; with
these
The future cannot contradict the past:
Mortality's last exercise and proof
Is undergone; the transit made that shows
The very Soul, revealed as she departs.
Yet, on your flrst suggestion, will I give,
Ere we descend into these silent vaults,
One picture from the living.
You behold,
High on the breast of yon dark mountain,
dark
671
With stony barrenness, a shining speck
Bright as a sunbeam sleeping till a shower
Brush it away, or cloud pass over it;
And such it might be deemed — a sleeping
sunbeam;
But 't is a plot of cultivated ground,
Cut ofE, an island in the dusky waste;
And that attractive brightness is its own.
The lofty site, by nature framed to tempt
Amid a wildemess of rocks and stones 680
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The tiller's hand, a hermit might have
chosen,
For opportunity presented, thence
Far forth to send his wandering eye o'er
land
And ooean, and look down upon the works,
The habitations, and the ways of men,
Himself unseen ! But no tradition tells
That ever hermit dipped his maple dish
In the sweet spring that lurks 'mid yen
green fields;
And no such visionary views belong
To those who occupy and till the ground,
High on that moimtain where they long
have dwelt
691
A wedded pair in childless solitude.
A house of stones collected on the spot,
By rude hands buüt, with rocky knolls in
front,
Baeked also by a ledge of rook, whose
crest
Of birch-trees waves over the chimney top;
A rough abode — in colour, shape, and size,
Such as in unsafe times of border-war
Might have been wished for and contrived,
to elude
The eye of roving plunderer — for their
need
700
Suffices; and unshaken bears the assault
Of their most dreaded foe, the strong Southwest
In anger blowing from the distant sea.
— Alone within her solitary hut;
There, or within the compass of her fields,
At any momeut may the Dame be found,
True as the stoek-dove to her shallow nest
And to the grove that holds it. She beguiles
By intermingled work of house and field
The summer's day, and winter's; with sueC6SS
*710
Not equal, but sufficient to maintain,
Even at the worst, a smooth stream of content,
Until the expeeted hour at which her Mate
From the far-distant quarry's vault returns;
And by his converse crowns a silent day
With evening oheerfulness. In powers of
mind,
In seale of culture, few among my flock
Hold lower rank than this sequestered pair:
But true humility desoends from heaven;
And that best gift of heaven hath fallen on
them;
720 I
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Abundant recompense for every want.
— Stoop from your height, ye proud, and
copy these !
Who, in their noiseless dwelling-place, can
hear
The voice of wisdom whispering soripture
texts
For the mind's government, or tempter's
peace;
And recommending for their mutual need,
Forgiveness, patience, hope, and charity !"
" Much was I pleased," the grey-haired
Wanderer said,
" When to those shining flelds our notice
first
You turned; and yet more pleased have
from your lips
730
Gathered this fair report of them who
dwell
In that retirement; whither, by such course
Of evil hap and good as oft awaits
A tired way-faring man, once I was brought
While traversing alone yon mountain pass.
Dark on my road the autumnal evening fell,
And night succeeded with unusual gloom,
So hazardous that feet and hands became
Guides better than mine eyes — until a
light
High in the gloom appeared, too high,
methought,
740
For human habitation; but I longed
To reach it, destitute of other hope.
I looked with steadiness as sailors look
On the north star, or watch-tower's distant
lamp.
And sawthe light — now fixed—and shifting now —
líot like a dancing meteor, but in line
Of never-varying motion, to and fro.
It is no night-flre of the naked hills,
Thought I — some friendly covert must be
near.
With this persuasion thitherward my steps
I turn, and reach at last the guiding
light;
751
Joy to myself ! but to the heart of her
Who there was standing on the open hill,
(The same kind Matron whom yourtongue
hath praised)
Alarm and disappointment! The alarm
Ceased, when she learned through what
mishap I came,
And by what help had gained those distant
fields.
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Drawn from her cottage, on that aery
height,
Bearing a lantem in her hand she stood,
Or paced the ground — to guide her Husband home,
760
By that unwearied signal, keimed afar;
An anxious duty ! which the lofty site,
Traversed but by a few irregular paths,
Imposes, whensoe'er imtoward chance
Detains him after his accustomed hour
TUl night lies black upou the ground. ' But
come,
Come,' saidthe Matron, 'to ourpoor abode;
Those dark rooks hide it!' Entering, I
beheld
A blazing fire — beside a cleanly hearth
Sate down; and to her office, with leave
asked,
77a
The Dame returned.
Or ere that glowing pile
Of mountain turf required the builder's
hand
Its wasted splendour to repair, the door
Opened, and she re-entered with glad looks,
Her Helpmate following. Hospitable fare,
Frank conversation, made the evening's
treat:
Need a bewildered traveller wish for more?
But more was given; I studied as we sate
By the bright fire, the good Man's form,
and face
Not less than beautiful; an open brow 780
Of undisturbed humanity; a cheek
SufEused with something of a feminine
hue;
Eyes beaming courtesy and mild regard;
But, in the quicker tums of the discourse,
Expression slowly varying, that evinced
A tardy apprehension. From a fount
Lost, thought I, in the obscurities of time,
But honoured once, those features and that
mien
May have descended, though I see them
here.
In such a man, so gentle and subdued, 790
Withal so graceful in his gentleness,
A race illustrious for heroic deeds,
Humbled, but not degraded, may expire.
This pleasing fancy (cherished and upheld
By sundry reoollections of such fali
From high to low, ascent from low to high.
As books record, and even the careless
mind
Cannot but notice among men and things)
Went with me to the place of my repose.
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Eoused by the crowing cock at dawn of
day,
8<x>
I yet had risen too late to interchange
A moming salutation with my Host,
Gone forth already to the far-ofp seat
Of his day's work. ' Three dark mid-winter
months
Pass,' said the Matron, ' and I never see,
Save when the sabbath brings its kind release,
My Helpmate's face by light of day. He
quits
His door in darkness, nor till dusk returns.
And, through Heaven's blessing, thus we
gain the bread
For which we pray; and for the wants provide
810
Of sickness, accident, and helpless age.
Companions have I many; many friends,
Dependants, comforters — my wheel, my
fire.
Ali day the house-clock ticking in mine
ear,
The cackling hen, the tender chicken
brood,
And the wild birds that g^ther round my
porch.
This honest sheep-dog's countenance I
read;
With him can talk; nor blush to waste a
word
On creatures less intelligent and shrewd.
And if the blustering wind that drives the
clouds
820
Care not for me, he lingers round my
door,
And makes me pastime when our tempers
suit; —
But, above ali, my thoughts are my support,
My eomfort: — would that they were
oftener fixed
On what, for guidance in the way that
leads
To heaven, I know, by my Redeemer
taught.'
The Matron ended — nor could I forbear
To exclaim —' O happy ! yielding to the
law
Of these privations, richer in the main ! —
While thankless thousands are opprest and
clogged
830
By ease and leisure; by the very wealth
And pride of opportunity made poor;
While tens of thousands f alter in their path.
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' A fertilising moisture,' said the Swain,
'Gathers, and is preserved; and feeding
dews
' And damps, through ali the droughty
summer day
'From out their substanceissuing,maintain
'Herbage that never faUs; nograss springs
" Yes !" said the Solitary with a smile
up
That seemed to break from an expanding
' So green, so fresh, so plentiful, as mine !'
heart,
" The untutored bird may found, and so But thinly sown these natures; rare, at
least,
construct,
840
And with such soft materiais line, her The mutual aptitude of seed and soU
That yields such kindly product. He, whose
nest
bed
880
Fixed in the centre of a prickly brake,
That the thorns wound her not; they only Perhaps you loose sods cover, the poor
Pensioner
guard.
Brought yesterday from our sequestered
Powers not unjustly likened to those gifts
deli
Of happy instinct which the woodland bird
Shares with her species, nature's graee Here to lie down in lasting quiet, he,
If living now, could otherwise report
sometimes
Of rustio loneliness: that grey-haLred OrUpon the individual doth confer,
phan —
Among her higher creatures born and
So call him, for humanity to him
trained
No parent was — feelingly could have told,.
To use of reason. And, I own that, tired
Of the ostentatious world — a swelling stage In life, in death, what soUtude can breed
With empty actions and vain passions Of selfishness, and cruelty, and vice;
stuffed,
851 Or, if it breed not, hath not power to cure.
And from the private struggles of mankind — But your compliance, Sir ! with our request
891
Hoping far less than I could wish to hope,
Far less than once I trusted and believed — My words too long have hindered."
Undeterred,,
I love to hear of those, who, not contending
Nor summoned to contend for virtue's Perhaps incited rather, by these shocks,
prize,
In no imgracious opposition, given
Miss not the humbler good at which they To the confiding spirit of his own
aim,
Experienced faith, the Reverend Pastor
said,
Blest with a kindly faoulty to blunt
The edge of adverse circumstance, and turn Around him looking; " Where shall I beInto their contraries the petty plagues 860
gin?
And hindrances with which they stand Who shall be first selected from my flock
beset.
Gathered together in their peaceful fold ? "
In early youth, among my native hills,
He paused — and having lífted up his eyes
I knew a Scottish Peasant who possessed
To the pure heaven, he cast them down
again
901
A few small crofts of stone-encnmbered
groimd;
Upon the earth beneath his feet; and
Masses of every shape and size, that lay
spake:—
Scattered about under the mouldering
walls
" To a mysteriously-united pair
This place is consecrate; to Death and Life,
Of a rough precipice; and some, apart,
In quarters unobnoxious to such chance,
And to the best affections that proceed
As if the moon had showered them down From their conjunction; consecrate to faith
In him who bled for mau upon the cross;
in spite.
But he repined not. Though the plough Hallowed to revelation; and no less
was scared
870 To reason's mandates: and the hopes divine
By these obstructions, 'round the shady
Of pure imagination; — above ali,
910.
stones

And siuk, through utter want of cheering
light;
For you the hours of labour do not flag;
For you each evening hath its shining star,
And every sabbath-day its golden svm.'"

476
To charity, and love, that have provided,
Within these precincts, a capacious bed
And receptacle, open to the good
And evil, to the just and the unjust;
In which they find an equal resting-place:
Even as the multitude of kindred brooks
And streams, whose murmur fills this hollow vale,
Whether their course be turbulent or
smooth,
Their waters clear or sullied, ali are lost
Within the bosom of yon crystal Lake, 910
And end their journey in the same repose.
And blest are they who sleep; and we
that know,
While in a spot like this we breathe and
walk,
That ali beneath us by the wings are covered
Of motherly humanity, outspread
And gathering ali within their tender shade,
Though loth and slow to come ! A battlefield,
In stUlness left when slaughter is no more,
With this compared, makes a strange speetacle !
A dismal prospect yields the wild shore
strewn
930
With wrecks, and trod by feet of young
and old
Wanderiiig about in miserable seareh
Of friends or kiüdred, whom the angry
sea
Restores not to their prayer ! Ah ! who
would think
That ali the scattered subjects which compose
Earth's melanoholy vision through the space
Of ali her climes — these wretched, these
depraved,
To virtue lost, insensible of peace,
From the delights of charity cut off,
To pity dead, the oppressor and the opprestj
940
Tyrants who utter the destroying word,
And slaves who will consent to be destroyed —
Wereof one species with the sheltered few,
Who, with a dutiful and tender hand,
Lodged, in a dear appropriated spot,
This file of infants; some that never
breathed
The vital air; others, which, though allowed
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That privilege, did yet expire too soon,
Or with too brief a waming, to admit
Administration of the holy rite
950
That lovingly consigns the babe to the
arms
Of Jesus, and his everlasting care.
These that in trembling hope are laid apart;
And the besprinkled nursling, unrequired
Till he begins to smile upon the breast
That feeds him; and the tottering little-one
Taken from air and sunshine when the
rose
Of infanoy first blooms upon his cheek;
The thinking, thoughtless, school-boy; the
bold youth
Of soul impetuous, and the bashful maid
Smitten whUe ali the promises of life 961
Are opening round her; those of middle
age,
Cast down while confident in strength they
stand,
Like pillars fixed more firmly, as might
seem,
And more secure, by very weight of ali
That, for support, rests on them; the decayed
And burthensome; and lastly, that poor few
Whose light of reason is with age extinct;
The hopeful and the hopelcss, first and
last,
The earliest summoned and the longest
spared —
970
Are here deposited, with tribute paid
Various, but unto each some tribute paid;
As if, amid these peaceful hills and groves,
Society were touehed with kind concem.
And gentle 'Nature grieved, that one
should die;'
Or, if the change demanded no regret,
Observed the liberating stroke — and
blessed.
And whenee that tribute ? wherefore
these regards ?
Not from the naked Heart alone of Man
(Though claiming high distinction upon
earth
9S0
As the sole spring and fountain-head of
tears,
His own peculiar utterance for distress
Or gladness) —No," the philosophic Priest
Continued, " 't is not in the vital seat
Of feeling to produce them, without aid
From the pure soul, the soul sublime and
pure;

*
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With her two faculties of eye and ear,
The one by which a creature, whom his
sins
Have rendered prone, can upward look to
heaven;
989
The other that empowers him to pereeive
The Toice of Deity, on height and plain,
Whispering those truths in stillness, whieh
the Word,
To the four quarters of the winds, proclaims.
líot without such assistance eould the use
Of these beuign observances prevail:
Thus are they bom, thus fostered, thus
maintained;
And by the care prospeetive of our wise
Forefathers, who, to guard against the
shocks
The fluetuation and decay of things,
999
Embodied and established these high truths
In solemn institutions: — men convinced
That life is love and immortality,
The being one, and one the element.
There lies the channel, and original bed,
From the beginning, hollowed out and
scooped
Tor Man's aífections — else betrayed and
lost,
And swallowed up 'mid deserts inflnite !
This is the genuine course, the aim, and end
Of prescient reason; ali conclusions else
Are abject, vain, presumptuous, and perverse.
loio
The faith partaking of those holy times,
Life, I repeat, is energy of love
Divine or human; exercised in pain,
In strife, and tribulation; and ordained,
If so approved and sanctified, to pass,
Through shades and silent rest, to endless
joy."
BOOK SIXTH
THE CHURCHYARD AMONG THE
MOUNTAINS
ARGUMENT
Poefs Address to the State and Church of
Ungland — The Pastor not inferior to the ancient Worthies of the Church — He begins his
Narratives with an instance of unrequited Love
— Anguish of mind subdued, and how — The
lonely Miner — An instance of perseverança —
Which leads by contrast to an example of
abosed talents, irresolution, and weakness —
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Solitary, applying this covertly to his own case,
asks for an instance of some Stranger, 'whose
dispositions may have led him to end his days
here — Pastor, in answer, gives an account of
the harmonising influence of Solitude upon two
meu of opposite principies, who had encountered agitations in public life — The rule by
which Peace may be obtained expressed, and
where — Solitary hints at an overpowering Fatality — Answer of the Pastor — VVhat subjects
he will ezclude from his Narratives — Conversation upon this — Instance of an unamiable character, a Female, and why given — Contrasted
with this, a meek suiferer, from unguarded and
betrayed love — Instance of heavier guilt, and
its consequences to the Offender — With this
instance of a Marriage Contract broken is contrasted one of a Widower, evidencing his faithful aifection towards his deceased wife by his
care of their female Children.
Hail to the crowu by Freedom shaped —
to gird
An English Sovereign's brow ! and to the
throne
Whereon he sits ! Whose deep foundations
lie
In veneration and the people's love;
Whose steps are equity, whose seat is law.
— Hail to the State of England ! And eonjoin
With this a salutation as devout,
Made to the spiritual fabric of her Church;
Founded in truth; by blood of Martyrdom
Cemented; by the hands of Wisdom
reared
10
In beauty of holiness, with ordered pomp,
Decent and imreproved. The voiee, that
greets
The majesty of both, shall pray for both;
That, mutually protected and sustained,
They may endure long as the sea surrounds
This favoured Land, or sunshine warms her
soil.
And O, ye swelling hüls, and spacious
plains
Besprent from sbore to shore with steepletowers.
And spires whose 'silent finger points to
heaven;'
Nor wanting, at wide intervals, the bulk 20
Of aneient minster lifted above the cloud
Of the dense air, which town or city breeds
To intercept the stm's glad beams — may
ne'er
That true suecession fail of English hearts.
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Who, with ancestral feeling, can perceive
What in those holy structures ye possess
Of ornamental interest, and the charm
Of pions sentiment diifused afar,
And human charity, and social love.
— Thus never shall the indignities of time
Approach their reverend graces, unopposed;
31
Nor shall the elements be free to hurt
Their fair proportions; nor the blindar rage
Of bigot zeal madly to overturn;
And, if the desolating hand of war
Spare them, they shall continue to bestow
Upon the thronged abodes of busy men
(Depraved, and ever prone to fill the mind
Exclusively with transitory things)
An air and mien of digni&ed pm-suit;
40
Of sweet civUity, ou rustic wilds.
The Poet, fostering for his native land
Such hope, entreats that servants may
abound
Of those pure altars worthy; ministers
Detached from pleasure, to the love of gain
Superior, insusceptible of pride.
And by ambitious longings imdisturbed;
Men, whose delight is where their duty
leads
Or fixes them; whose least distinguished
day
Shines with some portion of that heavenly
lustre
50
Which makes the sabbath lovely in the
sight
Of blessed angels, pitying human cares.
— And, as on earth it is the doom of truth
To be perpetually attaoked by foes
Open or covert, be that priesthood still.
For her defence, replenished with a band
Of strenuous champions, in scholastic arts
Thoroughly disciplined; nor (if in course
Of the revolving world's disturbances
Cause should recur, which righteous Heaven
avert!
60
To meet such trial) from their spiritual
sires
Degenerate; who, constrained to wield the
sword
Of disputation, shrunk not, though assailed
With hostile din, and combating in sight
Of angry umpires, partial and unjust;
And did, thereafter, bathe their hands in
flre,
So to declare the conscience satisfied:
Nor for their bodies would accept release;
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But, blessing Grod and praising him, bequeathed
With their last breath, from out the smouldering ilame,
70
The faith which they by diligence had
earned,
Or, through illuminating grace, received.
For their dear countrymen, and ali mankind.
O high example, constancy divine !
Even such a Man (inheriting the zeal
And from the sanctity of elder times
Not deviating, — a priest, the like of whom
If multiplied, and in their stations set,
Would o'er the bosom of a joyful land 79
Spread true religion and her genuine fruits)
Before me stood that day; on holy groimd
Fraught with the relics of mortality,
Exalting tender themes, by just degrees
To lofty raised; and to the highest, last;
The head and mighty paramount of
truths, —
Immortal life, in never-fading worlds.
For mortal creatures, conquered and secured.
That basis laid, those principies of faith
Anuojmeed, as a preparatory act
89
Of reverence done to the spirit of the place,
The Pastor cast his eyes upon the ground;
Not, as before, like one oppressed with awe
But with a mild and social cheerfulness;
Then to the Solitary tumed, and spake.
" At morn or eve, in your retired domain,
Perchance you not unfrequently have
marked
A Visitor—in quest of herbs and flowers;
Too delicate employ, as would appear,
For one, who, though of drooping mien, had
From nature's kindliness received a frame
Kobust as ever rural labour bred."
loi
The Solitary answered: "Such a Form
Full well I recollect. We often crossed
Each other's path; but, as the Intruder
seemed
Fondly to prize the sUence which he kept,
And as I willingly did cherish mine,
We met, and passed, like shadows. I have
heard,
From my good Host, that being crazed in
brain

BOOK VI

THE EXCURSION

By unrequited love, he scaled the roeks,
Dived into caves, and pierced the matted
woods,
iio
In hope to find some virtuous herb of
power
To cure his malady t "
The Viçar smiled, —
" Alas ! before to-morrow's sun goes down
His habitation will be here: for him
That open grave is destined."
" Died he then
Of pain and grief ? " the Solitary asked,
" Do not believe it; never could that be ! "
" He loved," the Viçar answered," deeply
loved,
Loved fondly, truly, fervently; and dared
At length to tell his love, but sued in
VEÍII)
120
Rejected, yea repelled; and, if with scorn
Upon the haughty maiden's brow, 't is but
A high-prized plume which female Beauty
wears
In wantonness of conquest, or puts on
To cheat the world, or from herself to hide
Humiliation, when no longer free.
That he could brook, and glory in;—but
when
The tidings carne that she whom he had
wooed
Was wedded to another, and his heart
Was forced to rend away its only hope; 130
Then, Pity could have scarcely found on
earth
An object worthier of regard than he,
In the transition of that bitter hour !
Lost was she, lost; nor could the SufEerer
say
That in the act of preference he had been
Unjustly dealt with; but the Maid was
gone !
Had vanished from his prospects and desires;
Not by translatiou to the heavenly choir
Who have put ofB their mortal spoils — ah
no!
139
She lives another's wishes to complete, —
' Joy be their lot, and happiness,' he cried,
' His lot and hers, as misery must be mine !'
Such was that strongconcussion; but the
Man,
Who trembled, trunk and limbs, like some
huge oak
By a fierce tempest shaken, soon resumed
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The stedfast quiet natural to a mind
Of composition gentle and sedate.
And, in its movements, circumspect and
slow.
To books, and to the long-forsaken desk,
0'er which enchained by science he had
loved
150
To bend, he stoutly re-addressed himself,
Resolved to quell his pain, and search for
truth
With keener appetite (if that might be)
And closer industry. Of what ensued
Within the heart no outward sign appeared
TUl a betraying sickliness was seen
To tinge his cheek; and through Ixis frame
it crept
With slow mutation unconcealable;
Such universal change as autumn makes
In the fair body of a leafy grove,
160
Discoloured, then divested.
'T is affirmed
By poets skilled in nature's secret ways
That Love will not submit to be controlled
By mastery:—and the good Man lacked
not friends
Who strove to instil this truth into his
mind,
A mind in ali heart-mysteries unversed.
' Go to the hills,' said one, ' remit a while
' This baneful diligence: — at early mom
' Court the fresh air, explore the heaths and
woods;
' And, leaving it to others to foretell, 170
' By calculations sage, the ebb and flow
' Of tides, and when the moon will be
eclipsed,
' Do you, for your own benefit, construct
' A calendar of flowers, plucked as they
blow
' Where health abides, and cheerfulness,
and peace.'
The attempt was made;— 'tis needless to
report
How hopelessly; but innocence is strong.
And an entire simplicity of mind,
A thing most sacred in the eye of Heaven;
That opens, for such sufferers, relief 180
Within the soul, fountainsof grace divine;
And doth commend their weakness and
disease
To líature's care, assisted in her office
By ali the elements that round her wait
To generate, to preserve, and to restore;
And by her beautiful array of forms
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Shedding sweet influence from above; or
pure
Delight exhaling from the ground they
tread."
" Impute it not to impatience, if," exclaimed
189
The Wanderer, " I infer that he was healed
By perseverance in the course prescribed."
" You do not err: the powers, that had
been lost
By slow degrees, were gradually regained;
The fluttering nerves composed; the beating heart
In rest established; and the jarring
thoughts
To harmony restored. — But yon dark
mould
Will cover him, in the fuhiess of his
strength,
Hastily smitten by a fever's force;
Yet not with stroke so sudden as refused
Time to look back with tendemess on her
Whom he had loved in passion; and to
send
201
Some farewell words — with one, but one,
request;
That, from his dying hand, she would aecept
Of his possessions that which most he
prized;
A book, upon whose leaves some chosen
plants,
By his own hand disposed with nicest care,
In undecaying beauty were preserved;
Mute register, to him, of time and place,
And various fluctuations in the breast;
To her, a monument of faithful love
210
Conquered, and in tranquillity retained !
Close to his destined habitation, lies
One who achieved a humbler victory,
Though marvellous in its kind. A place
there is
High in these mountains, that allured a
band
Of keen adventnrers to imite their pains
In search of precious ore: they tried, were
f oiled —
And ali desisted, ali, save him alone.
He, taking counsel of his own olear
thoughts,
J19
And trusting only to his own weak hands,
Urged unremittingly the stabborn work.
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Unseconded, uncountenanced; then, as
time
Passed on, while stül his lonely efBorts
found
No recompense, derided; and at length,
By many pitied, as insane of mind;
By others dreaded as the luckless thrall
Of subterranean Spirits feeding hope
By various mockery of sight and sound;
Hope after hope, encouraged and destroyed.
— But when the lord of seasons had matured
.
230
The fruits of earth through spaee of twice
ten years,
The mountain's entrails ofBered to his view
And trembling grasp the long-deferred
reward.
Not with more transport did Columbus
greet
A world, his rieh discovery! But our
Swain,
A very hero till his point was gained,
Proved ali unable to support the weight
Of prosperous fortuna. On the fields he
looked
With an imsettled liberty of thought,
Wishes and endless schemes; by daylight
walked
240
Giddy and restless; ever and anon
Quaffed in his gratitude immoderate eups;
And truly might be said to die of joy !
He vanished; but conspicuous to this day
The path remains that linked his cottagedoor
To the mine's mouth; a long and slanting
track,
Upon the rugged mountain's stony side,
Worn by his daily visits to and from
The darksome centre of a constant hope.
This vestige, neither force of beating rain,
Nor the vicissitudes of frost and thaw 251
Shall cause to fade, till ages pass away;
And it is named, in memory of the event,
The Path of Perseverance."
" Thou from whom
Man has his strength," exclaimed the
Wanderer, " oh!
Do thou direct it! To the virtuous grant
The penetrative eye which can perceive
In this blind world the guiding vein of
hope;
That, like this Labourer, such may dig their
way
' tJnshaken, unseduced, unterrified;' 260
Grant to the wise kis firmness of resolve ! "
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" That prayer were not superfluous,"
said the Priest,
" Amid the noblest relics, proudest dust,
That Westminster, for Britain's glory,
holds
Within the bosom of her awful pile,
Ambitiously collected. Yet the sigh,
Which wafts that prayer to heaven, is due
to ali,
Wherever laid, who living fell below
Their virtue's humbler mark; a sigh of
pain
If to the opposite extreme they sank. 270
How would you pity her who yonder rests;
Him, farther ofE; the pair, who here are
laid;
But, above ali, that mixture of earth's
mould
Whom sight of this green hillock to my
mind
Recalls !
He lived not till his locks were nipped
By seasonable frost of age; nor died
Before his temples, prematurely foreed
To mix the manly brown with silver grey,
Gave obvious instanee of the sad effect
Produced, when thoughtless Folly hath
usurped
280
The natural crown that sage Experience
wears.
Gay, volatile, ingenious, quick to learn,
And prompt to exhibit ali that he possessed
Or could perform; a zealous actor, hired
Into the troop of mirth, a soldier, swom
Into the lists of giddy enterprise —
Sueh was h'e; yet, as if within his frama
Two several souls alternately had lodged,
Two sets of manners could the Youth put
on;
289
And, fraught with antics as the Indian bird
That writhes and chatters in her wiry cage,
Was graceful, when it pleased him, smooth
and still
As the mute swan that floats adown the
stream,
Or, on the waters of the unruffled lake,
Anchors her placid beauty. Not a leaf,
That flutters on the bough, lighter than he;
And not a flower, that droops in the green
shade,
More winningly reserved ! If ye enquire
How such consummate eleganee was bred
Amid these wilds, this answer may suffiee;
'T was Nature's wUl; who sometimes undertakes,
301
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For the reproof of human vanity,
Art to outstrip in her peculiar walk.
Hence, for this Favourite — lavishly endowed
With personal gifts, and bright instinctive
wit,
While both, embellishing each other, stood
Yet farther reeommended by the charm
Of fine demeanour, and by dance and song,
And skill in letters — every fancy shaped
Fairexpectations; nor, when to the world's
Capacious fleld forth went the Adventurer,
there
311
W^ere he and his attainments overlooked,
Or scantily rewarded; but ali hopes,
Cherished for him, he sufEered to depart,
Like blighted buds; or clouds that mimicked land
Before the sailor's eye; or diamond drops
That sparkling decked the morning grass;
or aught
That was attractive, and hath oeased to be !
Yet, when this Prodigal retumed, the
rites
Of joyful greeting were ou him bestowed,
Who, by humüiation undeterred,
321
Sought for his weariness a place of rest
Within his Father's gates. — Whence cam©
he ? — clothed
In tattered garb, from hovels where abides
Necessity, the stationary host
Of vagrant poverty; from rifted barns
Where no one„ dwells but the wide-staring
owl
And the owl's prey; from these bare haunts,
to which
He had descended from the proud saloon,
He came, the ghost of beauty and of health,
The wreck of gaiety ! But soou revived 331
In strength, in power refitted, he renewed
His suit to Fortune; and she smiled again
üpon a flckle Ingrate. Thrice he rose,
Thrice sank as willingly. For he — whose
nerves
Wereused to thrill with pleasure, while his
voice
Softly accompanied the tuneful harp,
By the nice íhiger of fair ladies touched
In glittering halls — was able to derive
No less enjoyment from an abject choice.
Who happier for the moment — who more
blithe
341
Than this fallen Spirit ? in those dreary
holds
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His talents lending to exalt the freaks
Of merry-making beggars, — nor provoked
To laughter multiplied in louder peals
By his malicious wit; then, ali enehained
With mute astonishment, themselves to see
In their own arts outdone, their fame
eclipsed,
As by the very presence of the Fiend
Who dictates and inspires illusive feats, 350
For knavish purposes ! The city, too,
(With shame I speak it) to her guilty bowers
Allured hiin, sunk so low in self-respect
As there to íinger, there to eat his bread,
Hii-ed minstrel of voluptuous blandishmeut;
Charming the air with skill of hand or voice,
Listen who would, be wrought upon who
might,
Sincerely wretched hearts, or falsely gay.
— Sueh the too frequent tenor of his boast
In ears that relished the report; — but ali
Was from his Parents happily concealed; 361
Who saw enough for blame and pitying
love.
They also were permitted to receive
His last repentant breath; and closed his
eyes,
No more to open on that irksome world
Where he had long existed in the state
Of a young fowl beneath one mother
liatched,
Though from another sprnng, different in
kind:
Where he had lived, and could not cease to
live,
Distracted in propensity; content
370
With neither element of good or ill;
And yet in both rejoicing; man unblest;
Of contradictions infinite the slave,
Till his deliverance, when Merey made him
One with himself, and one with them that
sleep."
" 'T is strange," observed the Solitary,
" strange
It seems, and scarcely less than pitiful,
That in a land where charity provides
For ali that can no longer feed themselves,
A man like this should choose to bring his
shame
380
To the parental door; and with his sighs
Infect the air which he had freely breathed
In happy infancy. He could not pine,
Through lack of converse; no — he must
have foimd
Abtmdant exercise for thought and speech,
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In his diyidual being, self-reviewed,
Self - catechised, self - pnnished. — Some
there are
Who, drawing near their final home, and
much
And daily longing that the same were
reached,
Would rather shun than seek the fellowship
Of kindred mould. — Such haply here are
laid ? "
391
" Yes," said the Priest, " the Genius of
our hills —
Who seems, by these stupendous barriers
cast
Round his domain, desirous not alone
To keep his own, but also to exclude
Ali other progeny — doth sometimes lure,
Even by his studled depth of privaoy,
The unliappy alien hoping to obtain
Concealment, or seduced by wish to flnd,
In place from outward molestation free, 400
Helps to internai ease. Of many such
Could I discourse; but as their stay was
brief,
So their departure only left behind
Fancies, and loose eonjectures. Other trace
Survives, for worthy mention, of a pair
Who, from the pressure of their several
fates,
Meeting as strangers, in a petty town
Whose blue roofs ornament a distant reach
Of this far-wmdingvale,remained as friends
True to their choice; and gave their bonés
in trust
410
To this loved cemetery, here to lodge
With unescutcheoned privaoy interred
Far from the famüy vault. — A Chieftain
one
By right of birth; within whose spotless
breast
The fire of ancient Caledonia burned;
He, with the foremost whose impatience
hailed
The Stuart, landing to resume, by force
Of arms, the crown which bigotry had lost,
Aroused his clan; and, fighting at their
head,
With his brave sword endeavoured to prevent
420
Culloden's fatal overthrow. Escaped
From that disastrous rout, to f oreign shores
He fled; and when the lenient hand of time
Those troubles had appeased, he sought
and gained,
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For his obscured condition, an obscure
Retreat, within this nook of English ground.
The other, bom in Britain's southem
tract,
Had fixed his milder loyalty, and plaoed
His gentler sentiments of love and hate,
There, where they placed them who in conscience prized
430
The new snecession, as a line of kings
Whose oath had virtue to protect the land
Against the dire assanlts of papacy
And arbitrary rule. But launch thy bark
On the distempered flood of public life,
And cause for most rare triumph will be
thine
If, spite of keenest eye and steadiest hand,
The stream, that bears thee forward, prove
not, soon
Or late, a perilous master. He — who oft,
Beneath the battlements and stately trees
That round his mansion cast a sober gloom,
Had moralised on this, and other truths 442
Of kindred import, pleased and satisfied —
Was forced to vent his wisdom with a
sigh
Heaved from the heart in fortune's bitterness,
When he had crushed a plentiful estate
By ruinous contest, to obtain a seat
In Britain's senate. Fruitless was the attempt:
And while the uproar of that desperate strife
Continued yet to vibrate on his ear,
450
The vanquished Whig, nnder a borrowed
name,
(For the mere sonnd and echo of his own
Haunted him with sensations of disgnst
That he was glad to lose) slunk from the
world
To the deep shade of those nutravelled
Wilds;
In which the Scottish Laird had long possessed
An undistnrbed abode. Here, then, they
met,
Two doughty champions; flaming Jacobite
And sullen Hanoverian ! You might think
That losses and vexations, less severe 460
Than those which they had severally sustained,
Wonld have inclined each to abate his zeal
For his ungrateful cause; no, — I have
heard
My reverend Father tell that, 'mid the calm
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Of that small town encountering thus, they
filled,
Daily, its bowling-green with harmless
strife;
Plagued with uncharitable thoughts the
church;
And vexed the market-place. But in the
breasts
Of these opponents gradually was wrought,
With little change of general sentiment,
Such leaning towards each other, that their
days
471
By choice were spent in constant fellowship;
And if, at túnes, they fretted with the yoke,
Those very bickerings made them love it
more.
A f avourite boundary to their lengthened
walks
This Churchyard was. And, whether they
had come
Treading their path in sympathy and linked
In social converse, or by some short space
Discreetly parted to preserve the peace,
One spirit seldom failed to extend its sway
Over both minds, when they awliUe had
marked
481
The visible quiet of this holy ground,
And breathed its soothing air: — the spirit
of hope
And saintly magnanimity; that—spurning
The field of selflsh difEerence and dispute.
And every care which transitory things,
Earth and the kingdoms of the earth,
create —
Doth, by a rapture of forgetfulness,
Preclude forgiveness, from the praise debarred,
Which else the Christian virtue might have
claimed.
490
There live who yet remember here to
have seen
Their courtly figures, seated on the stump
Of an old yew, their favourite resting-place.
But as the remnant of the long-lived tree
Was disappearing by a swift decay,
They, with joint care, determined to erect,
Upon its site, a dial, that might stand
For public use preserved, and thus survive
As their own private monument: for this
Was the particular spot, in which they
wished
500
(And Heaven was pleased to accomplish
the desire)
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That, uudivided, their remains should lie.
So, where the mouldered tree had stood,
was raised
Yon struoture, framing, with the ascent of
steps
That to the decorated pillar lead,
A work of art more sumptuous than might
seem
To suit this placa; yet built in no proud
scorn
Of rustic homeliness; they only aimed
To ensure for it respectful guardianship.
Around the margin of the plate, whereon
The shadow falls to note the stealthy
hours,
511
Winds an inscriptive legend." — At these
words
Thither we turned; and gathered, as we
read,
The appropriate sense, in Latin numbers
couched:
" Time flies; it is his melancholy task,
To bring, and bear away, delusive hopes.
And re-produce the troubles he destroys.
But, while his blindness thus is occupied,
Disceming Mortal I do thou serve the will
Of Time^s eternal Master, and that peace, 520
Which the world wants, shall be for thee confirmed ! "
" Smooth verse, inspired by no unlettered
Muse,"
Exclaimed the Soeptic, " and the strain of
thought
Accords with nature's language; — the soft
voiee
Of yon white torrent falling down the rocks
Speaks, less distinetly, to the same efPect.
If, then, their blended influence be not lost
Upon our hearts, not wholly lost, I grant,
Even upon mine, the more are we required
To feel for those among our fellow-men, 530
Who, offering no obeisance to the world,
Are yet made desperate by ' too quick a
sense
Of constant infelicity,' eut off
From peace like exiles on some barren rock,
Their life's appointed prison; not more free
Than sentinels, between two armies, set,
With nothing better, in the chill night air,
Than their own thoughts to comfort them.
Say why
That ancient story of Prometheus chained
To the bare rock, on frozen Caucasus; 540
The vulture, the inexhaustible repast
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Drawn from his vitais ? Say what meant
the woes
By Tantalus entailed upon his race.
And the dark sorrows of the line of Thebes ?
Fictions in form, but in their substance
truths,
Tremendous truths 1 familiar to the men
Of long-past times, nor obsolete in ours.
Exchange the shepherd's frock of native
grey
For robes with regai purple tinged; convert
The crook into a sceptre; give the pomp 550
Of circumstance; and here the tragic
Muse
Shall find apt subjects for her highest art.
Amid the groves, under the shadowy hills,
The generations are prepared; the pangs,
The internai pangs, are ready; the dread
strife
Of poor humanity's afflicted will
Struggling in vain with ruthless destiny."
" Though," said the Priest in answer,
" these be terms
Which a divine philosophy rejects,
We, whose established and unfailing trust
Is in eontrolling Providence, admit
561
That, through ali stations, human life
abounds
With mysteries; — for, if Faith were left
untried,
How could the might, that lurks within her,
then
Be shown ? her glorious excellence — that
ranks
Among the first of Powers and Virtues —
proved ?
Our system is not fashioned to preolude
That ^mpathy which you for others ask;
And I could tell, not travelling for my
theme
Beyond these humble graves, of grievous
crimes
570
And strange disasters; but I pass them
l>y)
Loth to disturb what Heaven hath hushed
in peace.
— Still less, far less, am I inelined to treat
Of Man degraded in his Maker's sight
By the deformities of brutish vice:
For, in such portraits, thoiigh a vulgar face
And a coarse outside of repulsive life
And unaffecting manners might at once
Be recognised by ali" — " Ah ! do not
think,"
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The Wanderer somewhat eagerly exolaimed,
5S0
" Wish eould be ours that you, for such
poor gain,
(Gain shall I call it ? — gain of what ? —
for whom ?)
Should breathe a word tending to violate
Your own pure spirit. Not a step we look
for
In slight of that forbearance and reserve
Whiehcommon human-heartedness inspires,
And mortal ignorance and frailty claim,
Upon this sacred ground, if nowhere else."
" True," said the Solitary, " be it far
From us to infringe the laws of charity. 590
Let judgment here in mercy be pronounced;
This, self-re.specting Nature prompts, and
this
Wisdom enjoins; but if the thing we seek
Be genuine knowledge,bear we then ia mind
How, from his lofty throne, the sun can
fling
Colours as bright on exhalations bred
By weedy pool or pestilential swamp.
As by the rivulet sparkling where it runs,
Or the pellueid lake."
" Small risk," said I,
" Of such illusion do we here incur;
600
Temptation here is none to exceed the
truth;
No evidence appears that they who rest
Within this ground, were covetous of praise,
Or of remembranee even, deserved or not.
Green is the Chnrchyard, beautiful and
green,
Ridge rising gently by the side of ridge,
A heaving surface, almost wholly free
From interruption of sepulehral stones.
And mantled o'er with aboriginal turf
And everlasting flowers. These Dalesmen
trust
610
The lingering gleam of their departed
lives
To oral record, and the silent heart;
Depositories faithful and more kind
Than fondest epitaph: for, if those fail,
What boots the seulptured tomb ? And
who can blame,
Who rather wonld not envy, men that feel
This mutual confldence; if, from such
source,
The practice flow, — if thence, or from a
deep

485

And general humility in death ?
Nor should I much condemn it, if it spring
From disregard of time's destructive
power,
621
As only capable to prey on things
Of earth, and human nature's mortal part.
Yet — in less simple distriets, where we
see
Stone lift its forehead emulous of stone
In courting noticej and the ground ali
paved
With commendations of departed worth;
Reading, where'er we turn, of ümocent
lives,
Of each domestic charity fulfllled.
And sufferings meekly borne — I, for my
part,
630
Though with the silence pleased that here
prevails,
Among those fair recitais also range,
Soothed by the natural spirit which they
breathe.
And, in the centre of a world whose soil
Is rank with ali unkindness, compassed
round
With such memoriais, I have sometimes
felt,
It was no momentary happiness
To have one Enclosure where the voice that
speaks
In envy or detraction is not heard;
Which malice may not enter; where the
traces
640
Of evil inclinations are unknown;
Where love and pity tenderly imite
With resignation; and no jarring tone
Intrudes, the peaceful concert to disturb
Of ámity and gratitude."
" Thus sanctioned,"
The Pastor said, " I willingly confine
My narratives to subjects that excite
Feelings with these accordant; love, esteem.
And admiration; lifting up a veU,
A sunbeam introducing among hearts 650
Retired and covert; so that ye shall have
Clear images before your gladdened eyes
Of nature's imambitious underwood.
And flowers that prosper in the shade.
And when
I speak of such among my flock as swerved
Or fell, those only shall be singled out
Upon whose lapse, or error, something
more
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Than brotherly forgiveness may attend;
To such will we restrict our notice, else
Better my tongue were mute.
And yet there are,
I feel, good reasons why we should not
leave
661
Wholly untraced a more forbidding way.
For, strength to persevere and to support,
And energy to conquer and repel —
These elements of virtue, that declare
The native grandeur of the human soul —
Are oft-times not unprofitably shown
In the perverseness of a selfish conrse:
Truth every day exemplified, no less
In the grey cottage by the murmuring
stream
670
Than in fantastic conqueror's roving camp,
Or 'mid the factious senate, unappalled
Whoe'er may sink, or rise — to sink again,
As merciless proscription ebbs and flows.
There," said the Viçar, pointing as he
spake,
" A woman rests in peace; surpassed by few
In power of mind, and eloquent discourse.
Tall was her stature; her complexion dark
And saturnine; her head not raised tohold
Converse with heaven, nor yet deprest towards earth,
680
But in projeetion carried, as she walked
For ever musing. Sunken were her eyes;
Wrinkled and furrowed with habitual
thought
Was her broad forehead; like the brow of
one
Whose visual nerve shrinks from a painful
glare
Of overpowering light. — While yet a ehild,
She, 'mid the humble flowerets of the vale,
Towered like the imperial thistle, not unfurnished
With its appropriate grace, yet rather
seeking
To be admired, than coveted and loved. 690
Even at that age she ruled, a sovereign
qneen,
Over her comrades; else their simple sports,
Wanting ali relish for her strenuous mind,
Had crossed her only to be shunned with
scorn.
— Oh ! pang of sorrowful regret for those
Whom, in their youth, sweet study has
enthralled,
That they have lived for harsher servitude,
Whether in soul, in body, or estate !

BOOK VI

Such doom was hers; yet nothing could
subdue
Her keen desire of knowledge, nor efface
Those brighter images by books imprest 701
Upon her memory, faithfully as stars
That occupy their places, and, though oft
Hidden by clouds, and oft bedimmed by
haze,
Are not to be extinguished, nor impaired.
Two passions, both degenera te, for they
both
Began in honour, gradually obtained
Rule over her, and vexed her daily life;
An unremitting, avaricious thrift;
And a strange thraldom of maternal love,
That held her spirit, in its own despite, 711
Bound — by vexation, and regret, and scom,
Constrained forgiveness, and relenting vows,
And tears, in pride suppressed, in shame
concealed —
To a poor dissolute Son, her only child.
— Her wedded days had opened with mishap,
Whence dire dependence. What could she
perform
To shake the burthen off ? Ah ! there was
felt,
Indignantly, the weakness of her sex.
She mused, resolved, adhered to her resolve f
720
The hand grew slack in alms-giving, the
heart
Closed by degrees to charitv; heaven's
blessing
Not seeking from that source, she placed
her trust
In ceaseless pains — and strictest parsimony
Which sternly hoaided ali that could be
spared,
From each day's need, out of each day's
least gain.
Thus ali was re-established, and a pile
Constructed, that sufficcd for every end,
Save the contentment of the builder's mind;
A mind by nature indisposed to aught 730
So placid, so inactive, as eontent;
A mind intolerant of lasting peace.
And cherishing the pang her heart deplored.
Dread life of conflict! which I oft compared
To the agitation of a brook that runs
Down a rocky mountain, buried now and lost
In silent pools, now in strong eddies
chained;
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But never to be charmed to gentleness:
Its best attainment fits of such repose
As timid eyes might shrink from fathoming.
A sudden illness seized her in the
strength
741
Of life's autumnal season. — Shall I tell
How on her bed of death the Matron lay,
To Providence submissive, so she thought;
But fretted, vexed, and wrought upon,
almost
To anger, by the malady that griped
Her prostrate frame with unrelaxing power,
As the fierce eagle fastens on the lamb ?
She prayed, she moaned;—her husband's
sister watched
Her dreary pillow, waited on her needs; 750
And yet the very sound of that kind foot
Was anguish to her ears ! ' And must she
rnle,'
This -was the death-doomed Woman heard
to say
In bitterness,' and must she rule and reign,
Sole Mistressof this house, when I am gone ?
Tend what I tended, ealling it her own !'
Enough ; — I fear too much. — One vernal
evening,
While she was yet in prime of health and
strength,
I well remember, while I passed her door
Alone, with loitering step, and upward eye
Tumed towards the planet Júpiter that
hung
761
Above the centre of the Vale, a voiee
Roused me, her voiee; it said,' That glorious star
In its untroubled element will shine
As now it shines, when we are laid in
earth
And safe from ali our sorrows.' With a
sigh
She spake, yet, I believe, not unsustained
By faith in glory that shall far transeend
Aught by these perishable heavens diselosed
To sight or mind. Nor less than care
divine
770
Is divine merey. She, who had rebelled,
Was into meekness softened and subdued;
Did, after trials not in vain prolonged,
With resignation sink into the grave;
And her imcharitable acts, I trust,
And harsh unkindnesses are ali forgiven,
Tho', in this Vale, remembered with deep
awe."
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The Viçar paused; and toward a seat advanced,
A long stone-seat, flxed in the Churchyard
wall;
Part shaded by cool sycamore, and part 780
Offering a sunny resting-place to them
Who seek the House of worship, while the
bells
Yet ring with ali their voices, or before
The last hath ceased its solitary knoll.
Beneath the shade we ali sate down; and
there,
His office, uninvited, he resumed.
" As on a sunny bank, a tender lamb
Lurks in safe shelter from the winds of
March,
Screened by its pareut, so that little mound
Lies guarded by its neighbour; the small
heap
790
Speaks for itself; an Infant there doth
rest;
The sheltering hillock is the Mother's
grave.
If mild discourse, and manners that conferred
A natural dignity on humblest rank;
If gladsome spirits, and benignant looks,
That for a face not beautiful did more
Than beauty for the fairest face can do;
And if religious tenderness of heart,
Grieving for sin, and penitential tears
Shed when the clouds had gathered and
distained
Scxj
The spotless ether of a maiden life;
If these may make a hallowed spot of
earth
More holy in the sight of God or Man;
Then, o'er that mould, a sanetity shall
brood
Till the stars sieken at the day of doom.
Ah ! what a warning for a thoughtless
man,
Could fleld or grove, could any spot of
earth,
Show to his eye an image of the pangs
Which it hath witnessed; render back an
echo
•
Of the sad steps by which it hath been
trod!
810
There, by her innocent Baby's precious
grave.
And on the very turf that roofs her own,
The Mother oft was seen to stand, or kneel

^
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In the broad day, a weeping Magdalene.
Now she is not; the swelling turf reports
Of the fresh shower, but of poor Èllen's
tears
Is silent; nor is any vestige left
Of the path wom by mournful tread of
her
Who, at her heart's light bidding, onee had
moved
In virgin fearlessness, with step that
seemed
820
Caught from the pressure of elastic turf
Upon the mountains gemmed with morning
dew,
In the prime hour of sweetest scents and
airs.
— Serious and thoughtfnl was her mind;
and yet,
By reconcilement exquisite and rare,
The form, port, motions, of this Cottagegirl
Were such as might have quickened and
inspired
A Titian's hand, addrest to pioture forth
Oread or Dryad glancing through the shade
What time the hunter's earliest horn is
heard
830
Startling the golden hills.
A wide-spread elm
Stands in our valley, named Tnp Joyful
Tree;
From dateless usage which our jieasants
hold
Of giving welcome to the flrst of May
By dances round its tnink. — And íf the
sky
Permit, like honours, dance and song, are
paid
To the Twelfth Night, beneath the frosty
stars
Or the clear moon. The queen of these
gay sports,
If not in beauty yet in sprightly air,
Was hapless Ellen. — No one touched the
gromid
840
So deftly, and the nicest maiden's locks
Less graoefully were braided; — but this
praise,
Methiaks, would better snit another place.
She loved, and fondly deemed herself
beloved.
— The road is dim, the current unperceived,
The weakness painful and most pitiful,
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By which a virtuous woman, in pure youth,
May be delivered to distress and shame.
Such fate was hers. — The last time Ellen
danced,
Among her equals, round The Joyful
TreE}
8^0
She bore a secret biirthen; and full soon
Was left to tremble for a breaking vow, —
Then, to bewail a sternly-broken vow,
Alone, within her widowed Mother's house.
It was the season of unfolding leaves,
Of days advancing toward their utmost
length,
And small birds singing happily to mates
Happy as they. With spirit-saddening
power
Winds pipe through fading woods; but
those blithe notes
859
Strike the deserted to the heart; I speak
Of what I know, and what we feel within.
— Beside the cottage in which Ellen dwelt
Stands a tall ash-tree; to whose topmost
twig
A thrush resorts, and annnally chants,
At morn and evening from that naked
perch,
While ali the undergrove is thick with
leaves,
A time-beguiling ditty, for delight
Of his fond partner, silent in the nest.
— 'Ah why,' said Ellen, sighing to herself,
' Why do not words, and kiss, and solemn
pledge;
...
^70
And nature that is kind in woman's
breast.
And reason that in man is wise and good.
And fear of him who is a righteous judge;
Why do not these prevail for human life,
To keep two hearts together, that began
Their spring-time with one love, and that
have need
Of mutual pity and forgiveness, sweet
To grant, or be received; while that poor
bird —
O come and hear him ! Thou who hast to
me
Been faithless, hear him, though a lowly
creature,
880
One of God's simple ehildren that yet know
not
The universal Parent, how he sings
As if he wished the flrmament of heaven
Should listen, and give back to him the
voice
Of his triumphant constancy and love;
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The proelamation that he makes, how far
His darkness doth transcend our fickle
light !'
Sueh was the tender passage, not by me
Repeated without loss of simple phrase,
Whieh I perused, even as the words had
been
890
Committed by forsaken Ellen's hand
To the blank margiii of a Valentine,
Bedropped with tears. 'T will please you
to be told
That, studiously withdrawing from the eye
Of ali companionship, the Sufferer yet
In lonely reading found a meek resource:
How thankful for the warmth of summer
days,
When she could slip into the cottage-barn,
And find a secret oratory there;
Or, in the garden, iinder friendly veil 900
Of their long twilight, pore «pou her book
By the last lingering help of the open sky
Until dark night dismissed her to her bed I
Thus did a waking fancy sometiraes lose
The unconquerable pang of despised love.
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Who bqre me; and hath prayed for me in
vain; —
Yet not in vain; it shall not be in vain.'
She spake, nor was the assuranee unfnlfllled;
And if heart-rending thoughts would oft
return,
They stayed not long. — The blameless
Infânt grew;
930
The Child whom Ellen and her Mother
loved
They soon were proud of; tended it and
nursed;
A soothing comforter, although forlorn;
Like a poor singing-bird from distant
lands;
Or a choice shrub, which he, who passes by
With vacant mind, not seldom may ob^
serve
Eair-flowering in a thinly-peopled house,
Whose window, somewhat sadly, it adorns.

Through four months' space the Infant
drew its food
From the matemal breast; then scruples
rose;
940
A kindlier passion opened on her soul
Thoughts, which the rich are free from,
came and crossed
When that poor Child was born. Upon its
face
The fond affectiou. She no more could
bear
She gazed as on a pure and spotless gift
By her ofíence to lay a twofold weight
Of unexpected promise, where a grief
Or dread was ali that had been thought of, On a kind parent willing to forget
— joy
.
9'o Their slender means: so, to that parent's
Far livelier than bewildered traveller feels,
care
Amid a perilous waste that ali night long
Trusting her child, she left their common
Hath harassed him toiling through fearful
home,
storm,
And undertook with dutiful content
When he beholds the first pale speck se- A Foster-mother's office.
'T is, perchance,
rene
Of day-spring, in the gloomy east, revealed. Unknown to you that in these simple vales
And greets it with thanksgiving. ' Till The natural feeling of equality
950
this honr,'
Is by domestic service unimpaired;
Thus, in her Mother's hearing Ellen spake, Yet, though such service be, with us, re' There was a stony region in my heart;
moved
But He, at whose command the parchèd From sense of degradation, not the less
rock
The ungentle mind can easily find means
Was smitten, and poured forth a quenching To impose severe restraints and laws unstream,
920
just,
Hath softened that obdnracy, and made
Which hapless Ellen now was doomed to
Unlooked-for gladness in the desert place,
feel:
To save the perishing; and, henceforth, I For (blinded by an over-anxious dread
breathe
Of such excitement and divided thought
The air with cheerfnl spirit, for thy sake
As with her office would but ill accord)
My infant! and for that good Mother The pair, whose infant she was bound to
dear,
nurse,
960
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Forbade her ali commumon with her own.
Week after week, the mandate they enforced.
— So near ! yet not allowed, upon that
sight
To flx her eyes — alas ! 't was hard to bear !
But worse affliotiou must be borne — far
worse;
For 't is Heaven's will — that, after a disease
Begun and ended within three days' space,
Her child should die; as Elleu now exclaímed,
Her own — deserted child ! — Once, only
once,
She saw it in that mortal malady;
970
And, on the burial-day, could scarcely
gain
Permissiou to attend its obsequies.
She reached the house, last of the funeral
train;
And some one, as she entered, having
chanced
To urge unthinkmgly their prompt departure,
'Nay,' said she, with commanding look,
a spLrit
Of anger never seen in her before,
' Nay, ye must wait my time !' and down
she sate,
And by the unclosed coMn kept her seat
Weeping and looking, looking on and
weeping,
980
TJpon the last sweet slumber of her Child,
Until at length her soul waa satisfled.
You see the Infanfs Grave; and to this
spot,
The Mother, oft as she was sent abroad,
On whatsoever errand, urged her steps:
Hither she came; here stood, and sometimes knelt
In the broad day, a rueful Magdalene !
So call her; for not only she bewailed
A mother's loss, but moumed in bittemess
Her own transgression; penitent sincere 990
As ever raised to heaven a streaming eye.
— At length the parents of the foster-child,
Noting that in despite of their commands
She still renewed and could not but renew
Those visitations, ceased to send her forth;
Or, to the garden's narrow bounds, conflned.
I failed not to remind them that they erred;
For holy Nature might not thus be crossed,
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Thus wronged in woman's breast: in vain
I pleaded —
But the green stalk of Ellen's life was
snapped,
1000
And the ílower drooped; as every eye
could see,
It hung its head in mortal languishment.
— Aided by this appearance, I at length
PrevaUed; and, from those bonds released,
she weut
Home to her mother's house.
The Youth w^as fled;
The rash betrayer could not face the shame
Or sorrow which bis senseless guilt had
caused;
And little would bis presence, or proof
given
Of a relenting soul, have now availed;
For, Uke a shadow, he was passed away
From Ellen's thoughts; had perished to
her mind
lon
For ali concerns of fear, or hope, or love,
Save only those which to their common
shame.
And to his moral being appertained:
Hope from that quarter would, I know,
have brought
A heavenly comfort; there she recognised
An unrelaxing bond, a mutual need;
There, and, as seemed, there only.
She had buUt,
Her fond matemal heart had built, a nest
In blindness ali too near the river's edge;
That work a summer flood with hasty
swell
1021
Had swept away; and now her Spirit
longed
For its last flight to heaven's security.
— The bodily frame wasted from day to
d^y;
Meanwhüe, relinquishing ali other cares,
Her mind she strietly tutored to find peace
And pleasure in endurance. Much she
thought.
And much she read; and brooded feelingly
üpon her own unworthiuess. To me.
As to a spiritual comforter and friend, 1030
Her heart she opened; and no pains were
spared
To mitigate, as gently as I could,
The sting of self-reproach, with healing
words.
Meek Saint ! through patience glorified on
earth !
In whom, as by her lonely hearth she sate.
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The ghastly face of cold decay put ou
A sun-like beauty, and appeared divine !
May I not mention — that, within those
walls,
In due observance of her pious wish,
The congregation joined with me in prayer
For her soul'c good ? Nor was that office
vain.
1041
— Muoh did she suffer: but, if any friend,
Beholding her condition, at the sight
Gave way to words of pity or complaint,
She stilled them with a prompt reproof,
and said,
' He who afflicts me knows what I can
bear;
And, when I fail, and can endure no more,
Will mercifully take me to himself.'
So, through the oloud of death, her Spirit
passed
IntO that pure and unknown world of love
Where injirry eannot come: — and here is
laid
1051
The mortal Body by her Infanfs side."
The Vícar ceased; and downcast looks
made known
That each had listened with his inmost
heart.
For me, the emotion scareely was less
strong
Or less benign than that which I had felt
When seated near my venerable Friend,
Under those shady elms, from him I heard
The story that retraced the slow decline
Of Margaret, sinking on the lonely heath
With the neglected house to which she
clung.
1061
— I noted that the Solitary'a cheek
Confessed the power of nature. — Pleased
though sad.
More pleased than sad, the grey-haired
Wanderer sate;
Thanks to his pure imaginative soul
Capacious and serene; his blameless life,
His knowledge, wisdom, love of truth, and
love
Of human kind ! He was it who first broke
The pensive silence, saying: —
" Blest are they
Whose sorrow rather is to snfler wrong 1070
Than to do wrong, albeit themselves have
erred.
This tale gives proof that Heaven most
gentíy deals
With such, in their affliction. — Ellen's fate,
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Her tender spirit, and her contrite heart,
Call to my mind dark hints which I have
heard
Of one who died within this vale, by doom
Heavier, as his offence was heavier far.
Where, Sir, I pray you, where are laid the
bonés
Of Wilfrid Armathwaite ? "
The Viçar answered,
" In that green nook, dose by the Churchyard wall,
loSo
Beneath yon hawthorn, planted by myself
In memory and for waming, and iu sign
Of sweetness where dire anguish had been
known,
Of reconcUement after deep offence —
There do th he rest. No theme his fate
supplies
For the smooth glozings of the indulgent
world;
Nor need the windings of his devions course
Be here retraced; — enough that, by mishap
And venial error, robbed of competence,
And her obsequions shadow, peace of mind,
He craved a substitute in troubled joy; 1091
Against his conscience rose iu arms, and,
braving
Divine displeasure, broke the marriagevow.
That which he had been weak enough to do
Was misery iu remembrauce; he was stung,
Stung by his iuward thoughts, and by the
smUes
Of wife and children stung to agony.
Wretched at home, he gained no peace
abroad;
Rauged through the mountains, slept upon
the earth,
Asked comfort of the open air, and found
No quiet in the darkness of the night, noi
No pleasure in the beauty of the day.
His flock he slighted: his patemal fields
Became a clog to him, whose spirit wished
To fly — but whither ! And this graeious
Church,
That wears a look so full of peace and hope
And love, benignant mother of the vale,
How fair amid her brood of eottages !
She was to him a sickness and reproach.
Much to the last remained unknown: but
this
1110
Is sure, that through remorse and grief he
died;
Though pitied among men, absolved by
God,
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He could not íind forgiveness in himself;
Nor could endure the weight of his own
shame.
Here rests a Mother. But from her I turn
And from her grave. — Behold — upon that
ridge,
That, stretching boldly from the mountain
side,
Carries into the centre of the vale
Its rocks and woods — the Cottage where
she dwelt
And where yet dwells her faithful Partner,
left
II20
(Full eight years past) the solitary prop
Of many helpless Children. I begin
With words that might be prelude to a tale
Of sorrow and dejection; but I feel
No sadness, when I think of what mine eyes
See daily in that happy family.
— Bright garland form they for the pensive
brow
Of their imdrooping Father's widowhood,
Those six fair Daughters, budding yet —
not one,
Not one of ali the band, a full-blown flower.
Deprest, and desolate of soul, as once 1131
That Father was, and filled with anxious
fear,
Now, by experience taught, he stands assured,
That God, who takes away, yet takes not
half
Of what he seems to take; or gives it baek,
Not to our prayer, but far beyond our
_ prayer;
He gives it — the boon produce of a soil
Which oxir endeavours have refused to tUl,
And hope hath never watered. The Abode,
Whose grateful owner can attest these
truths,
1140
Even were the objeet nearer to our sight,
Would seem in no distinction to surpass
The rudest habitations. Ye might think
That it had sprung self-raised from earth,
or grown
Out of the living rock, to be adorned
By nature only; but, if thither led,
Ye would discover, then, a studious work
Of many fancies, prompting many hands.
Brought from the woods the honeysuckle
twines
Around the poreh, and seems, in that trim
place,
1150
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A plant no longer wUd; the cultured rose
There blossoms, strong in health, and will
be soon
Roof-high; the wild pink crowns the garden-wall.
And with the flowers are intermingled
stones
Sparry and bright, rough scatterings of
the hüls.
These omaments, that fade not with the
year,
A hardy Girl continues to provide;
Who, mounting fearlessly the rocky heights,
Her Father's prompt attendant, does for
him
Ali that a boy could do, but with delight
More keen and prouder daring; yet hath
she,
1161
Within the garden, like the rest, a bed
For her own flowers and favourite herbs,
a space,
By sacred charter, holden for her use.
— These, and whatever else the garden
bears
Of fruit or flower, permission asked or not,
I freely gather; and my leisure draws
A not unfrequent pastime from the hum
Of bees around their range of sheltered
hives
Busy in that enclosure; while the rill, 117»
That sparkling thrids the rocks, attunes
his voice
To the pure course of human life which
there
Flows on in solitude. But, when the gloom
Of night is falling round my steps, then
most
This Dwelling charms me; often I stop
short,
(Who could refrain ?) and feed by stealth
my sight
With prospect of the company within,
Laid open through the blazing window: —
there
I see the eldest Daughter at her wheel
Spinning amain, as if to overtake
uSo
The never-halting time; or, in her turn,
Teaching some Novice of the sisterhood
That skill in this or other household work,
Which, from her Father's honoured hand,
herself,
While she was yet a little-one, had learned.
Mild Man ! he is not gay, but they are gay;
And the whole house seems íUled with
gaiety.
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— Thrice tappy, then, the Mother may be
deemed,
The Wife, from whose consolatory g^ave
I turned, that ye in mind might witness
where,
ngo
And how, her Spirit yet survives on earth!"
BOOK SEVENTH
THE CHURCHYARD AMONG THE
MOUNTAINS — {continued)
ARGUMENT
Impression of these Narrativas upon the
Author's mind — Pastor invited to give account
of certain Graves that lie apart — Clergyman
and his Family — Fortunate influence of change
of situation — Activity in extreme old age —
Another Clergyman, a character of resolute
Virtue — Lameiitations over misdirected applause — Instance of less exalted excellence in
a deaf man — Elevated character of a blind
man — Reflection upon Blindness — Interrupted by a Peasant who passes — His animal
cheerfulness and careless vivacity — He occasions a digressionon the fali of beautiful and intetesting Trees — A female Infant's Grave —
Joy at her Birth—Sorrow at her Departure—A
youthful Peasant — His patriotic enthusiasm
and distinguished qualities — His untimely
death — Exultation of the Wanderer, as a patriot, in this Picture — Solitary how affected —
Monument of a Knight— Traditions concerning
him — Peroration of the Wanderer on the
transitoriness of things and the revolutions of
society — Hints at his own past Galling —
Thanks the Pastor.
.While thus from theme to theme the
Historian passed,
The words he uttered, and the scene that
lay
Before our eyes, awakened in my miiid
Vivid remembranee of those long-past hours,
When, in the hollow of some shadowy vale,
(What time the splendour of the setting sun
Lay beautiful on Snowdon's sovereign brow,
On Cader Idris, or huge Penmanmaur)
A wandering Youth, I listened with delight
To pastoral melody or warlike air,
lo
Drawn from the chords of the aneient British
harp
By some aceomplished Master, while he sate
Amid the quiet of the green recess.
And there did inexhaustibly dispense
An interchange of soft or solemn tunes,
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Tender or blithe ; now, as the varying
mood
Of his own spirit urged, — now, as a voice
From youth or maiden, or some honoured
chief
Of his compatriot villagers (that hung
Around him, drinking in the impassioned
notes
20
Of the time-hallowed minstrelsy) required
For their heart's ease or pleasure. Strains
of power
Were they, to seize and occupy the sense;
But to a higher mark than song can reach
Rose this pure eloquence. And, when the
stream
Which overflowed the soul was passed away,
A consciousness remained that it liad left,
Deposited upon the silent shore
Of memory, images and precious thoughts,
That shall not die, and caimot be destroyed.
30
" These grassy heaps lie amicably dose,"
Said I, " like surges heaving in the wind
Along the surface of a mountain pool:
Whence comes it, then, that yonder we
behold
Five graves, and only five, that rise together
Unsociably sequestered, and encroaching
On the smooth playground of the villageschool ? "
The Vioar answered, — " No disdainful
pride
In them who rest beneath, nor any course
Of strange or tragic accident, hath helped
To plaee those hillocks in that lonely gfuise.
— Once more look forth, and follow with
your sight
42
The length of road that from yon mountain's base
Through bare enclosures stretches, 'till its
line
Is lost within a little tuft of trees;
Then, reappearing in -a moment, quits
The cultured fields; and up the heathy
waste,
Mounts, as you see, in mazes serpentine,
Led towards an easy outlet of the vale,
That little shady spot, that sylvan tuft, 50
By which the road is hidden, also hides
A cottage from our view; though I discem
(Ye scarcely can) amid its sheltering trees
The smokeless chimney-top. —
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Ali unembowered
And naked stood that lowly Parsonage
(For such in truth it is, and appertains
To a small Chapei in the vale beyond)
When hither carne its last Inhabitant.
Kougli and forbidding were the choicest
roads
By which our northern wilds could then be
crossed;
6o
And into most of these secluded vales
Was no access for wain, heavy or light.
So, at his dwelling-place the Priest arrived
With store of household goods, in panniers
slung
On sturdy horses graced with jingling bells,
And on the back of more ignoble beast;
That, with like burthen of effects most
prized
Or easiest carried, closed the motley train.
Young was I then, a sehoolboy of eight
years;
But still, methinks, I see them as they
passed
70
In order, drawing toward their wished-for
home.
— Rooked by the motion of a trusty ass
Two ruddy children hung, a well-poised
freight,
Each in his basket nodding drowsily;
Their bonnets, I remember, wreathed with
flowers,
Which told it was the pleasant month of
June;
And, dose behind, the comely Matron rode,
A woman of soft speech and gracious
smile.
And with a lady's mien. — From far they
came,
Even from Northumbrian hills; yet theirs
had been
80
A merry journey, rich in pastime, cheered
By music, prank, and laughter-stirring jest;
And freak put on, and arch word dropped
— to swell
The cloud of fanoy and uncouth surmise
That gathered round the slowly-moving
train.
—' Whence do they come ? and with what
errand charged ?
Belong they to the fortmie-telling tribe
Who piteh their tents míder the greenwood
tree ?
Or Strollers are they, fm^nished to enact
Fair Rosamond, and the Children of the
Wood,
90
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And, by that whiskered tabby's aid, set
forth
The lucky venture of sage Whittington,
When the next vUlage hears the show annonnced
By blast of trumpet ?' Plenteous was the
growth
Of such conjectures, overheard, or seen
On many a staring comitenance portrayed
Of boor or bnrgher, as they marched along.
And more than once their steadiness of face
Was put to proof, and exercise supplied
To their inventive humour, by stern looks,
And questions in authoritative tone,
loi
From some staid guardian of the public
peace,
Checking the sober steed on which he rode,
In his suspicious wisdom; oftener still,
By notice indirect, or blunt demand
From traveller halting in his own despite,
A simple curiosity to ease:
Of which adventures, that beguUed and
cheered
Their grave migration, the good pair would
tell,
With undiminished glee, in hoary age. no
A Priest he was by function; but his
course
From his youth up, and high as manhood's
noon,
(The hour of life to which he then was
brought)
Had been irregular, I might say, wild;
By books imsteadied, by his pastoral care
Too little checked. An active, ardent mind;
A fancy prcgnant with resoiirce and scheme
To cheat the sadness of a rainy day;
Hands apt for ali ingenious arts and games;
A generous spirit, and a body strong
120
To cope with stoutest champions of the
bowl —
Had earned for him sure welcome, and the
rights
Of a prized visitant, in the jolly hall
Of country 'squire; or at the statelier board
Of duke or earl, from scenes of courtly
pomp
Withdrawn, — to while away the sunmier
hours
In condescension among rural guests.
With these high comrades he had reveUed
long,
Frolicked industriously, a simple Clerk

BOOK VII

THE EXCURSION

49S

So days and years
By hopes of coming patronage beguiled 130
Till the heart sickened. So, each loftier Passed on; — the inside of that rugged
aim
house
170
Abandoning and ali his showy friends,
Was trimmed and brightened by the Matron's care,
For a life's stay (slender it was, but svire)
And gradually enriched with things of price,
He tumed to this secluded chapelry;
That had been offered to his doubtful Which might be lacked for use or ornament.
What, though no soft and costly sofa there
choice
By an unthought-of patron. Bleak and Insidiously stretched out its lazy length,
And no vain mirror glittered upon the walls,
bare
They foimd tlie cottage, their allotted Yet were the windows of the low abode
By shutters weather-fended, which at once
home;
Repelled the storm and deadened its loud
Naked without, and rude within; a spot
roar.
With which the Cure not long had been endowed:
139 There snow-white curtains hung in decent
folds;
180
And far remote the chapei stood, — remote,
Tough moss, and long-enduring mountain
And, from his Dwelling, unapproachable,
plants,
Save through a gap high in the hills, an
opening
That creep along the ground with sinuous
trail,
Shadeless and shelterless, by driving
Were nicely braided; and composed a work
showers
Frequented, and beset with howling winds. Like Indian mats, that with appropriate
grace
Yet cause was none, whate'er regret might
hang
Lay at the threshold and the inner doors;
On his own mind, to quarrel with the And a fair carpet, woven of homespun
choice
wool
Or the necessity that fixed him here;
But tinctured daintily with florid hues,
Apart from old temptations, and con- For seemliness and warmth, on festai days,
strained
148 Covered the smooth blue slabs of momitainTo punctual labour iu his sacred charge.
stone
With which the parlour-floor, in simplest
See him a constant preacher to the poor !
And visiting, though not with saintly zeal,
guisG
190
Yet, when need was, with no reluctant wUl, Of pastoral homesteads, had been long iuThe sick in body, or distrest iu mind;
laid.
And, by a salutary change, compelled
To rise from timely sleep, and meet the day
Those pleasing works the Housewife's
With no engagement, in his thoughts, more
skill produced:
proud
Meanwhile the unsedentary Master's hand
Or splendid than his garden could afford,
Was busier with his task — to rid, to plant,
His flelds, or mountains by the heath-cock To rear for food, for shelter, and delight;
ranged
A thriving covert ! And when wishes,
Or the wild brooks; from which he now
formed
retumed
In youth, and sanctioned by the riper mind,
Contented to partake the quiet meai
160 Restored me to my native valley, here
Of his own board, where sat his gentle To end my days; well pleased was I to see
Mate
The once-bare cottage, on the mountainAnd three fair Children, plentifully fed
side,
200
Though simply, from their little household Screened from assault of every bitter
farm;
blast;
Nor wanted timely treat of fish or fowl
While the dark shadows of the summer
By nature yielded to his practised hand; —
leaves
To help the small but certain comings-in
Danced in the breeze, chequering its mossy
roof.
Of that spare beneflce. Yet not the less
Theirs was a hospitable board, and theirs
Time, which had thus afforded willing
A charitable door.
help
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To beautify with iiature's fairest growths
This rustic tenement, had gently shed,
Upon its Master's frame, a wintry grace;
The comeliness of unenfeebled age.
But how could I say, gently ? for he still
Ketained a flashing eye, a burning palm, 210
A stirring foot, ã bead which beat at nights
Upon its pillow with a thousand schemes.
Few likings had he dropped, few pleasures
lost;
Generous and charitable, prompt to serve;
And stül his harsher passions kept their
hold —
Anger and indignation. Still he loved
The souiid of titled names, and talked in
glee
Of long-past baiiquetings with high-born
f riends:
Then, from those lulling fits of vain delight
üproused by reeollected iiijury, raUed 220
At their false ways disdainfully, — and oft
In bitterness, and with a threatening eye
Of fire, incensed beneath its hoary brow.
— Those transports, with staid looks of
pure good-will,
And with soft smile, his consort wonld reprove.
She, far behind him in the race of years,
Yet keeping her first mildness, was advanced
Far nearer, in the habit of her soul,
To that still region whither ali are bound;
Him might we liken to the setting snn 230
As seen not seldom on some gusty day,
Struggling and bold, and shining from the
west
With an ineonstant and unmellowed light;
She was a soft attendant cloud, that hung
As if with wish to veil the restless orb;
From which it did itself imbibe a ray
Of pleasing lustre.— But no more of this;
I better love to sprinkle on the sod
That now divides the pair, or rather say,
That still unites them, praises, like heaven's
dew,
240
Without reserve descending upon both.
Our very first in eminence of years
This old Man stood, the patriarch of the
Vale !
And, to his unmolested mansion, death
Had never come, through space of forty
yearsj
Sparing both old and young in that abode.
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Suddenly then they disappeared: not twice
Had summer scorched the flelds; not twice
had fallen,
On those high peaks, the first autumnal
snow,
Before the greedy visiting was closed, 250
And the long-privileged house left empty
— swept
As by a plague. Yet no rapacious plagie
Had been among them; ali was gentle
death,
One after one, with intervals of peace.
A happy consummation 1 an accord
Sweet, perfeot, to be wished for I save that
here
Was something which to mortal sense
might sovmd
Like harshness, — that the old grey-headed
Sire,
The oldest, he was taken last; survived
When the meek Partner of his age, his Sou,
His Daughter, and that late and high-prized
gift, _
261
His little smiling GrandchUd, were no
more.
' Ali gone; ali vanished I he deprived and
bare,
How will he face the remnant of his life ?
What will become of him ?' we said, and
mused
In sad conjectures — 'Shall we meet him
now
Haunting with rod and line the oraggy
brooks ?
Or shall we overhear him, as we pass,
Striving to entertain the lonely honrs
With music ?' (for he had not ceased to
toueh
270
The harp or viol which himself had framed.
For their sweet purposes, with perfect
skill.)
' What titles will he keep ? will he remain
Musician, gardener, buUder, mechanist,
A planter, and a rearer from the seed ?
A man of hope and forward-looking mind
£ven to the last!' — Such was he, unsubdued.
But Heaven was gracious; yet a little while,
And this Survivor, with his cheerful throng
Of open proiects, and his inward hoard 280
Of unsunned grief s, too many and too keen,
Was overcome by unexpected sleep,
In one blest moment. Like a shadow
thrown
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Against ali trials; industry severe
Softly and lightly from a passing cloud,
Death fell upon him, while reolined he lay And constant as the motion of the day;
Stern self-denial round him spread, with
For noontide solace on the summer grass,
shade
The warm lap of his mother earth: and so,
That might be deemed forbidding, did not
Their lenient term of separation past,
there
That family (whose graves you there beAli generous feelings flourish and rejoice;
hold)
By yet a higher privilege once more
290 Forbearance, charity in deed and thought,
And resolution competent to take
330
Were gathered to each other."
Caim of inind Out of the bosom of simplicity
And silence waited on these closiiig words; Ali that her holy customs recommend,
Until the Wauderer (whether moved by And the best ages of the world prescribe.
— Preaching, administering, in every work
fear
Of his sublime vocation, in the walks
Lest in those passages of life were some
That might have touched the sick heart of Of worldly intercourse between man and
mau,
his Friend
And in his humble dwelling, he appears
Too nearly, or intent to reinforce
A labourer, with moral virtue girt,
His own firm spirit in degree deprest
With spiritual graces, like a glory,
By tender sorrow for our mortal state)
crowned."
Thus silence broke: — " Behold a thonghtless Man
" Doubt can be none," the Pastor said,
From vice and premature decay preserved
" for whom
340
By useful habits, to a fitter soií
301
Transplanted ere too late. — The hermit, This portraiture is sketched. The great,
the good,
lodged
Amid the mitrodden desert, tells his beads, The well-beloved, the fortunate, the wise, —
These titles emperors and chiefs have
With each repeating its allotted prayer,
borne,
And thus divides and thus relieves the
Honour assumed or given: and him, the
time;
WoNDERFUL,
Smooth task, with his compared, whose
Our simple shepherds, speaking from the
mind eould string,
heart,
Not scantily, bright minutes on the thread
Deservedly have styled. — From his abode
Of keen domestic anguish; and beguile
A solitude, unchosen, unprofessed;
In a dependent chapelry that lies
Till gentlest death released him.
Behind yon hill, a poor and rugged wild,
Far from us Which in his soul he lovingly embraced.
Be the desire — too curiously to ask
311 And, having once espoused, would never
How much of this is but the blind result
quit;
350
Into its graveyard will ere long be borne
Of cordial spirits and vital temperament,
And what to higher powers is justly due.
That lowly, great, good Man. A simple
But you, Sir, know that in a neighbouring
stone
vale
May cover him; and by its help, perchance,
A Priest abides before whose life such A century shall hear his name pronounced,
doubts
With images attendant on the sound;
Fali to the ground; whose gifts of nature Then, shall the slowly-gathering twilight
dose
lie
Retired from notice, lost in attributes
In utter night; and of his course remain
Of reason, honourably efBaced by debts
No cognizable vestiges, no more
Which her poor treasure-house is content to Than of this breath, which shapes itself in
words
owe,
320
To speak of him, and instantly dissolves."
And conquest over her dominion gained,
To which her frowardness must needs subThe Pastor, pressed by thoughts which
mit.
round his theme
361
In this one Man is shown a temperance —
Still lingered, after a brief pause, resumed;
proof
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" Noise is there not enough in doleful war,
But that the heaven-born poet must stand
forth,
And lend the echoes of his saored shell,
To multiply and aggravate the din ?
Pangs are there not enough in hopeless
love-—•
And, ín requited passion, ali too much
Of turbulence, anxiety, and fear —
But that the minstrel of the rural shade 370
Must tune his pipe, insidiously to nurse
The perturbation in the sufEering breast,
And propagate its kind, far as he may ?
— Ah who (and with such rapture as befits
The hallowed theme) will rise and oelebrate
The good nian's purposes and deeds; retrace
His struggles, his discomfitures deplore,
His triumphs hail, and glorify his end;
That virtue, like the fumes and vapoury
clouds
Through fancy's heat redounding in the
brain,
380
And like the soft infeotions of the heart,
By charm of measured words may spread
o'er field,
Hamlet, and town; and piety survive
Upon the lips of men in hall or bower;
Not for reproof, but high and warm delight,
And grave encouragement, by song inspired ?
—Vain thought ! but wherefore murmur or
repine ?
The memory of the just survives in heaven:
And, without sorrow, will the ground receive
That venerable clay. Meanwhile the best
Of what lies here confines us to degrees 391
In excellence less difficult to reach,
And milder worth: nor need we travei far
From thõse to whom our last regards were
paid.
For such example.
Almost at the root
Of that tall pine, the shadow of whose bare
And slender stem, while here I sit at eve,
Oft stretehes towards me, like a long
straight path
Traced faintly in the greensward; there,
beneath
A plain blue stone, a gentle Dalesman lies,
From whom, in eaily childhood, was withdrawn
401
The precious gift of hearing. He grew up
From year to year in loneliness of soul;
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And this deep mountain-valley was to him
Soundless, with ali its streams. The bird
of dawn
Did never rouse this Cottager from sleep
With startling svunmons; not for his delight
The vernal cuckoo shouted; not for him
Murmured the labouring bee. When
stormy winds
409
Were working the broad bosom of the lake
Into a thousand thousand sparkling waves,
Rocking the trees, or driving cloud on
cloud
Along the sharp edge of yon lofty crags,
The agitated scene before his eye
Was silent as a picture: evermore
Were ali things silent, wheresoe'er he
moved.
Yet, by the solace of his own pure thoughts
Upheld, he duteously pursued the round
Of rural labours; the steep mountain-side
Aseended, with his staff and faithful dog;
The plough he guided, and the soythe he
swayed;
421
And the ripe corn before his sickle fell
Among the jocund reapers. For himself,
AIl watchful and industrious as he was,
He wrought not: neither field nor flock he
owned:
No wish for wealth had plaoe within his
mind;
Nor husband's love, nor father's hope or
care.
Though born a younger brother, need
was none
That from the floor of his paternal home
He should depart, to plant himself anew.
And when, mature in manhood, he beheld
431
His parents laid in earth, no loss ensued
Of rights to him; but he remained well
pleased,
By the pure bond of independent love,
An inmate of a seeond family;
The fellow-labourer and friend of him
To whom the small inheritance had fallen.
— Nor deem that his müd presence was a
weight
That pressed upon his brother's house; for
books
Were ready comrades whom he could not
tire,
44^
Of whose society the blameless Man
Was never satiate. Their familiar voice,
Even to old age, with unabated charm
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Beguiled his leisure hours; refreshed his
thoughts;
Beyond its natural elevation raised
His introverted spirit; and bestowed
üpon his life an outward dignity
Which ali acknowledged. The dark winter
night,
The stormy day, each had its own resource;
Song of the muses, saga historio tale, 450
Science severe, or word of holy Writ
Announcing immortality and joy
To the assembled spirits of just men
Made perfect, and from injury secure.
— Thus soothed at home, thus busy in the
field,
To no perverse suspicion he gave way,
No languor, peevishness, nor vain complaint:
And they, who were about him, did not
fail
In reverence, or in courtesy; they prized
His gentle manners: and his peaceful
smiles,
460
The gleams of his slow-varying countenance,
Were met with answering sympathy and
love.
At length, when sixty years and five were
told,
A slow disease insensibly consumed
The powers of nature; and a few short
steps
Of friends and kindred bore him from his
home
(Yon cottage shaded by the woody crags)
To the profounder stillness of the grave.
— Nor was his funeral denied the grace
Of many tears, virtuous and thoughtful
grief;
_ 470
Heart-sorrow rendered sweet by gratitude.
And now that monumental stone preserves
His name, and unambitiously relates
How long, and by what kindly outward
aids,
And in what pure contentedness of mind,
The sad privation was by him endured.
— And yon tall pine-tree, whose composing
sound
Was wasted on the good Man's living ear,
Hath now its own peculiar sanetity;
And, at the touch of every wandering
breeze,
480
Murmurs, not idly, o'er his peaceful grave.
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Soul-cheering Light, most bountiful of
things !
Guide of our way, mysterious comforter !
Whose sacred iniluence, spread through
earth and heaven,
We ali too thanklessly participate,
Thy gifts were utterly withheld from him
Whose place of rest is near yon ivied porch,
Yet, of the wild brooks ask if he complained;
Ask of the ehannelled rivers if they held
A safer, easier, more determined course. 490
What terror doth ít strike into the mind
To think of one, blind and alone, advancing
Straighttoward some preeipice's airy brink !
But, timely warned, He would have stayed
his steps,
Protected, say enlightened, by his ear;
And on the very edge of vacancy
Not more endangered than a man whose
eye
Beholds the gulf beneath. — No floweret
blooms
Throughout the lofty range of these rough
hills,
Nor in the woods, that could from him
conceal
500
Its bírth-place; none whose figure did not
• live
Upon his touch. The bowels of the earth
Enriched with knowledge his industrious
mind;
The ocean paid him tribute from the stores
Lodged in her bosom; and, by science led,
His genius mounted to the plains of heaven.
— Methinks I see him — how his eye-balls
rolled,
Beneath his ample brow, in darkness
paired, —
But each instinct with spirit; and the frame
Of the whole countenance alive with
thought,
510
Fancy, and understanding; while the voice
Discoursed of natural or moral truth
With eloquence, and such authentic power,
That, in his presence, humbler knowledge
stood
Abashed, and tender pity overawed."
" A noble — and, to unreflecting minds,
A marvellous spectacle," the Wanderer
said,
" Beings like these present! But proof
abounds
Upon the earth that faculties, which seem
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Extinguished, do not, therefore, cease to
be.
520
And to the mind among her powers of
sense
This transfer is permitted, — not alone
That the bereft their recompense may win;
But for remoter purposes of love
And charity; nor last nor least for this,
That to the imagination may be given
A type and shadow of an awful truth;
How, likewise, under sufEerance divine,
Darkness is banished from the realms of
death,
By man's imperishable spirit quelled. 530
Unto the men who see not as we see
Futurity was thought, in ancient times,
To be laid open, and they prophesied.
And know we not that from the blind have
flowed
The highest, holiest, raptures of the lyre;
And wisdom married to immortal verse ? "
Among the humbler Worthies, at onr feet
Lying insensible to human praise,
Love, or regret, — whose lineamenta would
next
Have been portrayed, I guess not; but it
chanced
540
That, near the quiet churchyard where we
sate,
A team of horses, with a ponderons freight
Pressing behind, adown a rugged slope,
Whose sharp descent confounded their
array,
Came at that moment, ringing noisily.
" Here," said the Pastor, " do we mnse,
and mourn
The waste of death; and Io ! the giant oak
Stretched on his bier — that massy timber
wain;
Nor fail to note the Man who gnides the
team."
He was a peasant of the lowest class: 550
Grey locks profusely round his temples hnng
In clustermg curls, like ivy, which the bite
Of winter oannot thin; the fresh air lodged
Within his cheek, as light within a cloud;
And he retumed our greeting with a smile.
When he had passed, the Solitary spake;
" A Man he seems of cheerful yesterdays
And confident to-morrows; with a face
Not worldly-minded, for it bears too much
Of Nature's impress, — gaiety and health,
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Freedom and hope; but keen, withal, and
shrewd.
561
His gestures note, — and hark ! his tones of
voice
Are ali vivacious as his mien and looks."
The Pastor answered: " You have read
him well.
Year after year is added to his store
With silent increase: summers, winters —
past,
Past or to come; yea, boldly might I say,
Ten summers and ten winters of a space
That lies beyond life's ordinàry bounds,
Upon his sprightly vigour cannot fix
570
The obligation of an anxious mind,
A pride in having, or a fear to lose;
Possessed like outskirts of some large
domain,
By any one more thought of than by him
Who holds the land in fee, its careless
lord !
Yet is the creature rational, endowed
With foresight; hears, too, every sabbath
day.
The christian promise with attentive ear;
Nor will, I trust, the Majesty of Heaven
Reject the incense offered up by him, 580
Though of the kind which beasts and birds
present
In grove or pasture; cheerfulness of soul,
From trepidation and repining free.
How many scrupulous worshippers fali do wn
Upon their knees, and daily homage pay
Less worthy, less religious even, than his !
This qualifled respect, the old Man's due,
Is paid without reluctance; but in truth,"
(Said the good Viçar with a fond half-smile)
" I feel at times a motion of despite
590
Towards one, whose bold contrivances and
skill,
As you have seen, bear such conspicuous
part
In works of ha voe; taking from these vales,
One after one, their proudest omaments.
Full oft his doings leave me to deplore
Tall ash-tree, sown by winds, by vapours
nursed,
In the dry erannies of the pendent rocks;
Light birch, aloft upon the horizon's edge,
A veil of glory for the ascending moon;
And oak whose roots by noontide dew were
damped,
600
And on whose forehead inaccessible

BOOK VII

THE EXCURSION

The raven lodged in safety. — Many a ship Was given, the crowning bounty of the
whole;
Launched into Morecamb-bay to him hath
And so acknowledged with a tremulous Joy
owed
Her strong knee-timbers, and the mast that Felt to the centre of that heavenly ealm 641
With which by nature every mother's soul
bears
The loftiest of her pendants; he, from Is stricken in the moment when her throes
park
Are ended, and her ears have heard the cry
Which tells her that a living child is bom;
Or forest, fetched the enonnous axle-tree
That whirls (how slow itself !) ten thousand And she lies conscious, in a blissful rest,
That the dread storm is weathered by them
spindles:
both.
And the vast engiue labouring in the mine,
Content with meaner prowess, must have
The Father — him at this unlooked-for
lacked
gift
The trunk and body of its marvellous
strength,
6io A bolder transport seizes. From the side
Of his bright hearth, and from his open
If his undaunted enterprise had failed
door,
650
Among the mountaiu coves.
Yon household flr, Day after day the gladness is diffused
To ali that come, almost to ali that pass;
A guardian planted to fence ofE the blast,
Invited, summoned, to partake the eheer
But towering high the roof above, as if
Spread on the never-empty board, and drink
Its hmnble destination were forgot —
That sycamore, which annually holds
Health and good wishes to his new-born
Within its shade, as in a stately tent
On ali sides open to the fanning breeze,
From cups repleuished by his joyous hand.
A grave assemblage, seated while they shear — Those seven fair brothers variously were
The fleeoe-encumbered flock — the JOYFUi.
moved
Elm,
620 Each by the thoughts best suited to his
Around whose trunk the maidens dance in
years:
May—
But most of ali and with most thankful
And the Lord'8 Oak — would plead their
mind
6s9
several rights
The hoary grandsire felt himself enriched;
In vain, if he were master of their fate;
A happiness that ebbed not, but remained
His sentenee to the axe would doom them To flll the total measure of his soul !
ali.
— From the low tenemeut, his own abode,
But, green in age and lusty as he is.
Whither, as to a little private cell,
And promising to keep his hold ou earth
He had withdrawn from bustle, care, and
Less, as might seem, in rivalship with meu
noise.
Than with the foresfs more enduring To spend the sabbath of old age in peace,
growth,
Once every day he duteously repaired
His own appointed hour will come at last;
To roek the cradle of the slumbering babe:
And, like the haughty Spoilers of the For in that female infanfs name he heard
world,
630 The silent name of his departed wife; 670
This keen Destroyer, in his turn, must fali. Heart-stirring music ! hourly heard that
name;
Now from the living pass we once again: Full blest he was, 'Another Margaret
From Age," the Priest continued, "turn
Green,'
your thoughts;
Oft did he say,' was come to Gold-rill side.'
From Age, that often unlameuted drops,
And mark that daisied hUlock, three spans
Oh ' pang unthought of, as the precious
long !
boon
— Seven lusty Sons sate daily round the Itself had been unlooked-for; oh! dire
board
stroke
Of Gold-rUl side; and, when the hope had Of desolating anguish for them ali!
ceased
— Just as the Child could totter on the
Of other progeny, a Daughter then
floor,
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And, by some friendly fmger's help upstayed,
Range round the garden walk, while she
perchance
Was oatching at some novelty of spring, 68o
Ground-flower, or glossy insect from its
cell
Drawn by the sunshine —at that hopeful
season
The winds of March, smiting insidiously,
Raised in the tender passage of the throat
Viewless obstruction; whence, ali unforewarned,
The household lost their pride and soul's
delight.
— But time hath power to soften ali regreis,
And prayer and thought can bring to worst
distress
Due resignation. Therefore, though some
tears
689
Fail not to spring from either Parenfs eye
Oft as they hear of sorrow like their own,
Yet this departed Little-one, too long
The innocent troubler of their quiet, sleeps
In what may now be called a peaceful bed.
On a bright day — so calm and bright, it
seemed
To us, with our sad spirits, heavenly-fair —
These mountains echoed to an unknown
somid;
A volley, thrice repeated o'er the Corse
Let down into the hollow of that grave,
Whose shelving sides are red with naked
mould.
700
Ye rains of April, duly wet this earth !
Spare, burning sim of midsummer, these
sods,
That they may knit together, and therewith
Our thoughts unite in kindred quietness !
Nor so the Valley shall forget her loss.
Dear Youth, by young and old alike beloved.
To me as precious as my own ! — Green
herbs
May creep (I wish that they would softly
creep)
Over thy last abode, and we may pass
Reminded less imperiously of thee; — 710
The ridge itself may sink into the breast
Of earth, the great abyss, and be no more;
Yet shall not thy remembrance leave our
hearts,
Thy image disappeai-!
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The Mountain-ash
No eye can overlook, when 'mid a grove
Of yet unfaded trees she lifts her head
Decked with autumnal berries, that outshine
Spring's richest blossoms; and ye mayhave
marked,
By a brook-side or solitary tam,
719
How she her station doth adorn: the pool
Glows at her feet, and ali the gloomy rocks
Are brightened round her. In his native
vale
Such and so gloriousdid this Youth appear;
A sight that kindled pleasure in ali hearts
By his ingenuous beanty, by the gleam
Of his fair eyes, by his eapaoious brow,
By ali the graees with which nature's hand
Had lavishly arrayed him. As old bards
Tell in their idle songs of wandering gods,
Pan or Apollo, veiled in human form: 730
Yet, like the sweet-breathed violet of the
shade
Discovered in their own despite to sense
Of mortais (if such fables without blame
May find chance-mention on this sacred
ground)
So, through a simple rustic garb's disguise.
And through the impediment of rural cares,
In him revealed a scholar's genius shone;
And so, not wholly hidden from men's sight,
In him the spirit of a hero walked
Our unpretending valley. — How the quoit
Whizzed from the Stripling's arm ! If
touched by him,
741
The inglorious foot-ball mounted to the
pitch
Of the lark's flight, — or shaped a rainbow
curve,
Aloft, in prospect of the shouting field !
The indefatigable fox had learned
To dread his perseverance in the chase.
With admiration would he lift his eyes
To the wide-ruling eagle, and his hand
Was loth to assault the majesty he loved:
Else had the strongest fastnesses proved
weak
750
To guard the royal brood. The sailing
glead,
The wheeling swallow, and the darting
snipe;
The sportive sea-gull dancing with the
waves.
And cautious water-fowl, from distant
climes,
Fixed at their seat, the centre of the Merej
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Were subject to young Oswald's steady
aim,
And lived by his forbearance.
From the coast
Of Trance a boastful Tyrant hurled his
threats;
Our Country marked the preparation vast
Of hostile forces; and she called — with
voice
760
That filled her plains, that reached her utmost shores,
And in remotest vales was heard — to
arms !
— Then, for the first time, here you might
have seen
The shepherd's grey to martial scarlet
changed,
That flashed uncouthly through the woods
and fields.
Ten hardy Striplings, ali m bright attire,
And graced with shining weapons, weekly
marched,
From this lone valley, to a central spot
Where, in assemblage with the flower and
choice
Of the surrounding district, they might
leam
770
The rudiments of war; ten — hardy, strong.
And valiant; but young Oswald, like a
chief
And yet a modest comrade, led them forth
From their shy solitude, to face the world,
With a gay confldence and seemly pride;
Measuring the soil beneath their happy feet
Like Youths released from labour, and yet
bovmd
To most laborions service, thongh to them
A festival of miencumbered ease;
The inner spirit keeping holiday,
780
Like vemal gronnd to sabbath sunshine left.
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A mightier river, winds from realm to
realm;
79°
And, like a serpent, shows his glittering
back
Bespotted — with innumerable isles:
Here reigns the Kussian, there the Turk;
obse3rve
His capital city!' Thence, along a tract
Of livelier interest to his hopes and fears,
His finger moved, distinguishing the spots
Where wide-spread conflict then most
fiercely raged;
Nor left unstigmatized those fatal íields
On which the sons of mighty Germany
Were taught a base submission. —' Here
behold
800
A nobler race, the Switzers, and their
land,
Vales deeper far than these of ours, huge
woods.
And mountains white with everlasting
snow !'
— And, surely, he, that spake with kindling
brow,
Was a true patriot, hopeful as the best
Of that young peasantry, who, in our days,
Have fought and perished for Helvetia's
rights —
Ah, not in vain! — or those who, in old
time.
For work of happier issue, to the side
Of Tell came trooping from a thousand
huts,
810
When he had risen alone ! No braver
Youth
Descended from Judean heights, to march
With righteous Joshua; nor appeared in
arms
When grove was felled, and altar was cast
down.
And Gideon blew the trvmipet, soul-inOft have I marked him, at some leism-e
flamed.
hour,
And strong in hatred of idolatry."
Stretched on the grass, or seated in the
shade,
The Pastor, even as if by these last words
Among his fellows, while an ample map
Baised from his seat within the ohosen
Before their eyes lay carefnlly outspread,
shade,
From which the gallant teacher would dis- Moved toward the grave; — instinctively his
conrse,
Now pointing this way, and now that, — We followed; and my voice with joy ex' Here flows,'
claimed:
820
Thus would he say,' the Khine, that famous " Power to the Oppressors of the world is
stream !
given,
Eastward, the Danube toward this inland A might of which they dream not. Oh !
sea,
the curse,
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To be the awakener of divinest thoughts,
Father and founder of exalted deeds;
And, to whole nations bound in servile
straits,
The liberal donor of capacities
More than heroic ! this to be, nor yet
Have sense of one connatural wish, nor
yet
Deserve the least return of hiiman thanks;
Winning no recompense but deadly hate 830
With pity mixed, astonishment with scorn !"
When this involuntary strain had ceased,
The Pastor said: " So Providenee is served;
The forkèd weapon of the skies can send
Illumination into deep, dark holds,
Which the mild sunbeam hath not power
to pierce.
Ye Thrones that have defied remorse, and
cast
Pity away, soon shall ye quake with fear!
For, not unconscious of the mighty debt
Which to outrageous wrong the sufEerer
owes,
840
Europe, through ali her habitable bounds,
Is thirsting for their overthrow, who yet
Survive, as pagan temples stood of yore,
By horror of their impious rites, preserved;
Are stUl permitted to extend their pride,
Like cedars on the top of Lebanon
Darkening the sun.
But less impatient thoughts,
And leve ' ali hoping and expecting ali,'
This hallowed grave demands, where rests
in peace
A humble champion of the better cause, 850
A Peasant-youth, so call him, for he asked
No higher name; in whora our country
showed,
As in a favourite son, most beautiful.
In spite of vice, and misery, and disease,
Spread with the spreading of her wealthy
arts,
England, the ancient and the free, appeared
In him to stand before my swimming eyes,
Umonquerably virtuous and secure.
— No more of this, lest I ofifend his dust:
Short was his life, and a brief tale remains.
S6o
One day — a summer's day of annual
pomp
And solemn chase — from morn to sultry
noon
His steps had followed, fleetest of the fleet.
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The red-deer driven along its native heights
With cry of hoimd and horn; and, from
that toil
Returned with sinews weakened and relaxed,
This generous Youth, too negligent of self,
Plunged — 'mid a gay and busy throng convened
To wash the fleeces of his Father's flock —
Into the chilling fiood. Convulsions dire
Seized him, that self-same iiight; and
through the space
871
Of twelve ensuing days his frame was
wrenched,
Till nature rested from her work in death.
To him, thus snatched away, his comrades
paid
A soldier's honours. At his funeral hour
Bright was the sun, the sky a cloudless
blue —
A golden lustre slept upon the hills;
And if by chance a stranger, wandering
there,
From some commanding eminence had
looked
Down on this spot, well pleased would he
have seen
880
A glittering spectacle; but every face
Was pallid: seldom hath that eye been
moist
With tears, that wept not then; nor were
the few,
Who from their dwellings came not forth
to join
In this sad service, less disturbed than we.
They started at the tributary peal
Of instantaneous thunder, which announced,
Through the still air, the closing of the
Grave;
And distant mountains echoed with a sound
Of lamentation, never heard before ! " 890
The Pastor ceased. — My venerable
Friend
Victoriously upraised his clear bright eye;
And, when that eulogy was ended, stood
Enrapt, as if his inward sense perceived
The prolongation of some still response,
Sent by the ancient Soul of this wide land,
The Spirit of its mountains and its seas,
Its cities, temples, fields, its awful power,
Its rights and virtues — by that Deity
Descending, and supporting his pure
heart
900
With patriotio confidence and joy.
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And, at the last of those memorial words,
The pining Solitary turned aside;
Whether through manly instinct to conceal
Tender emotions spreading from the heart
To his wom cheek; or with mieasy shame
For those cold humours of habitual spleen
That, fondly seeking in dispraise of mau
Solace and self-excuse, had sometimes
urged
To self-abuse a not ineloquent tongue. 910
— Right toward the sacred Ediflce his steps
Had been directed; and we saw him now
Intent upon a monumental stone,
Whose uncouth form was grafted on the
wall,
Or rather seemed to have grown into the
side
Of the rude pile; as oft-tinies trunks of
trees,
Where nature works in wild and craggy
spots,
Are seen incorporate with the living rock —
To endure for aye. The Viçar, taking note
Of his employment, with a courteous
smile
920
Exclaimed —
" The sagest Antiquarian's eye
That task would foil;" then, letting fali his
voice
While he advanced, thus spake; "Tradition tells
That, in Eliza's golden days, a Knight
Came on a war-horse sumptuously attired.
And fixed his home in this sequestered
vale.
'T is left untold if here he flrst drew breath,
Or as a stranger reached this deep recess,
Unknowing and unknown. A pleasing
thought
I sometimes entertain, that haply bound 930
To Scotland's court in service of his Queen,
Or sent on mission to some northem Chief
Of England's realm, this vale he might
have seen
With transient observation; and thence
eaught
An image fair, which, brightening in his
soul
When joy of war and pride of chivalry
Languished beneath accumulated years,
Had power to draw him from the world,
resolved
To make that paradise his chosen home
To which his peaceful fancy oft had
turned.
94a

Vague thoughts are these; but, if belief
may rest
Upon unwritten story fondly traced
From sire to son, in this obscure retreat
The Knight arrived, with spear and shield,
and borne
Upon a Charger gorgeously bedecked
With broidered housings. And the loftv
Steed —
His sole companion, and his faithful friend,
Whom he, in gratitude, let loose to range
In fertile pastures — was beheld with eyes
Of admiration and delightful awe,
950
By those untravelled Dalesmen. With less
pride,
Yet free from touch of envious discontent,
They saw a mansion at his bidding rise,
Like a bright star, amid the lowly band
Of their rude homesteads. Here the
Warrior dwelt;
And, in that mansion, children of his own,
Or kindred, gathered round him. As a
tree
That falls and disappears, the house is
gone;
And, through improvidence or want of love
For ancient worth and honourable things, 960
The spear and shield are vanished, which
the Knight
Hung in his rustic hall, One ivied arch
Myself have seen, a gateway, last remains
Of that foundation in domestic eare
Raised by his hands. And now no trace is
left
Of the mild-hearted Champion, save this
stone,
Faithless memorial! and his family name
Bome by yon clustering cottages, that
sprang
From out the ruins of his stately lodge:
These, and the name and title at full
length, —
970
StlfrcD 3ittl)tno, with appropriate words
Accompanied, still extant, in a wreath
Or posy, girding round the several fronts
Of three clear-sounding and harmonious
bells,
That in the steeple hang, his pious gift."
" So fails, so languishes, grows dim, and
dies,"
The grey-haired Wanderer pensively exclaimed,
" Ali that this world is proud of. From
their spheres
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The stars of human glory are east down;
Perish the roses and the flowers of kings,
Princes, and emperors, and the crowns and
pabns
981
Of ali the mighty, withered and consumed !
Nor is power given to lowliest innocence
Long to protect her own. The man himself
Departs; and soon is spent the line of
those
Who, in the bodily image, in the mind,
In heart or soul, in station or pursuit,
Did most resemble him. Degrees and
ranks,
Fraternities and orders — heaping high
New wealth upon the burthen of the old, 990
And placing trnst in privilege eonfirmed
And re-confirmed — are scofEed at with a
smile
Of greedy foretaste, from the secret stand
Of Desolation, aimed: to slow decline
These yield, and these to sudden overthrow:
Their virtue, service, happiness, and state
Expire; and nature's pleasant robe of
green,
Humanity's appointed shroud, enwraps
Their raonuments and their memory. The
vast Trame
Of social nature ohanges evermore
1000
Her organs and her members, with decay
Restless, and restless generation, powers
And funetions dying and produced at
need, —
And by this law the mighty whole subsists:
With an asoent and progress in the main;
Yet, oh ! how disproportioned to the hopes
And expectations of self-flattering minds !
The eourteous Knight, whose bonés are
here interred,
Lived in an age conspicuous as our own
For strife and ferment in the minds of
men;
loio
Whence alteration in the forms of things,
Various and vast. A memorable age !
Which did to him assign a pensive lot —
To linger 'mid the last of those bright
clouds
That, on the steady breeze of honour,
sailed
In long proeession calm and beautiful.
He who had seen his own bright order
fade,
And its devotion gradually decline,
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(While war, relinqnishing the lance and
shield,
Her temper changed, and bowed to other
laws)
1020
Had also witnessed, in his morn of life,
That violent commotion, which o'erthrew,
In town and city and seqnestered glen,
Altar, and cross, and church of solenin
roof,
And old religious house — pile after pile;
And shook their tenants out into the flelds,
Like wild beasts without home ! Their hour
was come;
But why no softening thought of gratitude,
No just remembrance, scruple, or wise
doubt ?
Benevolence is mild; nor borrows help, 1030
Save at worst need, from bold impetuous
force,
Fitliest allied to anger and revenge.
But Hnman-kind rejoices in the might
Of mutability; and airy hopes,
Dancing around her, hinder and disturb
Those meditations of the soul that feed
The retrospective virtues. Festive songs
Break from the maddened nations at the
sight
Of sudden overthrow; and cold neglect
Is the sm'e consequence of slow decay. 1040
Even," said the Wanderer, " as that
eourteous Knight,
Bound by his vow to labour for redress
Of ali who suffer wrong, and to enact
By sword and lance the law of gentleness,
(If I may ventm^e of myself to speak,
Trusting that not incongruously I blend
Low things with lofty) I too shall be
doomed
To outlive the kindly use and fair esteem
Of the poor calling which my youth embraced
With no unworthy prospect. But enough;
— Thoughts crowd upon me — and 't were
seemlier now
1051
To stop, and yield our gracious Teacher
thanks
For the pathetic records which his voice
Hath here delivered; words of heartfelt
truth,
Tending to patience when affliclion strikes;
To hope and love; to confident repose
In God; and reverence for the dust of
Man."
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BOOK EIG«TH
THE PARSONAGE
ARGUMENT
Pastor's apology and apprehensions that he
might have detained his Auditora too long, with
the Pastor's inTÍtation to his house — Solitary
disinclined to comply—Rallies the Wanderer—
And playfully draws a comparison between his
itinerant profession and that of the ICnighterrant—Which leads to Wanderer's giving an
account of changes in the Country from the
manufaeturing spirit — Favourable effects —
The other side of the pieture, and chiefly as it
has affected the humbler classes — Wanderer
asserts the hollowness of ali national grandeur if
unsupported by moral worth— Physical science
unable to support itself — Lamentations over
an exceas of manufaeturing industry among the
humbler Classes of Society^—-Pieture of a
Child employed in a Cotton-mill — Ignoranee
and degradation of Children among the agricultural Population reviewed —^ Conversation
broken off by a renewed Invitation from the
Pastor — Path leading to his House — Its
pearance described — His Daughter — His
Wife — His Son (a Boy) enters with his Companion — Their happy appearance — The Wanderer how afEected by the sight of them.
The pensive Sceptio of the lonely vale
To those acknowledgments subscribed his
own,
With a sedate compliance, whieh the Priest
Failed not to notiee, inly pleased, and
said: —
" If ye, by whom invited I began
These narratives of calm and humble life,
Be satisfied, 't is well, — the end is gained;
And, in return for sympathy bestowed
And patient listening, thanks aceept from
me.
— Life, death, eternity! momentons themes
Are they — and might demand a seraph's
tongue,
11
Were they not equal to their own support;
And therefore no incompetence of mine
Could do them wrong. The miiversal
forms
Of hmnan nature, in a spot like this,
Present themselves at once to ali men's
view:
Ye wished for act and cireumstance, that
make
The individual known and understood;
And sueh as my best judgment could select
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From what the place aiíorded, have been
given;
la
Though apprehensions crossed me that my
zeal
To his might well be likened, who unlocks
A cabinet stored with gems and piotures —
draws
His treasures forth, soliciting regard
To this, and this, as worthier than the last,
Till the speotator, who awhile was pleased
More than the exhibitor himself, becomes
Weary and faint, and longs to be released.
— But let us hence ! my dwelling is in
sight,
And there — "
At this the Solitary shrunk
With backward wUl; but, wanting not address
31
That inward motion to disguise, he said
To his Compatriot, smiling as he spake;
—" The peaeeable remains of this good
Kjiight
Would be disturbed, I fear, with wrathful
scorn,
If consciousness could reach him where he
lies
That one, albeit of these degenerate times,
Deploring changes past, or dreading change
Foreseen, had dared to couple, even in
thought,
The fine vocation of the sword and lance 40
W^ith the gross aims and body-bending toil
Of a poor brotherhood who walk the earth
Pitied, and, where they are not known,.
despised.
Yet, by the good Knighfs leave, the two
estates
Are graced with some resemblance. Errant
those.
Exiles and wanderers — and the like are
these;
Who, with their burthen, traverse hill and
dale,
Carrying relief for nature's simple wants.
— What though no higher recompense be
sought
Than honest maintenance, by irksome toil 50
Full oft procured, yet may they claim respect,
Among the intelligent, for what this course
Enables them to be and to perform.
Their tardy steps give leisure to observe,
While solitude permits the mind to feel;
Instructs, and prompts her to supply defects.
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By the division of her inward self
For grateful converse: and to these poor
men
Nature (I but repeat your favourite boast)
Is bountif ul — go wheresoe'er they may; 6o
Kind nature's various wealth is ali their own.
Versed in the characters of men; and bound,
By ties of daily interest, to maintain
Conciliatory manners and smooth speech;
Such have been, and still are in their degree,
Examples efficaeious to refine
Rude intercourse; apt agents to expel,
By ímportation of unlooked-for arts,
Barbarian torpor, and blind prejudice;
Raising, through just gradation, savage life
To rustic, and the rustic to urbane.
71
— Within their moving magazines is lodged
Power that comes forth to quieken and exalt
Affections seated in the mother's breast,
And in the lover's fancy; and to feed
The sober sympathies of long-tried friends.
— By these Itinerants, as experienced men,
Counsel is given; contention they appease
With gentle language; in remotest wilds,
Tears wipe away, and pleasant tidings
bring;
80
Could the proud quest of chivalry do more? "
" Happy," rejoined the Wanderer, " they
who gain
A panegyric from your generous tongue !
But, if to these Wayfarers once pertained
Aught of romantic interest, it is gone.
Their purer service, in this realm at least,
Is past for ever. — An iiiventive Age
Has wrought, if not with speed of magic,
yet
To most strange issues. I have lived to
mark
A new and unforeseen creation rise
90
From out the labours of a peaeeful Land
Wielding her potent enginery to frame
And to produce, with appetite as keen
As that of war, which rests not night or day,
Industrious to destroy! With fruitless
pains
Might one like me now visit many a tract
Which, in his youth, he trod, and trod again,
A lone pedestrian with a scanty freight,
Wished-for, or welcome, wheresoe'er he
came —
Among the tenantry of thorpe and vill; 100
Or straggling burgh, of ancient charter
proud.
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And dignified by battlements and towers
Of some stern castle, mouldering on the
brow
Of a green hill or bank of rugged stream.
The foot-path faintly marked, the horsetrack wild,
And formidable length of plashy lane,
(Prized avenues ere others had been shaped
Or easier links connecting place with place)
Have vanished — swallowed up by stately
roads
Easy and bold, that pene trate the gloom no
Of Britain's farthest glens. The Earth has
lent
Her waters, Air her breezes; and the sail
Of traiíic glides with ceaseless intercourse,
Glistening along the low and woody dale;
Or, in its progress, on the lofty side,
Of some bare hill, with wonder kenned from
far.
Meanwhile, at social Industry's command,
How quick, how vast an increase ! From
the germ
Of some poor hamlet, rapidly produced
Here a huge town, continuous and compact,
Hiding the face of earth for leagues — and
there,
121
Where not a habitation stood before,
Abodes of men irregularly massed
Like trees in forests, — spread through
spacious tracts,
0'er which the smoke of unremitting fires
Hangs permanent, and plentiful as wreaths
Of vapour glittering in the morning sun.
And, wheresoe'er the traveller turns his
steps,
He sees the barren wilderness erased,
Or disappearing; triumph that proclaims 130
How much the mild Directress of the plough
Owes to alliance with these new-born arts !
— Hence is the wide sea peopled, — hence
the shores
Of Britain are resorted to by ships
Freighted from every climate of the world
With the world's choicest produce. Hence
that sum
Of keels that rest within her crowded ports,
Or ride at anchor in her sounds and bays;
That animating spectacle of sails
That, through her inland regions, to and
fro
1^0
Pass with the respirations of the tide.
Perpetuai, multitudinous ! Finally,
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Hence a dread arm of floating power, a voice
Of thunder daunting those who would approach
With hostile purposes the blessèd Isle,
Truth's consecrated residence, the seat
Impregnable of Liberty and Peaee.
And yet, O happy Pastor of a flock
Faithfully watched, and, by that loving care
And Heaven's good providence, preserved
fromtainti
150
With you I grieve, when on the darker side
Of this great change I look; and there behold
Such outrage done to nature as compels
The indignant power to justify herself;
Yea, to avenge her violated rights.
For England's bane. — When soothing darkness spreads
0'er hill and vale," the Wanderer thus expressed
His recollections, " and the punctual stars,
While ali things else are gathering to their
homes,
Advance, and in the firmament of heaven 160
Glitter—but undisturbing, vindisturbed;
As if their silent company were charged
With peaceful admonitions for the heart
Of all-beholding Man, earth's thoughtfnl
lord;
Then, in full many a region, once like this
The assured domain of calm simplicity
And pensive qniet, an unnatural light
Prepared for never-resting Labour's eyes
Breaks from a many-windowed fabric huge;
Aijd at the appointed hour a bell is heard —
Of harsher import than the curfew-knoll 171
That spake the Norman Conqueror's stem
behest —
A local summons to unceasing toil !
Disgorged are now the ministers of day;
And, as they issue from the illnmined pile,
A fresh band meets them, at the crowded
door —
And in the courts — and where the rnmbling
stream,
That turns the multitude of dizzy wheels,
Glares, like a troubled spirit, in its bed
Among the rocks below. Men, maidens,
youths,
180
Mother and little children, boys and girls.
Enter, and each the wonted task resumes
Within this temple, where is offered up
To Gain, the master idol of the realm.
Perpetuai sacrifice. Even thus of old

Our ancestors, within the still domain
Of vast cathedral or conventual church,
Their vigils kept; where tapers day and
night
On the dim altar burned continually,
In token that the House was evermore 190
Watching to God. Religious men were
they;
Nor would their reason, tutored to aspii'e
Above this transitory world, allow
That there should pass a moment of the
year,
When in their land the Almighty's serviee
ceased.
Triumph who will in these profaner ritea
Which we, a generation self-extolled.
As zealously perform ! I cannot share
His proud complacency:—yet do I exult,
Casting reserve away, exult to see
200
An intellectual mastery exercised
0'er the blind elements; a purpose given,
A perseverance fed; almost a soul
Imparted — to brute matter. I rejoice,
Measuring the force of those gigantie
powers
That, by the thinking mind, have been compelled
To serve the will of feeble-bodied Man.
For with the sense of admiration blends
The animating hope that time may come
When, strengthened, yet not dazzled, by
the miglit
2 IO
Of this dominion over nature gained,
Men of ali lands shall exercise the same
In due proportion to their country's need;
Learnmg, though late, that ali true glory
rests.
Ali praise, ali safety, and ali happiness,
Upon the moral law. Egyptian Thebes,
Tyre, by the margin of the sounding waves,
Palmyra, central in the desert, fell;
And the Arts died by which they had been
raised.
— Call Arcjiimedes from his buried tomb
Upon the grave of vanished Syracuse, 221
And feelingly the Sage shall make report
How insecure, how baseless in itself,
Is the Philosophy whose sway depends
On mere material instrimients; — how weak
Those arts, and high inventions, if unpropped
By virtue. — He, sighing with pensive
grief,
Amid his calm abstractions, would admit
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That not the slender privilege is theirs
To save themselves from blank forgetfulness !"
230
When from the Wanderer's lips these
words had fallen,
I said, " And, did in truth those vaunted
Arts
Possess suoh privilege, how could we escape
Sadiiess and keen regret, we who revere.
And would preserve as things above ali
price,
The old domestic morais of the land,
Her simple manners, and the stable worth
That dignified and oheered a low estate ?
Oh ! where is now the character of peaoe,
Sobriety, and order, and chaste love,
240
And honest dealing, and untainted speech.
And pure good-will, and hospitable cheer;
That made the very thoiight of comitrylife
A thought of refuge, for a mind detained
Reluctantly amid the bustling crowd ?
Where now the beauty of the sabbath kept
With conscientious reverence, as a day
By the almighty Lawgiver pronounced
Holy and blest ? and where the winning
grace
Of ali the lighter ornaments attached 250
To time and season, as the year rolled
round ?"
" Fled !" was the Wanderer's passionate
response,
" Fled utterly ! or only to be traced
In a few fortunate retreats like this;
Which I behold with trembling, when I
think
What lamentable change, a year — a
month —
May bring; that brook converting as it
runs
Into an instrument of deadly bane
For those, who, yet imtempted to forsake
The simple occupations of theú; sires, 260
Drink the pure water of its innocent stream
With lip almost as pure. — Domestic bliss
(Or call it comfort, by a humbler name,)
How art thou blighted for the poor Man's
heart!
Lo ! in such neighbourhood, from mom to
eve,
The habitations empty ! or perchance
The Mother left alone, — no helping hand
To rock the cradle of her peevish babe;
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No daughters round her, busy at the
wheel,
Or in dispatch of each day's little growth
Of household occupation; no nice arts 271
Of needle-work; no bustle at the flre,
Where once the dinner was prepared with
pride;
Nothing to speed the day, or cheer the
mind;
Nothing to praise, to teach, or to command !
The Father, if perchance he still retain
His old employments, goes to field or
wood,
No longer led or followed by the Sons;
Idlers perchance they were, — but in his
sight;
Breathing fresh air, and treading the green
earth:
280
'Till their short holiday of chUdhood
ceased,
Ne'er to return ! That birthright now is
lost.
Economists will tell you that the State
Thrives by the forfeiture — unfeeling
thought,
And false as monstrous ! Can the mother
thrive
By the destruction of her innocent sons
In whom a premature uecessity
Blocks out the forms of nature, preconsumes
The reason, famishes the heart, shuts up
The infant Being in itself, and makes 290
Its very spring a season of decay !
The lot is wretched, the condition sad,
Whether a pining discontent survive.
And thirst for change; or habit hath subdued
The soul deprest, dejected— even to love
Of her dose tasks, and long captivity.
Oh, banish far such wisdom as condemns
A native Briton to these inward chains,
Fixed in his soul, so early and so deep;
Without his own consent, or knowledge,
fixed!
300
He is a slave to whom release comes not,
And cannot come. The boy, where'er he
turns,
Is still a prisoner; when the wind is up
Among the clouds, and roars through the
ancient woods;
Or when the sun is shining in the east.
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Quiet and calm. Behold him — in the
school
Of his attaimnents ? no; but with the air
Fanning his temples under heaven's blue
arch.
His raiment, whitened o'er with cottonilakes
Or locks of wool, announces whence he
comes.
310
Creeping his gait and cowering, his lip
pale,
His respiration quiok and audible;
And scareely could you fancy that a gleam
Could break from out those languid eyes,
or a blush
Mantle upon his cheek. Is this the form,
Is that the counteuance, and sueh the port,
Of no mean Being ? One who should be
clothed
With dignity befltting his proud hope;
Who, in his very childhood, should appear
Sublime from present purity and joy ! 320
The limbs increase; but liberty of mind
Is gone for ever; and this organic frame,
So joyful in its motions, is become
Dull, to the joy of her own motions dead;
And even the touch, so exquisitely poured
Through the whole body, with a languid
will
Performs its functions; rarely competent
To impréss a vivid feeling on the mind
Of what there is delightful in the breeze,
The gentle visitations of the sun,
330
Or lapse of liquid element — by hand,
Or foot, or lip, in summer's warmth — perceived.
— Can hope look forward to a manhood
raised
On such foundations ? "
" Hope is none for him ! "
The pale Recluse indignantly exclaimed,
" And tens of thousands suffer wrong as
deep.
Yet be it asked, in justice to our age,
If there were not, before those arts appeared,
These structures rose, commingling old and
young,
And unripe sex with sex, for mutual taint;
If there were not, then, in our far-famed
Isle,
341
Multitudes, who from infancy had breathed
Air unimprisoned, and had lived at large;
Yet walked beneath the sun, in human
shape,
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As abject, as degraded ? At this day,
Who shall enumerate the crazy huts
And tottering hovels, whence do issue forth
A ragged OfEspring, with their upright hair
Crowned like the image of fantastic Fear;
Or wearing, (shall we say ?) in that white
growth
350
An ill-adjusted turban, for defence
Or fierceness, wreathed around their sunburnt brows,
By savage Nature ? Shrivelled are their
lips,
Naked, and coloured like the soil, the feet
On which they stand; as if thereby they
drew
Some nourishment, as trees do by their
roots,
From earth, the common mother of us ali.
Figure and mien, complexion and attire,
Are leagued to strike dismay; but outstretched hand
And whining voice denote them supplicants
For the least boon that pity can bestow. 361
Such on the breast of darksome heaths
are found;
And with their parents occupy the skirts
Of furze-clad commons; such are born and
reared
At the mine's mouth under impending
rocks;
Or dwell in chambers of some natural cave;
Or where their ancestors erected huts,
For the convenience of unlawful gain,
In forest purlieus; and the like are bred.
Ali England through, where nooks and
slips of ground
370
Purloined, in times less jealous than our
own,
From the green margin of the public way,
A residence aiford them, 'mid the bloom
And gaiety of cultivated fields.
Such (we will hope the lowest in the scale)
Do I remember oft-times to have seen
'Mid Buxton's dreary heights. In earnest
watch,
Till the swift vehicle approach, they stand;
Then, following closely with the cloud of
dust,
An uncouth feat exhibit, and are gone 380
Heels over head, like tumblers on a stage.
— Up from the ground they snatch the
copper coin.
And, on the freight of merry passengers
Fixing a steady eye, maintain their speed;
And spin —and pant — and overhead again,

512

THE EXCURSION

Wild pursuivants ! until their breath is lost,
Or bounty tires — and every face, that
smiled
Encouragement, hath ceased to look that
way.
— But, like the vagrants of the gipsy tribe,
These, bred to little pleasure in themselves,
390
Are profitless to others.
Turn we then
To Britons bom and bred within the pale
Of civil polity, and early trained
To eam, by wholesome labour in the field,
The bread they eat. A sample should I
give
Of what this stook hath long produced to
enrich
The tender age of life, ye would exclaim,
'Is this the whistling plough-boy whose
shrill notes
Impart new gladness to the morning air !'
Forgive me if I venture to suspect
400
That many, sweet to hear of iu soft verse,
Are of no flner frame. StifB are his joints;
Beneath a cumbrous frock, that to the knees
Invests the thriving churl, his legs appear,
Fellows to those that lustüy upheld
The wooden stools for everlasting use,
Whereon our fathers sate. And mark his
brow
Under whose shaggy canopy are set
Two eyes — not dim, but of a healthy
stare—
Wide, sluggish, blank, and ignorant, and
strange —
410
Proclaiming boldly that they never drew
A look or motion of intelligence
From infant-conning of the Christ-crossrow,
Or puzzling through a primer, line by line,
Till perfect mastery crown the pains at
last.
— What kindly warmth from touch of
fostering hand,
What penetrating power of sun or breeze,
Shall e'er dissolve the crust wherein his
soul
Sleeps, like a Caterpillar sheathed in ice ?
This torpor is no pitiable work
420
Of modem ingenuity; no town
Nor crowded city can be taxed with aught
Of sottish vice or desperate breach of
law,
To which (and who can tell where or how
soon ?)
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He may be roused. This Boy the fields
produce:
His spade and hoe, mattock and glittering
scythe,
The carter's whip that on his shoulder rests
In air high-towering with a boorish pomp,
The sceptre of his sway; his country'3
name,
Her equal rights, her churches and her
schools —
430
What have they done for him ? And, let
me ask.
For tens of thousands uniuformed as he ?
In brief, what liberty of mind is here ? "
This ardent sally pleased the mild good
Man,
To whom the appeal couched in its closing
words
Was pointedly addressed; and to the
thoughts
That, iu assent or opposition, rose
Withiu his mind, he seemed prepared to
give
Prompt utterance; but the Viçar interposed
With invitation urgently renewed.
440
— We foliowed, taking as he led, a path
Along a hedge of hollies dark and tall,
Whose flexile boughs low bending with a
weight
Of leafy spray, concealed the stems and
roots
That gave them nourishment. When frosty
winds
Howl from the north, what kindly warmth,
methought,
Is here — how grateful this impervious
screen!
— Not shaped by simple wearing of the
foot
On rural business passing to and fro
Was the commodious walk: a careful
hand
45a
Had marked the line, and strewn its surface o'er
With pure cerulean gravei, from the heights
Fetched by a neighbouring brook. — Across
the vale
The stately fence accompanied our steps;
And thus the pathway, by perennial green
Guarded and graced, seemed fashioned to
unite.
As by a beautiful yet solemn chain,
The Pastor's mansion with the house of
prayer.
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Like image of solemnity, conjoined
With feminine allurement soft and fair, 460
The inansion's self displayed; — a reverend
pile
With bold projections and recesses deep;
Shadowy, yet gay and lightsome as it stood
Fronting the noontide sun. We paused to
admire
The piUared porch, elaborately embossed;
The íow wide windows with their mullions
old;
The corniee, richly fretted, of grey stone;
And that smooth slope from whieh the
dwelling rose,
By beds and banks Arcadian of gay flowers
And fiowering shrubs, protected and
adorned:
470
Profusion bright! and every flower assuming
A more than natural vividness of hue,
From miaifeeted contrast with the gloom
Of sober cypress, and the darker foil
Of yew, in whieh survived some traces,
here
Not unbecoming, of grotesque device
And uneouth fancy. From behind the roof
Kose the slim ash and massy syeamore,
Blending their diverse foliage w^ith the
green
Of ivy, flourishing and thick, that clasped
The huge roímd chimneys, harbour of
delight
481
For wren and redbreast, — where they sit
and sing
Their slender ditties when the trees are bare.
Nor must I leave mitouched (the pieture
else
Were incomplete) a relique of old times
Happily spared, a little Gothie niche
Of nicest workmanship; that oncehad held
The sculptured image of some patron-saint,
Or of the blessed Virgin, looking down
On ali who entered those religious doors. 490
But Io ! where from the rocky gardenmount
Crowned by its antique snmmer-honse —
deseends,
Lighí as the sUver fawn, a radiant Girl;
For she hath recognised her honom^ed
friend,
The Wanderer ever welcome ! A prompt
kiss
The gladsome Child bestows athisrequest;
And, up the flowery lawn as we advance.

Hangs on the old Man with a happy look,
And with a pretty restless hand of love.
— We enter — by the Lady of the place 500
Cordially greeted. Graceful was her port:
A lofty stature undepressed by time,
Whose visitation had not wholly spared
The flner lineaments of form and face;
To that complexion brought whieh prudenee
trusts in
And wisdom loves. — But when a stately
ship
Sails in smooth weather by the placid coast
On homeward voyage, what — if wind and
wave,
And hardship undergone in various elimes,
Have caused her to abate the virgin pride,
And that full trim of iuexperienced hope 511
With whieh she left her haven — not for
this,
Should the sun strike her, and the impartial
breeze
Play on her streamers, fails she to assume
Brightness and touching beauty of her own,
That charm ali eyes. So bright, so fair,
appeared
This goodly Matron, shining in the beams
Of unexpected pleasure. — Soon the board
Was spread, and we partook a plain repast.
Here, resting in eool shelter, we beguiled
520
The mid-day hours with desultory talk;
From trivial themes to general argument
Passing, as aecident or faney led,
Or courtesy preseribed. While question
rose
And answer flowed, the fetters of reserve
Dropping from every mind, the Solitary
Resumed the manners of his happier days;
And in the various eonversation bore
A willing, nay, at times, a forward part;
Yet with the graee of one who in the
world
539
Had leamed the art of pleasing, and had
now
Oeeasion given him to display his skill,
Upon the stedfast 'vantage-ground of truth.
He gazed, with admiration unsuppressed,
Upon the landscape of the sun-bright vale,
Seen, from the shady room in whieh we
sate,
In softened perspective; and more than
onee
Praised the consummate harmony serene
Of gravity and elegance, difEused
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Around the mansion and its whole domain;
540
Not, doubtless, withput help of female taste
And female eare.—" A blessed lot is yours!"
The words escaped his lip, with a tender
sigh
Breathed o ver them: but suddenly the door
Flew open, and a pair of lusty Boys
Appeared, confusion checking their delight.
— Not brothers they in feature or attire,
But foud companions, so I guessed, in field,
And by the river's margin — whenoe they
come,
Keen anglers with unusual spoil elated. 550
One bears a willow-pannier on his back,
The boy of plainer garb, whose blush snrvives
More deeply tinged. Twin might the other
be
To that fair girl who f rom the garden-mount
Bomided: — triumphant entry this for him !
Between his hands be holds a smooth blue
stone,
On whose capacious surface see outspread
Large store of gleaming crimson-spotted
trouts;
Ranged side by side, and lessening by
degrees
Up to the dwarf that tops the pimiacle. 560
Upon the board he lays the sky-blue stone
With its fich freight; their number he proclaims;
Tells from what pool the noblest had been
dragged;
And where the very monarch of the brook,
After long struggle, had escaped at last —
Stealing alternately at them and us
(As doth his comrade too) a look of pride:
And, verily, the silent creatures made
A splendid sight, together thus exposed;
Dead — but not sullied or deformed by
death,
570
That seemed to pity what he could not spare.
But oh, the aniraation in the mien
Of those two boys ! yea in the very words
With which the young narrator was inspired,
When, as our questions led, he told at large
Of that day's prowess ! Him might I compare,
His looks, tones, gestures, eager eloquence,
To a bold brook that splits for better speed,
And at the self-same moment, works its way
Through many channels, ever and anon 580

BOOK IX

Parted and re-united: his compeer
To the still lake, whose stillness is to sight
As beautiful — as grateful to the mind.
— But to what object shall the lovely Girl
Be likened ? She whose countenance and
air
Unite the graceful qualities of both,
Even as she shares the pride and joy of
both.
My grey-haired Friend was moved; his
vivid eye
Glistened with tendemess; his mind, I
knew,
Was full; and had, I doubted not, returned,
590
Upon this impulse, to the theme — erewhile
Abruptly broken ofE. The ruddy boys
Withdrew, on summons to their well-earned
meai;
And He — to whom ali tongues resigned
their rights
With willingness, to whom the general ear
Listened with readier patience than to
strain
Of music, lute or harp, a long delight
That ceased not when his voice had ceased
— as One
Who from truth's central point serenely
views
The compass of his argument — began 600
MUdly, and with a clear and steady tone.
BOOK NINTH
DISCOURSE OF THE WANDERER, AND
AN EVENING VISIT TO THE LAKE
ARGUMENT
Wanderer asserts that an active principie
pervades the Universe, its noblest seat the
human soul — How lively this principie ia in
Childhood — Hence the delight in old Age of
looking back upon Childhood — The dignity,
powera, and privileges of Age asserted — These
not to be looked for generally but under a just
govemment — Right of a human Creature to
be exempt from being considered as a mera
Instrument — The condition of multitudes deplored — Former conversation recurred to, and
the Wanderer*s opinions set in a clearer light
— Truth placed within reach of the humblest
— Equality — Happy state of the two Boys
again adverted to — Samest wish expreased for
a System of National Bducation established
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nniversally by Government — Glorious effects
of this foretoid — Walk to the Lake — Grand
spectacle from the side of a hill — Address of
Priest to the Snpreme Being — In the covirse
of which he coutrasts with ancient Barharism
the present appearance of the scene before him
— The ehange ascribed to Christianity —
Apostrophe to hÍ3 flock, living and dead —
Gratitude to the Almighty — Return over the
Lake — Parting -with the Solitary — Under
what circumstances.
"To every Form of being is assigned,"
Thus calmly spake the venerable Sage,
" An active Principie: —■ howe'er removed
From sense and observation, it subsists
In ali things, in ali natures; in the stars
Of azure heaven, the unenduring clouds,
In flower and tree, in every pebbly stone
That paves the brooks, the stationary roeks,
The moving waters, and the invisible air.
Whate'er exists hath properties that spread
Beyond itself, communicating good,
n
A simple blessing, or with evil mixed;
Spirit that knows no inaulated spot,
No chasm, no solitude; from link to link
It circulates, the Soul of ali the worlds.
This is the freedom of the universe;
ünfolded still the more, more visible,
The more we know; and yet is revereneed
least,
And least respected in the human Mind,
Its most apparent home. The food of hope
Is meditated action; robbed of this
21
Her sole support, she languishes and dies.
We perish also; for we live by hope
And by desire; we see by the glad light
And breathe the sweet air of futurity;
And so we live, or else we have no life.
To-morrow — nay perchance this very hour
(For every moment hath its own to-morrow !)
Those blooming Boys, whose hearts are
almost sick
With present triumph, will be sure to find 30
A field before them freshened with the dew
Of other expectations; — in which course
Their happy year spins round. The youth
obeys
A like glad impulse; and so moves the man
'Mid ali his apprehensions, cares, and
fears, —
Or so he ought to move. Ah ! why in age
Do we revert so fondly to the walks
Of childhood — but that there the Soul discerns

The dear memorial footsteps unimpaired
Of her own nativa vigour; thenee can hear
Reverberations; and a chorai song,
41
Commingling with the incense that aseends,
Undaunted, toward the imperishable
heavens,
From her own lonely altar ?
Do not think
That good and wise ever will be allowed,
Though strength decay, to breathe in such
estate
As shall divide them wholly from the stir
Of hopeful nature. Rightly is it said
That Man deseends into the Vale of years;
Yet have I thought that we might also
speak,
50
And not presumptuously, I trust, of Age,
As of a final Eminence; though bare
In aspect and forbidding, yet a point
On which 't is not impossible to sit
In awful sovereignty; a place of power,
A throne, that may be likened unto his,
Who, in some placid day of summer, looks
Down from a mountain-top, — say one of
those
High peaks, that bound the vale where
now we are.
Faint, and diminished to the gazing eye, 5o
Forest and field, and hill and dale appear,
With ali the shapes over their surface
spread:
But, while the gross and visible frame of
things
Relinquishes its hold upon the sense,
Yea almost on the Mind herself, and seems
Ali unsubstantialized, — how loud the
voice
Of waters, with invigorated peal
From the full river in the vale below,
Ascending ! For on that superior height
Who sits, is disencumbered from the press
Of near obstructions, and is privileged 71
To breathe in solitude, above the host
Of ever-humming insects, 'mid thin air
That suits not them. The murmur of the
leaves
Many and idle, visits not his ear:
This he is freed from, and from thousand
notes
(Not less unceasing, not less vain than
these,)
By which the finer passages of sense
Are oecupied; and the Soul, that would incline
To listen, is prevented or deterred.
80
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And may it not be hoped, that, plaeed by
age
In like removal, tranquil though severe,
We are not so removed for utter loss;
But for some favour, suited to our need ?
What more than that the severing should
confer
Fresh power to commune with the invisible
world,
And hear the mighty stream of tendency
Uttering, for elevatiou of our thought,
A clear sonorous voice, inaudible
To the vast multitude; whose doom it is 90
To run the giddy round of vain delight,
Or fret and labour on the Plain below.
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And the sole guardian in whose hands we
dare
Entrust the future. — Not for these sad issues
Was Man created; but to obey the law
Of life, and hope, and action. And 't is
known
That when we stand upon our native soil,
Unelbowed by such objeets as oppress 130
Our active powers, those powers themselves
become
Strong to subvert our noxious qualities:
Tliey sweep distemper from the busy day,
And make the ehalioe of the big round
year
Run o'er with gladness; whence the Being
moves
In beauty through the world; and ali who
see
Bless him, rejoicing in his neighbourhood."

But, if to such sublime ascent the hopes
Of Man may rise, as to a welcome dose
And termination of his mortal eourse;
Them only can such hope inspire whose
minds
" Then," said the Solitary, " by what
Have not been starved byabsolute neglect;
force
Nor bodies crushed by unremitting toil;
To whom kiiid Nature, therefore, may af- Of language shall a feeling heart express
Her sorrow for that multitude in whom 140
ford
We look for health from seeds that have
Proof of the saered love she bears for ali;
been sown
Whose birthright Reason, therefore, may
ensure.
loi In siekness, and for inerease in a power
That works but by extinction ? On themFor me, consulting what I feel within
selves
In times when most existence with herself
They cannot lean, nor turn to their own
Is satisfied, I cannot but believe,
hearts
That, far as kindly Nature hath free
To know what they must do; their wisdom
scope
is
And Reason's sway predominates; even so
To look into the eyes of others, thence
far,
To be instructed what they must avoid:
Country, society, and time itself,
Or rather, let us say, how least observed,
That saps the individuaPs bodily frame.
How with most quiet and most silent
And lays the generations low in dust,
death,
Do, by the ahnighty Ruler's graee, partake
110 With the least taint and injury to the air 130
The oppressor breathes, their human form
Of one maternal spirit, bringing forth
divine.
And cherishing with ever-constant love,
That tires not, nor betrays. Our life is And their immortal soul, may waste away."
turned
The Sage rejoined, " I thank you — you
Out of her eourse, wherever man is made
have spared
An ofEering, or a sacrifice, a tool
My voice the utterance of a keen regret,
Or implement, a passive thing employed
As a brute mean, without acknowledgment A wide compassion which with you I share.
When, heretofore, I placed before your
Of common right or interest in the end;
sight
Used or abused, as selflshness may prompt,
Say, what can foliow for a rational soul 120 A Little-one, subjected to the arts
Perverted thus, but weakness in ali good.
Of modem ingenuity, and made
And strength in evil ? Hence an after-call The senseless member of a vast machine,
Servingas doth a spindle or a wheel; 160
For chastisement, and eustody, and bonds.
Think not, that, pitying him, I could forget
And oft-times Death, avenger of the past.
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The rustic Boy, who walks the fields, untaught;
The slave of ignorance, and oft of want.
And miserable hunger. Much, too much,
Of this unhappy lot, in early youth
We both have witnessed, lot which I myself
Shared, though in mild and merciful degree:
Yet was the mind to hindrances exposed,
Through which I struggled, not without
distress
And sometimes injury, ILke a lamb enthralled
170
'Mid thorns and brambles; or a bird that
breaks
Through a strong net, and mounts upon the
wind,
Though with her plumes impaired. If
they, whose souls
Should open while they range the richer
fields
Of merry England, are obstructed les3
By indigence, their ignorance is not less,
Nor less to be deplored. For who can
doubt
That tens of thousands at this day exist
Such as the boy you painted, lineal heirs
Of those who onoe were vassals of her soil,
Following its fortunes like the beasts or
trees
181
Which it sustained. But no one takes delight
In this oppression; none are proud of it;
It bears no sounding name, nor ever bore;
A standing grievance, an indigenous vice
Of every country under heaven. My
thoughts
Were turned to evils that are new and
chosen,
A bondage lurking under shape of good, —
Arts, in themselves beneflcent and kind,
But ali too fondly followed and too far; —
To victims, which the merciful can see 191
Nor think that they are victims — turned
to wrongs,
By women, who have children of their
own,
Beheld without compassion, yea with
praise !
I spake of nrischief by the wise dülused
With gladness, thinking that the more it
spreads
The healthier, the securer, we become;
Delusion which a moment may destroy !

Lastly, I mourned for those whom I had
seen
Corrupted and cast down, on favoured
ground,
00
Where circumstance and nature had combined
To shelter innocence, and cherish love;
Who, but for this intrusion, would have
lived,
Possessed of health, and strength, and
peace of mind;
Thus would have lived, or never have been
bom.
Alas ! what diflers more than man from
man!
And whence that difference ? whence but
from himself ?
For see the universal Race endowed
With the same upright form ! — The sun is
fixed.
And the infinite magniflcence of heaven 210
Fixed, within reach of every human eye;
The sleepless ocean murmurs for ali ears;
The vernal field infuses fresh delight
Into ali hearts. Throughout the world of
sense,
Even as an object is sublime or fair,
That object is laid open to the view
Without reserve or veil; and as a power
Is salutary, or an influence sweet,
Are eaoh and ali enabled to perceive
That power, that influence, by impartial
law.
220
Gifts nobler are vouchsafed alike to ali;
Reason, and, with that reason, smiles and
tears;
Imagination, freedom in the will;
Conscience to guide and check; and deatb
to be
Foretasted, immortality conceived
By ali, — a blissful immortality.
To them whose holiness on earth shall make
The Spirit capable of heaven, assured.
Strange, then, nor less than monstrous,
might be deemed
The failure, if the Almighty, to this point 230
Liberal and undistinguishing, shoxdd hide
The excellence of moral qualities
From common understanding; leaving
truth
And virtue, difficult, abstruse, and dark;
Hard to be won, and only by a few;
Strange, should He deal herein with nice
respects,
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And frustrate ali the rest! Believe it not:
The primai duties shine aloft — like stars;
The charities that soothe, and heal, and
bless,
Are scattered at the feet of Man — like
flowers.
240
The generons inelination, the just rule,
Kind wishes, and good actions, and purê
thoughts —
No mystery is here ! Here is no boon
For high — yet not for low; for proudly
graeed —
Yet not for meek of heart. The smoke
ascends
To heaven as lightly from the cottage hearth
As from the haughtiest palace. He, whose
soul
Ponders this true equality, may walk
The fields of earth with gratitude and hope;
Yet, in that meditation, will he find
250
Motive to sadder grief, as we have found;
Lamenting ancient virtues overthrown,
And for the in justice grievmg, that hath
made
So wide a difference between man and man.
Then let us rather fix our gladdened
thoughts
Upon the brighter scene. How blest that
pair
Of blooming Boys (whom we beheld even
now)
Blest in their several and their common
lot!
A few short hours of eaoh returning day
The thriving prisoners of their village
school:
260
And thence let loose, to seek their pleasant
homes
Or range the grassy lawn in vacaney:
To breathe and to be happy, rim and shout,
Idle, — but no delay, no harm, no loss;
For every genial power of heaven and
earth,
Through ali the seasons of the changeful
year,
Obsequionsly doth take upon herself
To labour for them; bringing each in turn
The tribute of enjoyment, knowledge,
health,
Beauty, or strength! Such privilege is
theirs,
270
Granted alike in the outset of their course
To both; and, if that partnership must
cease,
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I grieve not," to the Pastor here he turned,
" Much as I glory in that child of yours,
Repine not for his cottage-comrade, whom
Belike no higher destiny awaits
Than the old hereditary wish f ulfilled;
The wish for liberty to live — content
With what Heaven grants, and die — in
peace of mind,
Within the bosom of his native vale.
280
At least, whatever fate the noon of life
Reserves for either, sure it is that both
Have been permitted to enjoy the dawn;
Whether regarded as a jocund time,
That in itself may terminate, or lead
In course of nature to a sober eve.
Both have been fairly dealt with; looking
back
They will allow that justice has in them
Been shown, alike to body and to mind."
He paused, as if revolving in his soul 290
Some weighty matter; then, with fervent
voice
And an impassioned majesty, exclaimed —
" O for the coming of that glorious time
When, prizing knowledge as her noblest
wealth
And best protection, this imperial Realm,
WhUe she exacts allegianee, shall admit
An obligation, on her part, to teach
Them who are born to serve her and obey;
Binding herself by statute to secure
For ali the children whom her soil maintains
The rudiments of letters, and inform 301
The mind with moral and religious truth,
Both understood and practised, — so that
none,
However destitute, be left to droop
By timely culture unsustained; orrun
Into a wild disorder; or be forced
To drudge through a weary life without the
help
Of intellectual implements and tools;
A savage horde among the civUised,
A servile band among the lordly free ! 310
This sacred right, the lisping babe proclaims
To be inherent in him, by Heaven's will,
For the protection of his innocence;
And the rude boy — who, having overpast '
The sinless age, by conscience is enrolled,
Yet mutinously knits his angry brow,
And lifts his wilful hand on mischief bent,
Or turns the godlUce faculty of speech
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To impious use — by process indirect
Declares his due, while he makes known
his need.
320
— This sacred right is fruitlessly announced,
This universal plea in vain addressed,
To eyes and ears of parents who themselves
Did, in the time of their neeessity,
Urge it in vain; and, therefore, like a
prayer
That from the humblest floor ascends to
heaven,
It moimts to meet the State's parental ear;
Who, if indeed she own a mother's heart.
And be not most unfeelingly devoid
Of gratitude to Providenoe, will grant. 330
The unquestionable good —which, England,
safe
From interference of externai force,
May grant at leisure; without risk incurred
That what in wisdom for herself she doth,
Others shall e'er be able to undo.
Look ! and behold, from Calpe's sunburnt cliffs
To the flat margin of the Baltic sea,
Long-reverenced titles cast away as weeds;
La ws overturned; and territory split,
Like fields of ice rent by the polar wind, 340
And foreed to join in less obnoxious shapes
Which, ere they gain consistence, by a gust
Of the same breath are shattered and destroyed.
Meantime the sovereignty of these fair
Isles
Remains entire and indivisible:
And, if that ignorance were removed, which
breeds
Within the compass of their several shores
Dark discontent, or loud commotion, each
Might still preserve the beautiful repose
Of heavenly bodies shining in their spheres.
— The discipline of slavery is unknown 351
Among ns, — hence the more do we require
The discipline of virtue; order else
Cannot subsist, nor confidence, nor peaoe.
Thus, duties rising out of good possest,
And prudent caution needful to avert
Impending evil, equally require
That the whole people should be taught and
trained.
So shall licentiousness and black resolve
Be rooted out, and virtuous habits take 360
Their place; and genuine piety descend,
Like an inheritance, from age to age.

With such foundations laid, avaunt the
fear
Of numbers crowded on their native soil.
To the prevention of ali healthful growth
Through mutual injnry ! Rather in the law
Of increase and the mandate from above
Rejoice ! — and ye have special cause for
joy— For, as the element of air afEords
An easy passage to the industrious bees 370
Fraught with their burthens; and a way as
smooth
For those ordained to take their sounding
flight
From the thronged hive, and settle where
they list
In fresh abodes — their labour to renew;
So the wide waters, open to the power,
The will, the instincts, and appointed needs
Of Britain, do invite her to cast ofE
Her swarms, and in succession send them
forth;
Bound to establish new communities
On every shore whose aspect favours hope
Or bold adventure; promising to skill 381
And perseverance their deserved reward.
Yes," he continued, kindling as he
spake,
" Change wide, and deep, and silently performed,
This Land shall witness; and as days roll
on,
Earth's universal frame shall feei the efPect;
Even till the smallest habitable rock,
Beaten by lonely billows, hear the songs
Of humanised society; and bloom
With civil arts, that shall breathe forth
their fragrance,
390
A grateful tribute to all-ruling Heaven.
From culture, unexclusively bestowed
On Albion's noble Race in freedom born,
Expect these mighty issues: from the pains
And faithful care of unambitious schools
Instructing simple childhood's ready ear:
Thence look for these magnificent results !
— Vast the circumference of hope — and
ye
Are at its centre, British Lawgivers;
Ah! sleep not there in shame ! Shall
Wisdom's voice
400
From out the bosom of these troubled times
Repeat the dictates of her calmer mind.
And shall the venerable halls ye fill
Refuse to echo the sublime decree ?
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Trust not to partial care a general good;
Transfer not to futurity a work
Of urgent need. — Your Country must complete
Her glorious destiny. Begin even now,
Now, when oppression, like the Egyptian
plague
Of darkness, stretched o'er guilty Europe,
makes
410
The brightness more conspicuous that invests
The happy Island where ye think and act;
Now, when destruction is a prime pursuit,
Show to the wretched nations for what
end
The powers of civil polity were given."
Abruptly here, but with a graceful air,
The Sage broke off. No sooner had he
ceased
Than, looking forth, the gentle Lady said,
" Behold the shades of aftemoon have fallen
Upon this flowery slope; and see — beyond —
42a
The silvery lake is streaked with placid
blue;
As if preparing for the peaee of evening.
How temptingly the landscape shines !
The air
Breathes invitation; easy is the walk
To the lake's margin, where a boat lies
moored
Under a sheltering tree."— Upon this hint
We rose together; ali were pleased; but
most
The beauteous girl, whose eheek was flushed
with joy.
Light as a smíbeam glides along the hills
She vanished — eager to impart the scheme
To her loved brother and his shy compeer.
— Now was there bustle in the Vicar's
house
432
And earnest preparation. —• Forth we went,
And down the vale along the streamlefs
edge
Pursued our way, a broken company,
Mute or conversing, single or in pairs.
Thus having reacned a bridge, that overarched
The hasty rivulet where it lay becalmed
In a deep pool, by happy chance we saw
A twofold image; on a grassy bank
440
A snow-white ram, and in the crystal flood
Another and the same ! Most beautiful,
On the green turf, with his imperial front
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Shaggy and bold, and wreathèd horns superb,
The breathing creature stood; as beautiful,
Beneath him, showed his shadowy counterpart.
Each had his glowing moimtains, each his
sky.
And each seemed centre of his own fair
world:
Antipodes imconscious of each other, 449
Yet, in partition, with their several spheres,
Blended in perfect stillness, to our sight!
" Ah ! what a pity were it to disperse,
Or to disturb, so fair a spectacle,
And yet a breath can do it!"
These few words
The Lady whispered, whüe we stood and
gazed
Gathered together, ali in stül delight,
Not without awe. Thence passing on, she
said
In like low voice to my particular ear,
" I love to hear that eloquent old Man
Pour forth his meditations, and descant 460
On human life from infancy to age.
How pure his spirit! in what vivid hues
His mind gives back the various forms of
things,
Caught in their fairest, happiest, attitude !
Whiíe he is speaking, I have power to see
Even as he sees; but when his voice hath
ceased,
Then, with a sigh, sometimes I feel, as now,
That combinations so serene and bright
Cannot be lasting in a world like ours,
Whose highest beauty, beautiful as it is, 470
Like that reflected in yon quiet pool,
Seems but a fleeting sunbeam's gift, whose
peace,
The suiferance only of a breath of air !"
More had she said — but sportive shouts
were heard
Sent from the jocund hearts of those two
Boys,
Who, bearing each a basket on his arm,
Down the green field came tripping after
us.
With caution we embarked; and now the
pair
For prouder service were addrest; but each,
Wishful to leave an opening for my choice,
Dropped the light oar his eager hand had
seized.
481
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Thanks given for that becoming courtesy,
Their place I took — and for a grateful
office
Pregnant with recoUeetions of the time
When, on thy bosom, spacious Windermere !
A Youth, I praotised this delightful art;
Tossed on the waves aloue, or 'mid a crew
Of joyous comrades. Soon as the reedy
marge
Was cleared, I dipped, with arms accordant, oars
Free from obstruction; and the boat advauced
490
Through erystal water, smoothly as a hawk,
That, disentangled from the shady boughs
Of some thick wood, her place of covert,
cleaves
With correspondent wings the abyss of air.
— " Observe," the Vioar said, " yon rocky
isle
With bireh-trees fringed; my hand shall
guide the helm,
WhUe thitherward we shape our eourse; or
while
We seek that other, on the western shore;
Where the bare columns of those lofty firs,
Supporting gracefully a massy dome
500
Of sombre foliage, seem to imitate
A Grecian temple rising from the Deep."
" Turn where we may," said I, " we cannot err
In this delieious region."— Cultured slopes,
Wild tracts of forest^ground, and scattered
groves,
And mountains bare, or clothed with ancient woods,
Surrounded us; and, as we held our way
Along the levei of the glassy flood,
They ceased not to surrouud us; change of
place
From kindred features diversely combined,
Producing chaiige of beauty ever new. 511
— Ah ! that such beauty, varying iu the
light
Of living nature, cannot be portrayed
By words, nor by the pencil's sUent skUl;
But is the property of him alone
Who hath beheld it, noted it with care,
And in his mind recorded it with love !
Suffice it, therefore, if the rural Musa
Vouchsafe sweet influence, while her Poet
speaks
Of trivial occupations well devised,
520

And unsought pleasures springing up by
chance;
As if some friendly Genius had ordained
That, as the day thus far had been enriched
By acquisition of sincera delight,
The same should ba continued to its dose.
One spirit animating old and young,
A gipsy-fire we kindled on the shora
Of the fair Isle with birch-trees fringed —
and thare,
Merrily seated in a ring, partook
A choica repast — served by our young
companions
530
With rival eamestness and kindred glee.
Launched from our hands the smooth stona
skimmed the lake;
With shouts wa raised the echoes: — stillar
sounds
The lovely Girl suppliad — a simple song,
Whose low tones reached not to the distant
rocks
To be repeated thence, but gently sank
Into our hearts; and charmed the peaceful
flood.
Rapaciously we gathered flowery spoils
From land and water; lilies of each hue —
Golden and white, that float upon the
wavas,
540
And court tha wind; and leaves of that shy
plant,
(Her flowers wara shed) the lily of the
vale,
That loves the ground, and from the sun
withholds
Her pensive beauty; from tha breeza her
sweets.
Such product, and such pastime, did the
place
And season yield; but, as we re-embarked,
Leaving, in quest of othar scenes, the shore
Of that wild spot, the Solitary said
In a low voice, yet careless who might hear,
" The fira, that bumad so brightly to our
wish,
550
Where is it now ? — Deserted on tha
beach —
Dying, or dead! Nor shall the fanning
braeze
Revive its ashes. What care we for this,
Whose ends are gained ? Bahold an amblem here
Of one day's pleasure, and ali mortal joys!
And, in this unprameditated slight
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Of that which is no longer needed, see
The common course of human gfratitude !"
This plaintive note disturbed not the repose
Of the still evening. Right across the
lake
560
Our pinnace moves; then, eoasting creek
and bay,
Glades we behold, and into thiekets peep,
Where coueh the spotted deer; or raised
our eyes
To shaggy steeps on which the careless
goat
Browsed by the side of dashing waterfalls;
And thus the bark, meandering with the
shore,
Pursued her voyage, till a natural pier
Of jutting rock invited us to land.
Alert to follow as the Pastor led,
We clomb a green hilPs side; and, as we
clomb,
570
The Valley, opening out her bosom, gave
Fair prospect, intercepted less and less,
0'er the flat meadows and indented coast
Of the smooth lake, in compass seen: —
far ofp,
And yet conspicuous, stood the old Churchtower,
In majesty presiding over fields
And habitetions seemingly preserved
From ali intrusion of the restless world
By rooks impassable and mountains huge.
Soft heath this elevated spot supplied, 580
And choice of moss-clad stones, whereon
we couched
Or sate reclined; admiring quietly
The general aspect of the scene; but each
Not seldom over anxious to make known
His own discoveries; or to favourite points
Directing notice, merely from a wish
To impart a joy, imperfect while unshared.
That rapturous moment never shall I forget
When these particular interests were effaced
From every mind ! — Already had the sim,
Sinking with less than ordinary state, 591
Attained his western boimd; but rays of
light —
Now suddenly diverging from the orb
Ketired behind the mountain tops or veiled
By the dense air — shot upwards to the
crown
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Of the blue firmament — aloft, and wide:
And multitudes of Uttle floating clouds,
Through their ethereal texture pierced —
ere we,
Who saw, of change were conscious — had
become
Vivid as fire; clouds separately poised, —
Innumerable multitude of forms
601
Scattered through half the circle of the
sky;
And giving back, and shedding each on
each,
With prodigal communion, the bright hues
Which from the unapparent foimt of glory
They had únbibed, and ceased not to receive.
That which the heavens displayed, the
liquid deep
Repeated; but with imity sublime !
While from the grassy mountain's open ,
side
We gazed, in silence hushed, with eyes intent
610
On the refulgent spectacle, difpused
Through earth, sky, water, and ali visible
space,
The Priest in holy transport thus exclaimed:
" Eternal Spirit! universal God !
Power inaccessible to himian thought,
Save by degrees and steps which thou hast
deigned
To furnish; for this effluence of thyself,
To the iniirmity of mortal sense
Vouchsafed; this local transitory type
Of thy paternal splendours, and the pomp
Of those who fill thy courts in highest
heaven,
621
The radiant Cherubim; — accept the thanks
Which we, thy humble Creatures, here convened,
Presume to offer; we, who — from the
breast
Of the frail earth, permitted to behold
The faint reflections only of thy face —
Are yet exalted, and in soul adore !
Such as they are who in thy presence stand
Unsullied, incorruptible, and drink
Imperishable majesty streamed forth 630
From thy empyreal throne, the elect of
earth
Shall be — divested at the appointed hour
Of ali dishonour, cleansed from mortal
stain.
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— Accomplish, then, their number; and
conclude
Time's weary course ! Or if, by thy decree,
The consummation that will come by
stealth
Be yet far distant, let thy Word prevail,
Oh ! let thy Word prevail, to take away
The sting of human nature. Spread the law,
As it is written iu thy holy book,
640
Throughout ali lands; let every nation hear
The high behest, and every heart obey;
Both for the love of purity, and hope
Which it aflords, to such as do thy will
And persevere in good, that they shall rise,
To have a nearer view of thee, in heaven.
— Father of good! this prayer in bounty
grant,
In merey grant. it, to thy wretched sons.
Then, not till then, shall persecution cease.
And cruel wars expire. The way is
marked,
650
The guide appointed, and the ransom paid.
Alas ! the nations, who of yore received
These tidings, and in Christian temples
meet
The sacred truth to knowledge, linger still;
Preferring bonds and darkness to a state
Of holy freedom, by redeeming love
Proffered to ali, while yet ou earth detained.
So fare the many; and the thoughtful few,
Who in the anguish of their souls bewail
This dire perverseness, cannot choose but
ask,
660
Shall it endure ? — Shall enmity and strife,
Falsehood and guüe, be left to sow their
seed;
And the kind never perish ? Is the hope
Fallacious, or shall righteonsness obtain
A peaceable dominion, wide as earth.
And ne'er to faU ? Shall that blest day
arrive
When they, whose choiee or lot it is to dwell
In crowded cities, without fear shall live
Studious of mutual benefit; and he,
Whom Morn awakens, among dews and
flowers
670
Of every elime, to tUl the lonely field,
Be happy in himself ? — The law of faith
Working through love, such conquest shall
it gain,
Such triumph over sin and guilt achieve ?
Almighty Lord, thy further grace impart!
And with that help the wonder shall be seen
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Fulfilled, the hope accomplished; and thy
praise
Be sung with transport and uneeasing joy.
Once," and with mUd demeanour, as he
spake,
On us the venerable Pastor tumed
680
His beaming eye that had been raised to
Heaven,
" Once, while the Name, Jehovah, was a
soimd
Within the circuit of this sea-girt isle
Unheard, the savage nations bowed the
head
To Gods delighting in remorseless deeds;
Gods which themselves had fashioned, to
promote
111 purposes, and flatter foul desires.
Then, in the bosom of yon mountain-cove,
To those inventions of corrupted man
Mysterious rites were solemnised; and
there —
690
Amid impending rocks and gloomy woods —■
Of those terrifle Idols some received
Such dismal service, that the loudest voioe
Of the swoln cataracts (which now are
heard
Soft murmuring) was too weak to overcome,
Though aided by wild winds, the groans
and shrieks
Of human victims, offered up to appease
Or to propitiate. And, if living eyes
Had visionary faculties to see
The thing that hath been as the thing that
IS,
700
Aghast we might behold this crystal Mere
Bedimmed with smoke, in wreaths voluminous,
Flung from the body of devouring fires.
To Taranis erected on the heights
By priestly hands, for sacriflce performed
Exultingly, in view of open day
And full assemblage of a barbarous host;
Or to Andates, female Power ! who gave
(For so they fancied) glorious viotory.
— A few rude monuments of mountainstone
710
Survive; ali else is swept away. — How
bright
The appearances of things ! From such,
how changed
The existing worship; and with those com»
pared,
The worshippers how innocent and blest!
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THE EXCURSION

So wide the difEerence, a willing mind
Might almost think, at this aífecting hour,
That paradise, the lost abode of man,
Was raised again: and to a happy few,
In its original beauty, here restored.
Whence but from thee, the true and only
God,
720
And from the faith derived through Him
who bled
TJpon the cross, this raarvellous advance
Of good from evil; as if one extreme
Were left, the other gained. — O ye, who
come
To kneel devoutly in yon reverend Pile,
Called to suoh office by the peaceful somid
Of sabbath bells; and ye, who sleep in
earth,
Ali cares forgotten, round its hallowed
walls !
For you, in presence of this little band
Gathered together on the green hill-side, 730
Your Pastor is emboldened to prefer
Vocal thanksgivings to the eternal King;
Whose love, whose comisel, whose commands, have made
Your very poorest rich in peace of thought
And in good works; and him, who is endowed
With seantiest knowledge, master of ali
truth
Which the salvation of his soul requires.
Conscious of that abundant favour showered
On you, the children of my humble care.
And this dear land, our country, while on
earth
740
We sojourn, have I lifted up my soul,
Joy giving voice to fervent gratitude.
These barren rocks, your stern inheritance;
These fertile flelds, that recompense your
pains;
The shadowy vale, the sunny mountain-top;
Woods waving in the wind their lofty heads,
Or hushed; the roaring waters and the
still —
They see the offering of my lifted hands,
They hear my lips present their sacriíice,
They know if I be silent, morn or even: 750
For, though in whispers speaking, the full
heart
Will find a vent; and thought is praise to
him,
Audible praise, to thee, omniscient Mind,
From whom aÚ gifts descend, ali blessings
flow'"

BOOK IX

This vesper-service closed, without delay,
From that exalted station to the plain
Descending, we pursued our homeward
course,
In mute eomposure, o'er the shadowy lake,
Under a faded sky. No trace remained
Of those celestial splendours; OTey the
Vault ;
760
Pure, clondless, ether; and the star of eve
Was wanting; but inferior lights appeared
Faintly, too faint almost for sight; and
some
Above the darkened hills stood boldly forth
In twinkling lustre, ere the boat attained
Her mooring-place; where, to the sheltering tree,
Our youthful Voyagers bound fast her prow,
With prompt yet careful hands. This
done, we paced
The de wy fields; but ere the Vicar's door
Was reached, the Solitary ehecked his
steps^
770
Then, intermingling thanks, on each bestowed
A farewell salutation; and, the like
Receiving, took the slender path that leads
To the one cottage in the lonely deli:
But turned not without welcome promise
made
That he would share the pleasures and
pursuits
Of yet another summer's day, not loth
To wander with us through the fertile vales,
And o'er the mountain-wastes. " Another
sun,"
Said he, " shall shine upon us, ere we part;
Another sun, and peradventure more; 781
If time, with free consent, be yours to give,
And season favours."
To enfeebled Power,
From this communion with uninjured Minds,
What renovation had been brought; and
what
Degree of healing to a woimded spirit,
Dejected, and habitually disposed
To seek, in degradation of the Kind,
Excuse and solace for her own defects;
How far those erring notions were reformed;
790
And whether aught, of tendeney as good
And pure, from further intercourse ensued;
This — if dclightful hopes, as heretofore,
Inspire the serious song, and gentle Hearts
Cherish, and lofty Minds approve the past —
My future labours may not leave imtold.

LAODAMIA
LAODAMIA
1814. 1815
Written at Kydal Mount. The incident of
the trees growing' and witherin^ put the subject
into my thoughts, and I wrote with the hope of
giring it a loftier tone than, so far as I know,
has been given to it by any of the Ancients
who have treated of it. It cost me more
trouble than almost anything of equai length I
have ever written.
"WlTH saeriflce before the rising morn
Vows have I made by fruitless hope inspired;
And from the infernal Gods, 'mid shades
forlorn
Of night, my slaughtered Lord have I required:
Celestial pity I again implore; —
Restore him to my sight — great Jove, restore ! "
So speaking, and by fervent love endowed
With faith, the Suppliant heavenward lifts
her hands;
While, like the sun emerging from a cloud,
Her comitenance brightens — and her eye
expands;
10
Her bosom heaves and spreads, her stature
grows;
And she expects the issue in repose.
O terror ! what hath she perceived ? — O
joy !
What doth she look ou ? — whom doth she
behold ?
Her Hero slain upon the beach of Troy ?
His vital presence ? his corporeal mould ?
It is—if sense deceive her not — 't is He !
And a God leads him, wingèd Mercury !
Mild Hermes spake — and touehed her with
his wand
That calms ali fear; " Such grace hath
crowned thy prayer,
20
Lãodamía ! that at Jove's command
Thy Husband walks the paths of upper air:
He comes to tarry with thee three hours'
space;
Aceept the gift, behold him face to face ! "
Forth sprang the impassioned Queen her
Lord to clasp;
Agaúi that consummation she essayed;
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But unsubstantial Form eludes her grasp
As often as that eager grasp was made.
The Phantom parts — but parts to re-miite,
And re-assume his place before her sight. 30
" Protesiláus, Io ! thy guide is gone !
Conflrm, I pray, the visiou with thy voice;
This is CUT palace, — yonder is thy throne;
Speak, and the floor thou tread'st ou will
rejoice.
Not to appal me have the gods bestowed
This precious boon; and blest a sad abode."
" Great Jove, Laodamía ! doth not leave
His gifts imperfect: — Spectre though I be,
I am not seut to scare thee or deceive;
But iu reward of thy fidelity.
40
And somethiag also did my worth obtain;
For fearless virtue bringeth boundless gain.
" Thou knowest, the Delphic oracle foretold
That the first Greek who touehed the Trojan strand
Should die; but me the threat could not
withhold:
A generous cause a victim did demand;
And forth I leapt upon the sandy plain;
A self-devoted chiei — by Hector slain."
" Supreme of Heroes — bravest, noblest,
best!
Thy matchless courage I bewaü no more, 50
Wbich then, when tens of thousands were
deprest
By doubt, propelled thee to the fatal shore;
Thou found'st — and I forgive thee — here
thou art—
A nobler coimsellor than my poor heart.
" But thou, though capable of stemest deed,
Wert kind as resolute, and good as brave;
And he, whose power restores thee, hath
decreed
Thou should'st elude the malice of the
grave:
Redundant are thy locks, thy lips as fair
As when their breath enriched Thessalian
" No Spectre greets me, — no vain Shadow
this;
Come, blooming Hero,place thee bymyside!
Give, on this well-kuown couch, one nuptial
kiss
To me, this day, a second time thy bride !"
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Jove frowned in heaven: the conscious
Pare® threw
Upon those roseate lips a Stygian hue.
" This visage tells thee that my doom is past:
Nor should the change be mourned, even if
the joys
Of sense were able to return as fast
And surely as they vanish. Earth destroys
Those raptures duly —Erebus disdains: 71
Calm pleasures there abide — majestic
pains.
" Be taught, O faithful Consort, to control
Rebellious passion: for the Gods approve
The depth, and not the tmnult, of the soiil;
A fervent, not imgovernable, leve.
Thy transports moderate; and meekly
monm
When I depart, for brief Í3 my sojourn — "
" Ah, wherefore ? — Did not Hercules by
force
Wrest from the guardian Monster of the
tomb
80
Alcestis, a reanimated corse,
Given back to dwell on earth in vernal bloom?
Medea's spells dispersed the weight of years,
And ^son stood a youth'mid youthfnl peers.
" The Gods to us are merciful ■— and they
Yet further may relent: for mightier far
Than strength of nerve and sinew, or the
sway
Of magic potent over sun and star,
Is love, though oft to agony distrest,
And though his favourite seat be feeble
woman's breast.
90
" But if thou goest, I follow — " " Peace ! "
he said, —
She looked upon him and was calmed and
cheered;
The ghastly colour from his lips had fled;
In his deportment, shape, and mien, appeared
Elysian beauty, melancholy grace,
Brought from a pensive though a happy
place.
He spake of love, such love aa Spirits feel
In worlds whose course is equable and purê;
No fears to beat away — no strife to heal —
The past unsighed for, and the future sure;
Spake of heroic arts in graver mood
loi
Bevived, with finer harmony pursued;

Of ali that is most beauteous — imaged there
In happier beauty; more pellucid streams,
An ampler ether, a diviner air.
And fields invested with purpureal gleams;
Glimes which the sun, who sheds the
brightest day
Earth knows, is ali unworthy to survey.
Yet there the Soul shall enter which hath
earned
,09
That privilege by virtue. — " 111," said he,
" The end of man's existence I discerned,
Who from ignoble games and revelry
Could draw, when we had parted, vain
delight,
While tears were thy best pastime, day and
night;
" And while my youthfnl peers before my
eyes
(Each hero following his peculiar bent)
Prepared themselves for glorious enterprise
By martial sports, — or, seated in the tent,
Chieftains and kings in council were detained;
119
What time the fleet at Aulis lay enchained.
" The wished-for wind was given: — I then
revolved
The oracle, upon the silent sea;
And, if no worthier led the way, resolved
That, of a thousand vessels, mine should be
The foremost prow in pressing to the
strand, —
Mine the íirst blood that tinged the Trojan
sand.
"Yet bitter, oft-times bitter, was the pang
When of thy loss I thought, belovèd Wife !
On thee too fondly did my memory hang.
And on the joys we shared in mortal life, —
The paths which we had trod — these fountains, flowers,
131
My new-planned cities, and unlinished
towers.
"But should suspense permit the Foe to
cry,
' Behold they tremble ! — haughty their
array,
Yet of their number no one dares to die ?'
In soul I swept the indignity away:
Old frailties then recurred: — but lofty
thought,
In act embodied, my deliverance wrought.

DION
" And Thou, though strong in love, art ali
too weak
In reason, in self-government too slow; 140
I counsel thee by fortitude to seek
Our blest re-union in the shades below.
The invisible world with thee hath sympathised;
Be thy affections raised and solemnised.
" Learn, by a mortal yearning, to ascend —
Seeking a higher object. Love was given,
Encouraged, sanctioned, chiefly for that end;
For this the passion to excess was driven —
That self might be annulled: her bondage
prove
The fetters of a dream, opposed to
love."
150
Aloud she shrieked ! for Hermes re-appears !
Round the dear Shade she woald have clmig
— 't is vain:
The hours are past — too brief had they
been years;
And him no mortal effort can detain:
Swift, toward the realms that know not
earthly day,
He through the portal takes his silent way,
And on the palace-floor a lifeless corse She
lay.
Thus, ali in vain exhorted and reproved,
She perished; and, as for a wilful crime,
By the jnst Gods whom no weak pity moved,
Was doomed to wear out her appointed
time,
161
Apart f rom happy Ghosts, that gather flowers
Ôf blissful quiet 'mid mifading bowers.
— Yet tears to human snfpering are due;
And mortal hopes defeated and o'erthrown
Are moumed by man, and not by man alone.
As fondly he believes. — Upon the side
Of Hellespont (such faith was entertained)
A knot of spiry trees for ages grew
From out the tomb of hiin for whom she
died;
170
And ever, when such stature they had
gained
That Ilium's walls were subject to their
view,
The trees' tall summits withered at the
sight;
A constant interchange of growth and
blight!
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DION
(SEE plutarch)
1814. 1820
Tbis poem was first introduced by a stanza
that I have since transferred to the Notes, for
reasonâ there given, and 1 cannot eomply with
the request expressed by some of my friends
that the rejected stanza shonld be restored. I
hope they will be content if it be, hereafter, immediately attached to the poem, instead of its
being degraded to a place in the Notes.
I
Serene, and fitted to embrace,
Where'er he turned, a swan-like-grace
Of haughtiness without pretence,
And to unfold a still magniíicence,
Was princely Dion, in the power
And beauty of his happier hour.
And what pure homage then did wait
On Dion's virtues, while the lunar beam
Of Plato's genius, from its lofty sphere,
Fell round him in the grove of Academe, 10
Softening their inbred dignity austere —
That he, not too elate
With self-suffieing solitude,
But with majestic lowliness endued,
Might in the universal bosom reign,
And from afBectionate observance gain
Help, under every change of adverse fate.
II
Five thousand warriors — O the rapturous
day !
Each crowned with flowers, and armed
with spear and shield,
Or ruder weapon which their course might
yield,
20
To Syracuse advance in bright array.
Who leads them on ? — The anxious people
see
Long-exUed Dion marching at their head,
He also crowned with flowers of Sieily,
And in a white, far-beaming, corselet clad !
Pure transport undisturbed by doubt or fear
The gazers feel; and, rushing to the plain,
Salute those strangers as a holy train
Or blest procession (to the Immortals dear)
That brought their precious liberty again.
Lo ! when the gates are entered, on each
hand,
3■
Down the long street, rich goblets fllled
with wine
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In seemly order stand,
On tables set, as if for rites divine; —
And, as the great Deliverer marches by,
He looks on festal ground with fruits
bestrown;
And flowers are on his person thrown
In boundless prodigality;
Nor doth the general voice abstain from
prayer,
Invoking I)ion's tutelary care,
40
As if a very Deity he were !
III
Mourn, hills and groves of Attica ! and
mourn
Ilissus, bending o'er thy classic urn !
Mourn, and lament for him whose spirit
dreads
Yonr once sweet memory, studious waUts
and shades !
For him who to divinity aspired,
Not on the breath of popular applause,
But through dependence on the sacred laws
Framed in the schools where Wisdom dwelt
retired,
Intent to trace the ideal path of right 50
(More fair than heaven's broad causeway
paved with stars)
Which Dion learned to measure with sublime delight; —
But He hath overleaped the etemal bars;
And, following guides whose craft holds no
consent
With aught that breathes the ethereal element,
Hath stained the robes of civil power with
blood,
Unjustly shed, though for the public good.
Whence doubts that carne too late, and
wishes vain,
Hollow excuses, and triumphant pain;
And oft his cogitations sink as low
60
As, through the abysses of a joyless heart,
The heaviest plummet of despair can go —
But whence that sudden check ? that fearful start !
He hears an uncouth sound —
Anon his lifted eyes
Saw, at a long-drawn gallery's dusky bound,
A Shape of more than mortal size
And hideous aspect, stalking round and
round !
A woman's garb the Phantom wore.
And fiercely swept the marble floor, —
Like Auster whii'ling to and fro,
71

His force on Caspian foam to try;
Or Boreas when he scours the snow
That skins the plains of Thessaly,
Or when aloft on Msenalus he stops
His flight, 'mid eddying pine-tree tops !
IV
So, but from toil less sign of profit reaping,
The sullen Spectre to her purpose bowed,
Sweeping — vehemently sweeping —
No pause admitted, no design avowed ! 80
" Avaunt, inexplicable Guest! — avaunt,"
Exclaimed the Chieftain — " let me rather
see
The coronal that coiling vipers make;
The toreh that flames with many a lurid
flake.
And the long train of doleful pageantry
Which they behold, whom vengeful Furies
haunt;
Who, while they struggle from the scourge
to flee,
Move where the blasted soil is not unworn.
And, in their anguish, bear what other
lainds have borne ! "
V
But Shapes that come not at an earthly call,
Wül not depart when mortal voices bid; 91
Lords of the visionary eye whose lid,
Once raised, remains aghast, and wUl not
fali !
YeGods,thoughtHe,that servile Implement
Obeys a mystical intent !
Your Minister would brush away
The spots that to my soul adhere;
But should she labour night and day,
They will not, cannot disappear;
Whence angry perturbations,—and that look
Which no Philosophy can brook !
loi
VI
Ill-fated Chief ! there are whose hopes are
built
Upon the ruins of thy glorious name;
Who, through the portal of one momenfs
guilt,
Pursue thee with their deadly aim !
O matchless perfidy ! portentous lust
Of monstrous crime ! — that horror-striking
blade,
Drawn in deflance of the Gods, hath laid
The noble Syracusan low in dust !
Shuddered the walls — the marble city
wept —
II»
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And sylvan places heaved a pensive sigh;
But in calm peace the appointed Victim
slept,
As he had fallen in magnanimity;
Of spirit too capacious to require
That Destiny her course should change;
too just
To his own native greatness to desire
That wretched boon, days lengthened by
mistrust.
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So were the hopeless troubles, that involved
The soul of Dion, instantly dissolved.
Keleased from life and cares of prinoely
state^
120
He left this moral grafted on his Fate;
" Him only pleasure leads, and peace attends,
Him, only him, the shield of Jove defends,
Whose means are fair and spotless as his
ends."

MEMORIALS OF A TOUR IN SCOTLAND
1814
In this tour, my wife and her sister Sara were my companions. The account of the " Browiiie's
Cell " and the Brownies was given me by a man v/e met with on the banks of Loch Lomond, a
little above Tarbert, and in front of a huge maas of rock, by the side of which, we were told,
preachings were often held in the open air. The place is quite a solitude, and the snrrounding
flcenery very striking. How much is it to be regretted that, instead of "writing such Poems as
the " Holy Fair " and others, in which the religious observances of his conntry are treated with so
much levity and too often with indecency, Burna had not employed his genius in desoribing religion under the serious and affeoting aspects it must so frequently take.
Within this little lonely isle
I
stood a consecrated Pile;
SUGGESTED BY A BEAUTIFUL RUIN UPON There
tapers burned, and mass was simg.
ONE OF THE ISLANDS OF LOCH LOMOND, Where
For
them
timid Spirits clung
A PLACE CHOSEN FOR THE RETREAT To mortalwhose
though the tomb
OF A SOLITARY INDIVIDUAL, FROM Had fixed, succoxir,
for ever &£ed, their doom 1 20
WHOM THIS HABITATION ACQUIRED
THE NAME OF
III
THE BROWNIE'S CELL
Upon those servants of another world
When madding Power her bolts had hurled,
1814. 1820
Their habitation shook — it fell,
I
And perished, save one narrow cell;
To barren heath, bleak moor, and quaking Whither, at length, a Wretch retired
Who neither grovelled nor aspired;
fen,
He, struggling in the net of pride,
Or depth of labyrinthine glen;
The future scomed, the past defied;
Or into trackless forest set
Still tempering, from the miguilty forge
With trees, whose lofty umbrage met,
Of vain conceit, an iron scourge !
30
World-wearied Men withdrew of yore;
(Penance their trust, and prayer their
store;)
Proud Remnant was he of a fearless Race,
And in the wilderness were bound
Who stood and flourished face to face
To sueh apartments as they found,
With their perennial hills; — but Crime,
Or with a new ambition raised;
That God might suitably be praised.
10 Hastening the stern decrees of Time,
Brought low a Power, which from its home
II
Burst, when repose grew wearisome;
High lodged the Warrior, like a bird of prey; And, taking impulse from the sword,
Or where broad waters round him lay:
And, mocking its own plighted word,
But this wild Ruin is no ghost
Had found, in ravage widely dealt,
Of his devices — buried, lost!
Its warfare's bourn, its traveVs belt I
4c
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V
Ali, ali were dispossessed, save him whose
smile
Shot lightning through this lonely Isle !
No right had he but what he made
To this small spot, his leafy shade;
But the ground lay within that ring
To which he only dared to cliiig;
Renovmcing here, as worse than dead,
The craven few who bowed the head
Beneath the change; who heard a claim
How loud ! yet lived in peace with shame. 50
VI
From year to year this shaggy Mortal
went
(So seemed it) down a strange descent:
Till they, who saw his outward frame,
Fixed on him an unhallowed name;
Him, free from ali malicious taint.
And guiding, like the Patmos Saint,
A pen unwearied — to indite,
In his lone Isle, the dreams of night;
Impassioned dreams, that strove to span
The faded glories of his Clan !
60
VII
Suns that through blood their western harbour sought.
And stars that in their courses fought;
Towers rent, winds combating with woods,
Lands deluged by unbridled floods;
And beast and bird that from the spell
Of sleep took import terrible; —
These types mysterious (if the show
Of battle and the routed foe
Had failed) would furnish an array
Of inatter for the dawning day !
70
VIII
How disappeared He ? — ask the newt and
toad,
Inheritors of his abode;
The otter crouohing undisturbed,
In her dank cleft; — but be thou curbed,
O froward Fancy ! 'mid a scene
Of aspeet winning and serene;
For those offensive creatures shun
The inquisition of the sun !
And in this region flowers delight,
And ali is lovely to the sight.
80
IX
Spring finds not here a melaneholy breast,
V^en she applies her annual test

To dead and living; when her breath
Quickens, as now, the withered heath; —
Nor flaunting Summer — when he throws
His soul into the briar-rose;
Or calls the lily from her sleep
Prolonged beneath the bordering deep;
Nor Autumn, when the viewless wren
Is warbling near the BROWífiE's Den. 90
X
Wild Relique! beauteous as the chosen
spot
In Nysa's isle, the embellished grot;
Whither, by care of Libyan Jove,
(High Servant of paternal Love)
Yoimg Bacchus was conveyed — to lie
Safe from his step-dame Rhea's eye;
Where bud, and bloom, and fruitage,
glowed,
Close-crowding round the infant-god;
Ali colours, — and the liveliest streak
A foil to his celestial cheek !
100
II
COMPOSED AT CORA LINN,
IN SIGHT OF WALLACE'S TOWER
1814. 1820
I had seen this celebrated Waterfall twice
before; but the feelings, to which it had giyen
birth, were not expressed till they reeurred in
presence of the object on this occasion.
" — How Wallace fought for Scotland, left the name
Of Wallace to be found, like a wild flower,
Áll over his dear Country ; left the deedB
Of Wallace, like a family of ghosts,
To people the eteep rocks and river banks,
Her natural sanctuaries^ with a local soul
Of independence and steni liberty." — See p. 127.
Lord of the vale ! astounding Flood;
The dullest leaf in this thick wood
Quakes — conscious of thy power;
The caves reply with hollow moan;
And vibrates, to its central stone,
Yon time-cemented Tower !
And yet how fair the rural scene !
For thou, O Clyde, hast ever been
Beneficent as strong;
Pleased in refreshing dews to steep
lo
The little trenibling flowers that peep
Thy shelving rocks among.
Hence ali who love their country, love
To look on thee — delight to rove
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Where they thy voice can hear;
And, to the patriot-warrior's Shade,
Lord of the vale ! to Heroes laid
In dust, that voice is dear 1
Along thy banks, at dead of night
Sweeps visibly the Wallace Wight; 20
Or stands, in -warlike vest,
Aloft, beneath the moon's pale beam,
A Champion worthy of the stream,
Yon grey tower's living crest 1
But clouds and eiivious darkness hide
A Form not doubtfully descried: —
Their transient mission o'er,
O say to what blind region flee
These Shapes of awful phantasy ?
To what untrodden shore ?
3c
Less than divine command they spurn;
But this we from the moiintains learn,
And this the valleys show;
That never will they deign to hold
Communion where the heart is cold
To human weal and woe.
The man of abject soul in vain
Shall walk the Marathonian plain;
Or thrid the shadowy gloom,
Tliat still invests the giiardian Pass, • 40
Where stood, sublime, Leonidas
Devoted to the tomb.
And let no Slave his head incline,
Or kneel, before the votive shrine
By Uri's lake, where Tell
Leapt, from his storm-vext boat, to land,
Heaven's Instrument, for by his hand
That day the Tyrant fell.
III
EFFUSION
IN THE PLEASURE-GROUND ON THE
BANKS OF THE BRAN, NEAR DUNKELD
1814. 1827
I am not aware that this condemnatory effusion was ever seen by the owner of the place.
He miglit be disposed to pay little attention to
it; but were it to prove otlierwiae I should be
glãd, for the whole exhibition is distressingly
puerlle.
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" The waterfall, by a loud roaring, warned us
"when we must expect it. We were fírst, however, conducted into a small apartment, where
the Gardener desired us to look at a picture of
Ossian, which, while he was telling the history
of the youDg Artist who executed the work,
disappeared, parting in the middle — flying
asunder as by the touch of magic — and Io!
we are at the entrance of a splendid apartment,
which was almost dizzy and alive with waterfalls, that tumbled in ali directions; the great
cascade, opposite the window, which faced us,
being reflected in innnmerable mirrors upon
the ceiling and against the walls." — Extract
from the Journal of my Fellow-Traveller.
What He —who, 'mid the kindred throng
Of Heroes that inspired his song,
Doth yet frequent the hill of storms,
The stars dim-twinkling through their
forms !
What ! Ossian here — a painted Thrall,
Mute fixture on a stuccoed wall;
To serve — an unsuspected screen
For show that must not yet be seen;
And, when the moment comes, to part
And vanish by mysterious art;
la
Head, harp, and body, split asunder,
For ingress to a world of wonder;
A gay saloon, with waters dancing
Upon the sight wherever glancing;
One loud cascade in front, and Io !
A thousand like it, white as snow —
Streams on the walls, and torrent-foam
As active round the hollow dome,
Illusive cataracts ! of their terrors
Not stripped, nor voiceless in the mirrors, 20
That catch the pageant from the flood
Thundering adown a rocky wood.
What pains to dazzle and confound !
What strife of eolour, shape and sound
In this qiiaint medley, that might seem
Devised out of a sick man's dream !
Strange scene, fantastic and uneasy
As ever made a maniac dizzy,
When disenchanted from the mood
That loves on sullen thoughts to brood ! 30
O Nature — in thy changeful visions,
Through ali thy most abrupt transitions
Smooth, graceful, tender, or sublime —
Ever averse to pantomime,
Thee neither do they know nor us
Thy servants, who can trifle thus;
Else verily the sober powers
Of rock that frowns, and stream that roars,
Exalted by congenial sway
Of Spirits, and the undying Lay,
40
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And Names that moulder not away,
And touch from rising suns in vain
Had wakened some redeeming thought
Solicit a Memnonian strain;
More worthy of this favoured Spot;
Yet, in some fit of anger sharp,
Recalled some feeling — to set free
The wind might force the deep-grooved
The Bard from such indignity !
harp
The Effigies of a valiant Wight
To utter melancholy moans
100
I once beheld, a Templar Knight;
Not unconnected with the tones
Not prostrate, not like those that rest
Of soul-sick flesh and weary bonés;
On tombs, with palms together prest,
While grove and river notes would lend,
But sculptured out of living stone,
50 Less deeply sad, with these to blend !
And standing upright and alone,
Vain pleasures of luxurious life.
Both hands with rival energy
For ever with yourselves at strife;
Employed in setting his sword free
Through town and country both deranged
From its dull sheath — stern sentiuel
By affeetations interchanged.
Intent to guard St. Roberfs cell;
And ali the perishable gauds
As if with memory of the affray
That heaven-deserted man applauds; no
Far distant, when, as legends say,
When will your hapless patrons learn
The Monks of Fountain's thronged to force To watch and ponder — to discern
From its dear home the Hermifs corse,
The freshness, the everlasting youth,
That in their keeping it might lie,
60 Of admiration sprung from truth;
To crown their abbey'3 sanctity.
From beauty inflnitely growing
So had they rushed into the grot
Upon a mind with love o'erflowing —
Of sense despised, a world forgot,
To sound the depths of every Art
And torn him from his loved retreat,
That seeks its wisdom through the heart ?
Where altar-stone and roek-hewn seat
Thus (where the intrusive Pile, ül-graced
Still hint that quiet best is found,
With baubles of theatrio taste,
120
Even by the Living, under ground;
0'erlooks the torrent breathing showers
But a bold Knight, the selfish aim
On motley banks of alien fiowers
Defeating, put the monks to shame,
In stiÊP confusion set or sown,
There where you see his Image stand 70 Till Nature cannot find her own,
Bare to the sky, with threatening brand
Or keep a remnant of the sod
Which lingering Nid is proud to show
Which Caledonian Heroes trod)
Reflected in the pool below.
I mused; and, thirsting for redress,
Thus, like the men of earliest days,
Recoiled into the wilderness.
Our sires set forth their grateful praise:
Uncouth the workmanship, and rude !
But, nursed in mountain solitude,
IV
Might some aspiring artist dare
YARROW
VISITED
To seize whate'er, throngh misty air,
A ghost, by glimpses, may present
80
SEPTEMBER I814
Of imitable lineament.
1814. 1815
And give the phantom an array
That less should scorn the abandoned clay;
As mentioned in my verses on the death o£
Then let him hew with patient stroke
the Ettricfc Shepherd, my first visit to Yarrow
An Ossian out of mural rock,
was in his company. We had lodged the night
And leave the figurative Man —
before at Traquhair, where Hogg had joined
Upon thy margin, roaring Bran ! —
H3 and also Dr. Anderson, the Editor of the
British
Poets, who was on a visit at the Manse.
Fixed, like the Templar of the steep,
Dr. A. walked with us till we came in view of
An everlasting watch to keep;
With local sanctities in trust,
90 the Vale of Yarrow, and, being advanced in
life, he then tumed back. The old Man was
More precious than a hermit's dust;
passionately fond of poetry, though with not
And virtues through the mass infused,
much of a dlacriminating judgment, as the
Which old idolatry abused.
Volumes he edited sufficientiy show. But I
What though the Granite would deny
was much pleased to meet with him, and to
Ali fervour to the sightless eye;
acknowledge my obligation to his colleotion,
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■which had been my brother John's companion
in more thãn one voyage to índia, and which
he gave me before bis departure from Grasmere, never to retum. Through these Volumes
I became iirst familiar with Chaucer, and so
little money had I then to spare for books,
that, in ali probability, but for tbis same work,
I shonld hare known little of Drayton, Daniel,
and other distinguished poets of the Kliza^
bethan age, and tbeir immediate snccessors,
till a much later period of my life. I am glad
to record this, not from any importance of its
own, but as a tribute of gratitude to this simple-hearted old man, whom I never again had
the pleasure of meeting. I seldom read or think
of tbis poem without regretting that my dear
Sister was not of the party, as she would hare
had so much delight in recalling the time when,
travelling together in Scotland, vre declined
going in search of this celebrated stream, not
altogether, I will frankly confess, for the reasons assigned in the poem on the occasion.

Delicious is the Lay that sings
The haunts of happy Lovers,
The path that leads them to the grove,
The leafy grove that covers:
And Pity sanctifles the Verse
That paints, by strength of sorrow,
The unconqnerable strength of love;
Bear witness, rneful Yarrow !
40
But thou, that didst appear so fair
To fond imagination,
Dost rival in the light of day
Her delicate creation:
Meek loveliness is round thee spread,
A softness still and holy;
The grace of forest charms decayed,
And pastoral melancholy.

And is this — Yarrow ? — This the Stream
Of which my fancy cherished,
So faithfully, a waking dream ?
An image that hath perished. !
O that some Minstrel's harp were near,
To utter notes of gladness,
And chase this silenee from the air,
That fllls my heart with sadness !

That region left, the vale unfolds
Rioh groves of lofty stature,
50
With Yarrow winding through the pomp
Of cultivated nature;
And, rising from those lofty groves,
Behold a Ruin hoary !
The shattered front of Newark's Towers,
Renowned in Border story.

Yet why ? — a silvery cmrent flows
With unoontrolled meanderings;
lo
Nor have these eyes by greener hills
Been soothed, in ali my wanderings.
And, througli her depths, Saint Mary's
Lake
Is visibly delighted;
For not a featm^e of those hills
Is in the mirror slighted.
A bine sky bends o'er Yarrow vale,
Save where that pearly whiteness
Is round the rising sun dilíused,
A tender hazy brightness;
Mild dawn of promise ! that excludes
Ali profitless dejection;
Though not unwilling here to admit
A pensive recollection.

20

Where was it that the famous Flower
Of Yarrow Vale lay bleeding ?
His bed perchance was yon smooth mound
On which the herd is feeding:
And haply from this crystal pool,
Now peaceful as the morning,
30

The Water-wraith ascended thrice —
And gave his doleful warning.

Fair scenes for ehildhood's openíng bloom,
For sportive youth to stray in;
For manhood to enjoy his strength;
And age to wear away in !
6t.
Yon cottage seems a bower of bliss,
A coyert for protection
Of tender thoughts, that nestle there —
The brood of chaste affeetion.
How sweet, on this autumnal day,
The wild-wood fruits to gather,
And on my True-love's foreheaid plant
A crest of blooming heather !
And what if I enwreathed my own !
'T were no oííence to reason;
The sober Hills thus deck their brows
To meet the wintry season.

70

I see — but not by sight alone,
Loved Yarrow, have 1 won thee;
A ray of fancy still survives —
Her sunshine plays upon thee !
Thy ever-youthful waters keep
A course of lively pleasure;
And gladsome notes my lips can breathe,
Accordant to the measure.
80
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The vapours linger round the Heights,
They melt, and soon must vanish;
One hour is theirs, nor more is mine —
Sad thought which I would banish,

But that I know, where'er I go,
Thy genuine image, Yarrow !
WÜl dwell with me — to heighten joy,
And cheer my mind in sorrow.

«FROM THE DARK CHAMBERS
OF DEJECTION FREED"
1814. 1815
Compoaed in Edinburgh, during my Scotch
tour with Mrs. Wordsworth and my sister
Miss Hutchinson, in the year 1814. Poor
GUlies never rose above that course of extravagance in which he was at that time living, and
which soon reduced him to poverty and ali its
degrading shifts, mendicity being far from the
worst. I grieve whenever I think of him, for
he was far from being without genius, and had
a generous heart, not always to be found in
men given up to profusion. He was nephew of
Lord Gillies the Scotch judge, and also of the
historian of Greece. He waa cousin to Miss
Margaret Gillies, who painted so many portraits with success in onr house.

Yet for one happy issue; — and I look
With self-congratulation on the Book
Which pious, learued, Mukfitt saw and
read;—
Upon my thoughts his saiutly Spirit fed;
He conned the new-bom Lay with grateful
heart —
Foreboding not how soon he must depart;
Unweeting that to him the joy was given
Which good men take with them from
earth to heaven.

From the dark chambers of dejection freed,
Spurning the rniprofitable yoke of care,
Rise, Gillies, rise; the gales of youth shall
bear
Thy genius forward like a wingèd steed.
Though bold Bellerophon (so Jove decreed
In wrath) fell headlong from the fields of
air,
Yet a rieh guerdon waits on minds that dare,
If aught be in tbem of immortal seed,
And reason govern that audacious flight
Which heavenward they direct. — Then
droop not thou,
Erroneously renewing a sad vow
In the low deli 'mid B,oslin's faded grove:
A cheerful life is what the Muses love,
A soaring spirit is their prime deligbt.
LINES
WRITTEN ON A BLANK LEAF IN A COPY
OF THE AUTH0R'S POEM " THE EXCURSION," UPON HEARING OF THE DEATH
OF THE LATE VIÇAR OF KENDAL
1814. 1815
To public notice, with reluetance strong,
Did I deliver this unflnished Song;

TO B. R. HAYDON
1815. 1816
High is our calling, Friend ! — Creative
Art
AVhether the instrument of words she use,
Or pencil pregnant with ethereal hues,)
Demands the service of a mind and heart,
Though sensitiva, yet, in their weakest part,
Heroioally fashioned — to infuse
Faith in the whispers of the lonely Muse,
While the whole world seems adverse to
desert.
And, oh! when Nature sinks, as oft she
may,
Through long-lived pressure of obscure distress,
Still to be strenuous for the bright reward,
And in the soul admit of no decay,
Brookno continuance of weak-mindedness —
Great is the glory, for the strife is hard !
ARTEGAL AND ELIDURE
1815. 1820
(SEE THE CHRONICLE OF GEOFF«EY OF
MONMOUTH AND MILT0N'S HISTORY
OF ENGLAND)
This was written at Eydal Mount, as a token o£ aifectionate respect for the memory of
Milton. " I have determined," says he, in his
preface to his History of England, " to bestow
the telling over even of these reputed tales.
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be it for nothing else but in favour of our English Poeta and Khetoricians, who by their wit
Tvill know how to use them judioioualy."
Where be the temples which, in Britain's
Isle,
For his paternal Gods, the Trojan raised ?
Gone like a morning dream, or like a pile
Of clouds that in cerulean ether blazed !
Era Julius landed on her white-cliffed shore,
They sank, delivered o'er
To fatal dissolution; and, I ween,
Ko vestige then was left that such had ever
been.
Nathless, a British reoord (long concealed
In old Armorica, whose secret springs lo
No Gothic conqueror ever drank) revealed
The marvellous current of forgotten things;
How Brutus came, by oracles impelled,
And Albion's giants qnelled,
A brood whom no civility could melt,
" Who never tasted grace, and goodness
ne'er had felt."
By brave Corineus aided, he subdued,
And rooted out the intolerable kind;
And this too-long-polluted land imbued
With goodly arts and usages refíned;
20
Whence golden harvests, cities, warlike
towers,
And pleasure's sumptuous bowers;
Whence ali the fixed delights of house and
horae,
Friendships that will not break, and love
that cannot roam.
O, happy Britain ! region ali too fair
For self-delighting fancy to endure
That silence only should inhabit there,
Wild beasts, or uncouth savages impure !
But, intermingled with the generous seed,
Grew many a poisonous weed;
30
Thus fares it still with ali that takes its
birth
From human care, or grows upon the
breast of earth.
Hence, and how soon ! that war of vengeance waged
By Guendolen against her faithless lord;
Till she, in jealous fury unassuaged
Had slain his paramour with ruthless
sword:
Then, into Severn hideously defiled,
She flung her blameless child,
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Sabrina, — vowing that the stream should
bear
That name through every age, her hatred
to declare.
4°
So speaks the Chronicle, and tells of Lear
By his nngrateful daughters turned adrift.
Ye lightnings, hear his voice ! —they cannot hear,
Nor ean the winds restore his simple gift.
But One there is, a Child of nature meek,
Who comes her Sire to seek;
And he, recovering sense, upon her breast
Leans smilingly,and sinks intoaperfect rest.
There too we read of Spenser's fairy
themes.
And those that Milton loved in youthful
years;
50
The sage enchanter Merlin's subtle schemes;
Thefeats of Arthur and his knightly peers;
Of Arthur, — who, to upper light restored,
With that terrific sword
Which yet he brandishes for future war,
Shall lift his country's fame above the
polar star !
What wonder, then, if in such ample fleld
Of old tradition, one particular flower
Doth seemingly in vain its fragrance yield.
And bloom unnoticed even to this late
hour ?
60
Now, gentle Muses, your assistance grant,
While I this flower transplant
Into a garden stored with Poesy;
Where flowers and herbs unite, and haply
some weeds be,
That, wanting not wild grace, are from ali
mischief free!
A King more worthy of respect and love
Than wise Gorbonian ruled not in his day;
And grateful Britain prospered far above
Ali neighbouring countries through his
righteous sway;
He poured rewards and honours on the
good;
70
The oppressor he withstood:
And while he sei-ved the Gods with reverence due
Fields smiled, and temples rose, and towns
and cities grew.
He died, whom Artegal succeeds — his son;
But how unworthy of that sire was he !
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A hopeful reign, auspiciously begun,
Was darkened soon by foul iniquity.
From crime to crime he movmted, till at
length
The nobles leagued their strength
With a vexed people, and the tyrant
chased;
8o
And, on the vacant throne, his worthier
Brother placed.
From realm to realm the humbled Exile
went,
Suppliant for aid his kingdom to regain;
In many a court, and many a warrior's tent,
He urged his persevering suit in vain.
Him, in whose wretched heart ambition
failed,
Dire poverty assailed;
And, tired with slights his pride no more
could brook,
He towards his native country cast a longing look.
Fair blew the wished-for wind — the voyage sped;
go
He landed; and, by many dangers scared,
" Poorly provided, poorly followèd,"
To Calaterium's forest he repaired.
How changed from him who, born to highest place,
Had swayed the royal mace,
Flattered and feared, despised yet deifled,
In Troynovant, his seat by silver Thames's
sida !
From that wild region where the crownless
King
Lay in concealment with his scanty train,
Supporting life by water from the spring,
And such chance food as outlaws can obtain,
loi
Unto the few whom he esteems his friends
A messenger he seuds;
And from their secret loyalty requires
Shelter and daily bread, — the sum of his
desires.
While he the issue waits, at early morn
Wandering by stealth abroad, he chanced
to hear
A startling outcry made by hound and
horn,
From which the tusky wild boar flies in fear;
And, scouring towaid him o'er the grassy
plain,
iio

Behold the hunter train !
He bids his little company advance
With seeming nnconcern and steady countenance.
The royal Elidure, who leads the chase,
Hath checked his foaming courser: — can
it be !
Methinks that I should recognise that face,
Though much disguised by long adversity !
He gazed rejoicing, and again he gazed,
Confounded and amazed —
" It is the kmg, my brother!" and, by
sound
120
Of his own voice confirmed, he leaps upon
the ground.
Long, strict, and tender was the embrace
he gave,
Feebly returned by damited Artegal;
Whose natural affection doubts enslave,
And apprehensions dark and criminal.
Loth to restrain the moving interview,
The attendant lords withdrew;
And, while they stood upon the plain apart,
Thus Elidure, by words, relieved his struggling heart.
" By heavenly Powers conducted, we have
met;
130
— O Brother ! to my knowledge lost so
long,
But neither lost to love, nor to regret,
Nor to my wishes lost; — forgive the wrong,
(Such it may seem) if I thy crown have
borne,
Thy royal mantle wom:
I was their natural guardian; and 't is just
That now I should restore what hath been
held in trust."
A while the astonished Artegal stood mute,
Then thus exclaimed: "To me, of titles
shorn,
And stripped of power ! me, feeble, destitute,
140
To me a kingdom ! spare the bitter scorn:
If justice ruled the breast of foreign kings,
Then, on the wide-spread wings
Of war, had I returned to claim my right;
This wUl I here avow, not dreading thy despite."
" I do not blame thee," Elidure replied;
" But, if my looks did with my words agree,
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I should at once be trusted, not defled,
And thou from ali disquietude be free.
May the unsullied Goddess of the chase, ijo
Who to this blessed place
At this blest moment led me, if I speak
With insinoere intent, on me her vengeance
wreak !
" Were this same spear, which in my hand
I grasp,
The British sceptre, here would I to thee
The symbolyield; and would undo this clasp,
If it confined the robe of sovereignty.
Odious to me the pomp of regai court,
And joyless sylvau sport,
While thou art roving, wretched and forlorn,
i6o
Thy couch the dewy earth, thy roof the
forest thorn !"
Theu Artegal thus spake: " I only sought,
Within this realm a place of safe retreat;
Beware of rousing an ambitious thought;
Beware of kindling hopes, for me unmeet!
Thou art reputed wise, but iu my mind
Artpitiably blind:
Full soon this generous purpose thou may'st
rue,
When that which has been done no wishes
can undo.
"Who, when a crowu is fixed upon his
head,
170
Would balance claim with claim, and right
with right ?
But thou — I know not how inspired, how
led —
Wouldst change the course of things in ali
men's sight!
And this for one who cannot imitate
Thy virtue, who may hate:
For, if, by such strange sacrilice restored,
He reign, thou still must be his king, and
sovereign lord;
" Lifted in magnanimity above
Aught that my feeble nature could perform,
Or even conceive; surpassing me in love 180
Far as in power the eagle doth the worm.
I, Brother ! only should be king in name,
And govern to my shame;
A shadow in a hated land, while ali
Of glad or willing service to thy share
would fali."
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" Believe it not," said Elidure ; " respect
Awaits on virtuous life, and ever most
Attends on goodness with dominion decked,
Which stands the universal empire's boast;
This can thy own experience testify:
190
Kor shall thy foes deny
That, in the gracious opening of thy reign,
Our father's spirit seemed in thee to
breathe again.
" And what if o'er thy bright unbosoming
Clouds of disgrace and envious fortune
past!
Have we not seen the glories of the spring
By veil of noontide darkness overcast ?
The frith that glittered like a warrior's
shield,
The sky, the gay green field.
Are vanished; gladness ceases in the
groves,
200
And trepidation strikes the blackened
mountain-eoves.
" But is that gloom dissolved ? how passing
clear
Seems the wide world, far brighter than
before !
Even so thy latent worth will re-appear,
Gladdening the people's heart from shore
to shore;
For youthful faults ripe virtues shall atone;
Re-seated on thy throne,
Proof shalt thou furnish that misfortune,
pain.
And sorrow, have eonflrmed thy native
right to reign.
"But, not to overlook what thou may'st
knOw,
210
Thy enemies are neither weak nor few;
And circumspect must be our course, and
slow,
Or from my purpose ruin may ensue.
Dismiss thy followers; — let them calmly
wait
Such change in thy estate
As I already have in thought devised;
And which, with caution due, may soon be
realised."
The Story tells what courses were pursued,
Until king Elidure, with full consent
Of ali his peers, before the multitude, 220
Rose, — and, to consummate this iust intent,
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Did place upon his brother's head the
crown,
Relinquished by his own;
Then to his people cried, " Receive your
lord,
Gorboman's íirst-boru son, your rightful
king restored !"
The people answered with a loud acclaim:
Yet more; — heart-smitten by the heroic
deed,
The reinstated Artegal became
Earth's noblest peniteut; from bondage
freed
Of vice — thenceforth unable to subvert 230
Or shake his high desert.
Long did he reign; and, when he died, the
tear
Of universal grief bedewed his honoured
bier.
Thus was a Brother by a Brother saved;
With whom a crown (temptation that hath
set
Discord in hearts of men till they have
braved
Their nearest kin with deadly purpose met)
'Gainst duty weighed, and faithful love,
did seem
A thing of no esteem;
And, from this triumph of affection pure,
He bore the lasting name of "pious Elidure."
241
SEPTEMBER 1815
1815. 1816
"For me who under kindiier Ia ws." This
conclusion has more than once, to my çreat
regret, excited painfully sad feelings iu the
hearts of young persons fond of poetry and
poetic composition, by contrast of their feeble
and declining health with that state of robuat
constitution which prompted me to rejoice in
a season of frost and snow aa more favourable
to the Muses than snmmer itself.
While not a leaf seems faded; while the
fields,
With ripening harvest prodigally fair,
In brightest sunshine bask; this nipping
air,
Sent from some distant clima where Winter wields
His icy scimitar, a foretaste yields

Of bitter change, and bids the flowers beware;
And whispers to the silent birds, " Prepare
Against the threatening foe your trustiest
shields."
For me, who under kindlier laws belong
To ííature's tuneful quire, this rustling dry
Through leaves yet green, and yon crystalline sky,
Announce a season potent to renew,
'Mid frost and snow, the instinctive joys of
song,
And nobler cares than listless summer knew.
NOVEMBER i
1815. i8i6
Suggested on the banks of the Brathay by
the aight of Langdale Pikes. It is delightful
to remember these moments of far-distant
days, which probably would have been forgotten if the impression had not been transferred
to verse. The same observation applies to the
next.
How clear, how keen, how marvellously
bright
The effluence from yon distant mountain's
head,
Which, strewn with snow smooth as the
sky can shed,
Shines like another sun — on mortal sight
Uprisen, as if to check approaching Night,
And ali her twinkling stars. Who now
would tread,
If so he might, yon mountain's glittering
head —
Terrestrial, but a surface, by the flight
Of sad mortality's earth-sullying wing,
Unswept, unstaiued ? Nor shall the aerial
Powers
Dissolve that beauty, destined to endure,
White, radiant, spotless, exquisitely pure,
Through ali vicissitudes, till genial Spring
Has filled the laughing vales with welcome
flowers.
"THE FAIREST, BRIGHTEST,
HUES OF ETHER FADE"
1810-15. 1815
Suggested at Hacket, which is on the craggy
ridge that rises between the two Langdales
and looks towards Windermere. The Cottage
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of Hacket was often visited by us, and at the
time when this Sonnet was written, and long
after, was occupied by the husband and wife
described in the " Excursion," where it is mentioned that she was in the habit of walking in
the front of the dwelling with a light to guide
her hasband home at night. The same cottage Í3 alluded to in the " Epistle to Sir George
Beaumont" as that from which the female
peasant hailed us on our morning journey.
The musician mentioned in the Sonnet was the
Kev. Samuel Tillbrook of Peter-house, Cambridge, who remodelled the Ivy Cottage at
Rydal after he had purchased it.

'T is hers to pluck the amaranthine flower
Of Faith, and round the SufEerer's temples
bind
Wreaths that endure affliction's heaviest
shower,
And do not shrink from sorrow's keenest
wind.

The fairest, brightest, hues of ether fade;
The sweetest notes must terminate and die;
O Friend ! thy flute has breathed a harmony
Softly resounded through this rocky glade;
Sueh strains of rapture as the Genius
played
lu bis still haunt on Bagdad's summit
high;
He who stood visible to Mirza's eye,
Ne ver before to human sight betrayed.
Lo, in the vale, the mists of evening
spread !
The visionary Arohes are not there,
Nor the green Islands, nor the shining
Seas:
Yet sacred is to me this Mountain's head,
Whence I have risen, uplifted, on the
breeze
Of harmony, above ali earthly eare.

"HAIL, TWILIGHT, SOVEREIGN
OF ONE PEACEFUL HOUR"
1810-15. 1815
Hail, TwUight, sovereign of one peaeefui
hour !
Not dull art Thou as nndiscerning Nightj
But studious only to remove from sight
Day's mutable distinctions. — Aneient
Power !
Thus did the waters gleam, the mountains
lower,
To the rude Briton, when, in wolf-skin vest
Here roving wild, he laid him dowu to rest
On the bare rock, or through a leafy bower
Looked ere his eyes were olosed. By him
was seen
The self-same Vision which we now behold,
At thy meek bidding, shadowy Power!
brought forth
These mighty barriers, and the gulf between;
The flood, the stars, — a spectacle as old
As the beginning of the heavens and earth !,

"WEAK IS THE WILL OF MAN,
HIS JUDGMENT BLIND "
1810-15. 1815
" Weak is the will of Man, his judgment
bliiid;
Kemembranoe persecutes, and Hope betrays;
Heavy is woe; — and joy, for humankind,
A mournful thing, so transient is the
blaze! "
Thus might he paint our lot of mortal days
Who wants the glorious faculty assigned
To elevate the more-than-reasoning Mind,
And colour life's dark cloud with orient
rays.
Imagination is that sacred power,
Imagination lofty and refined;

"THE SHEPHERD, LOOKING
EASTWARD, SOFTLY SAID "
1810-15. 1815
The Shepherd, looking eastward, softly
said,
" Bright is thy veil, O Moon, as thou art:
bright !"
Forth with, that little cloud, in ether spread
And penetrated ali with tender light,
She cast away, and showed her fulgent.
head
Uncovered; dazzling the Beholder's sight
As if to vindieate her beauty's right
Her beauty thoughtlessly disparagèd.
Meanwhile that veil, removed or thrown
aside,
Went floating from her, darkening as it
went;

S40 "EVEN AS A DRAGON'S EYE THAT FEELS THE STRESS "
And a huge mass, to bury or to hide,
Approached this glory of the ãnuament;
Who meekly yields, and is obscured — content
With one calm triumph of a modest pride.
"EVEN AS A DRAGON'S EYE THAT
FEELS THE STRESS"
iSio-ij. 1815
Even as a dragon's eye that feels the
stress
Of a bedimming sleep, or as a lamp
Suddenly glaring through sepulchral damp,
So bums yon Taper 'mid a black recess
Of mountains, silent, dreary, motionless:
The lake below reflects it not; the sky,
Muffled in clouds, afEords no company
To mitigate and cheer its loneliness.
Yet, round the body of that joyless Thing
Which sends so far its melancholy light,
Perhaps are seated in domestic ring
A gay society with faces bright,
Conversing, reading, laughing; — or they
sing,
While hearts and Yoices in the song unite.
"MARK THE CONCENTRED
HAZELS THAT ENCLOSE"
1810-15. 181S
Saggested in the \rild hazel wood at the foot
of Helm-crag', where the stone still lies, with
others of like f orm and character, thongh much
of the wood that veiled it from the glare of day
has been felled. This beautiful ground waa
lately purchased by our friend Mrs. Fletcher,
the ancient owners, most respected persons, being obliged to part with it in conseqnence of
the imprudence of a son. It is gratifying to
niention that, instead of munniiring and repining at this change of fortune, they ofEered their
services to Mrs. Fletcher, the husband as an outdoor labourer, and the wife as a domestic servant. 1 have witnessed the pride and pleasure
with which the man worked at improTements
of the ground round the house. Indeed he expressed those feelings to me himself, and the
countenance and manner of his wife always
denoted feelings of the same character. 1 believe a similar disposition to contentment under
change of fortune is common among the class
to which these good people belong. Yet, in
proof that to part with their patrimony is most

painful to them, I may refer to those stanzas
entitled " Bepentance," no inconsiderahle part
of which was taken verbatim from the language
of the speaker herself.
Maek the oonoentred hazels that enclose
Yon old gray Stone, proteoted from the
ray
Of noontide suns : — and even the beams
that play
And glanee, while wantonly the rough
wind blows,
Are seldom freeto touch the moss that grows
Upon that roof, amid embowering gloom,
The very image framing of a Tomb,
In which some ancient Chieftain flnds repose
Among the lonely mountains. — Live, ye
trees !
And thou, grey Stone, the pensive likeness
keep
Of a dark chamber where the Mighty sleep:
For more than Fanoy to the iiifluence bends
When solitary Natnre condescends
To mimic Time's forlorn humanities.
TO THE POET, JOHN DYER
1810-15. '815
Bard of the Fleece, whose skilful genius
made
That work a living landscape fair and
bright;
Nor hallowed less with musical delight
Than those soft scenes through which thy
chUdliood strayed,
Those southem tracts of Cambria, " deep
embayed,
With green hills fcnced, with ocean's murmur lulled;"
Though hasty Fama hath many a chaplet
culled
For worthless brows, while in the pensive
shãde
Of cold neglect she leaves thy head imgraced,
Yet pnre and powerful minds, hearts meek
and still,
A gratcful few, shall love thy modest Lay,
Long as the shepherd's bleating flock shall
sti-ay
0'er naked Snowdon's wide aerial waste;
Long as the thrush shall pipe on Grongar
Hill!
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ODE
THE MORNING OF THE DAY APPOINTED
FOR A GENERAL THANKSGIVING.
JANUARY 18, 1816
1816. 1816
The first stanza of this Ode was composed
almost extempore, in frout of Kydal Mount, before church-time, and on such a morning and
precisely with such objects before iny eyes as
are here described. The view takeu of Napoleon's character and proeeedings is little in accordance with that taken by some historians
and criticai philosophers. I am glad and prond
of the difterence, and tnist that this series of
poems, infinitely below the subject as they are,
will survive to counteract, in unsophisticated
minds, the pernicious and degrading tendency
of those views and doctrines that lead to the
idolatry of power, as power, and, in that false
splendonr to lose sight of its real nature and
constitution as it often acts for the gratification
of its possessor without reference to a beneficiai
end — an infirmity that has cliaracterised men
of ali ages, classes, and employments, since
Nimrod became a mighty hunter before the
Lord.
I
"SURPRISED BY JOY —IMPA- IJail, orient Conqueror of gloomy Night !
Thou that canst shed the bliss of gratitude
TIENT AS THE WIND"
On hearts howe'er insensible or rude;
Whether thy pimctual visitations smite
1810-15. 1815
The haughty towers where monarclis dwell;
This was in fact suggested by my daugliter Or thou, impartial Sun, with presence bright
Catharine long after her death.
Cheer'st the low threshold of the peasanfs
SüKPRiSED by joy — impatient as the Wind
cell!
I turned to share the transport — Oh ! with Not unrejoieed I see thee climb the sky
whom
In naked splendour, clear from mist or
But Thee, deep buried in the silent tomb,
haze,
That spot which no vieissitude ean lind ?
Or cloud approaching to divert the rays, 10
Love, faithful love, recalled thee to my Which even in deepest winter testify
naind —
Thy power and majesty,
But how could I forget thee ? Through Dazzling the vision that presumes to gaze.
what power,
— Well does thine aspeet usber in this Day;
Even for the least division of an hour,
As aptly suits therewith that modest pace
Have I been so beguiled as to be blind
Submitted to the chains
To my most grievous loss ?—That thoughfs That bind thee to the path which God orretum
dains
Was the worst pang that sorrow ever bore,
That thou shalt trace,
Save one, one only, when I stood forlorn,
Till, with the heavens and earth, thou pass
Knowing my hearfs best treasure was no
away !
more;
Nor less, the stillness of these frosty plains,
That neither present time, noryears unborn Their utter stillness, and the silent grace 21
Could to my sight that heavenly face re- Of yon ethereal summits white with snow,
store.
(Whose tranquil pomp and spotless purity

«BROOK! WHOSE SOCIETY THE
POET SEEKS"
1810-15. '815
Brook ! whose society the Poet seeks,
Inteiit his wasted spirits to rcuew;
And whom the curious Painter doth pursue
Through rocky passes, among flowery
creeks,
And tracks thee dancing down thy waterbreaks;
If wish were mine some type of thee to
view,
Thee, and not thee thyself, I would not do
Like Greeian Artists, give thee hmnan
eheeks,
Channels for tears; noNaiad should'st thou
be, —
Have neither limbs, feet, feathers, jointa nor
hairs:
It seems the Eternal Soul is elothed in
thee
With purer robes than those of flesh and
blood.
And hath bestowed on thee a safer good;
Unwearied joy, and life without its cares.
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Report of stonns gone by
To us who tread below)
Do with the service of this Day accord.
— Divinest Object which the uplifted eye
Of mortal man is sulíered to behold;
Thou, who upon those snow-clad Heights
has poured
Meek lustre, nor forgefst the huinble
Vale;
30
Thou who dost warm Earth's universal
mould,
And for thy bounty wert not unadored
By pious men of old;
Once more, heart-cheeriiig Sun, I bid thee
haíl !
Bright be thy course to-day, let not this
promise fail!
II
'Mid the deep quiet of this moming hour.
Ali nature seems to hear me while I speak,
By feelings urged that do not vainly seek
Apt language, ready as the tuneful notes
That stream in blithe succession from the
throats
40
Of birds, in leafy bower,
Warbling a farewell to a vernal shower.
— There is a radiant though a short-lived
flame,
That burns for Poets in the dawning east;
And oft my soul hath kindled at the same,
When the captivity of sleep had eeased;
But He who fixed immoveably the frame
Of the round world, and built, by laws as
strong,
A solid refuge for distress —
The towers of righteousness;
50
He knows that from a holier altar came
The quickening spark of this day's saerifice;
Knows that the source is nobler whence
doth rise
The current of this matin song;
That deeper far it lies
Than aught dependent on the flckle skies.
III
Have we not conquered ? — by the vengeful sword ?
Ah no, by dint of Magnanimity;
That eurbed the baser passions, and left free
A loyal band to follow their liege Lord 60
Clear-sighted Honour, and his staid Compeers,
Along a track of most unnatural years;
In execution of heroic deeds

Whose memory, spotless as the crystal
beads
Of morning dew upon the untrodden meads,
Shall live enrolled above the starry spheres.
He, who in concert with an earthly string
Of Britain's acts would sing,
He with enraptured voice wül tell
Of One whose spirit no reverse could
quell;
70
Of One that 'mid the failing never failed —
Who paints how Britain struggled and prevailed
Shall represent her labouring with an eye
Of circumspect humanity;
Shall show her clothed with strength and
skill.
Ali martial duties to fulfil;
Firm as a rock in stationary fight;
In motion rapid as the lightning's gleani;
Fierce as a fiood-gate bursting at midnight
To rouse the wicked from their giddy
dream —
80
Woe, woe to ali that face her in the field !
Appalled she may not be, and cannot yield.
IV
And thus is missed the sole true glory
That can belong to human story !
At which they only shall arrive
Who through the abyss of weakness dive.
The very humblest are too proud of heart;
And one brief day is rightly set apart
For Him who lifteth up and layeth low;
For that Almighty God to whom we owe, 90
Say not that we have vanquished — but that
we survive.
V
How dreadful the dominion of the impure !
Why should the Song be tardy to proclaim
That less than power unbounded could not
tame
That soul of Evil — which, from hell let
loose,
Had filled the astonished world with such
abuse
As boundiess patience only could endure ?
— Wide-wasted regions — cities wrapt in
flame —
Who sees, may lift a streaming eye
To Heaven; — who never saw, may heave a
sigh;
100
But the foundation of our nature shakes.
And with an infinite pain the spirit aches.
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Who can forget thy prowess, never more
When desolated countries, towns ou fire,
Be that ungrateful Son allowed to hear
Are but the avowed attire
Thy green leaves rustle or thy torrents
Of warfare waged with desperate mind
roar.
Against the life of virtue in mankind;
As springs the liou from his den,
Assaulting without ruth
As from a forest-brake
The eitadels of truth;
üpstarts a glisteriug snake,
While the fair gardens of civility,
By ignorance defaced,
no The bold Arch-despot re-appeared; — again
Wide Europe heaves, impatient to be cast,
By violence laid waste,
With ali her armèd Powers,
150
Perish without reprieve for flower or
On that oifensive soU, like waves upon
tree !
a thousaud shores.
VI
The trumpet blew a universal blast!
A crouching purpose—a distracted will— But Thou art foremost in the field: — there
Opposed to hopes that battened upon scom,
stand:
Aud to desires whose ever-waxing horu
Reeeive the triumph destined to thy hand !
Not ali the light of earthly power could Ali States have glorified themselves;—their
fill ;
claims
Opposed to dark, deep plots of patient Are weighed by Providence, m balance
skill,
even;
And to celerities of lawless force;
And now, in preference to the mightiest
Which, spuming God, had flung away renames.
morse —
To Thee the exterminating sword is given.
What could they gain but shadows of re- Dread mark of approbation, justiy gaiued !
dress ?
120 Exalted office, worthily sustained !
160
— So bad proceeded propagating worse;
IX
Aud discipliue was passion's dire excess.
Wideus the fatal web, its liues extend,
Preserve, O Lord ! within our hearts
Aud deadlier poisous in the chalice blend.
The memory of thy favour,
Wheu will your trials teach you to be
That else insensibly departs,
wise ?
Aud loses its sweet savour !
— O prostrate Lands, cousult your agonies ! Lodere it within us ! — as the power of
light
VII
Lives inexhaustibly in precious gems,
Fixed on the front of Eastern diadems,
No more — the guilt is banished,
Aud, with the guilt, the shame is fled;
So shine our thaukfulness for ever bright!
And, with the guUt and shame, the Woe What ofEering, what transcendent monuhath vauished,
ment
Shaking the dust aud ashes from her Shall our sincerity to Thee present ?
170
head!
130 — Not work of hands; but trophies that
— No more — these liugeriugs of distress
may reach
To highest Heaveu — the labour of the
Sully the limpid stream of thaukfulness.
Soul;
What robe can Gratitude employ
That builds, as thy unerring precepts teach,
So seemly as the radiaut vest of Joy ?
Upon the internai conquests made by each,
What steps so suitable as those that move
In prompt obedience to spontaneous mea- Her hope of lasting glory for the whole.
sures
Yet will not heaveu disown uor earth gainsay
Of glory, and felicity, and love,
Surrendering the whole heart to sacred The outward service of this day;
Whether the worshippers entreat
pleasures ?
Forgiveness from God's mercy-seat;
VIII ,
Or thanks aud praises to His throne ascend
That He has brought our warfare to an
O Britaiu ! dearer far than lite is dear,
end,
i8i
If one there be
140
And that we need no second victory !
Of ali thy progeny
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Ha ! what a ghastly sight for man to
see;
And to the heavenly saints in peace who
dwell,
For a brief moment, terrible;
But, to thy sovereign penetration, fair,
Before whom ali things are, that were,
Ali judgments that have been, ore'er shall
be;
Links in the chain of thy tranquülity !
Along the bosom of this favoured Nation,
igO
Breathe Thou, this day, a vital undulation !
Let ali who do this land inherit
Be conscious of thy moving spirit !
Oh, 't is a goodly Ordinance, — the sight,
Though sprung from bleeding war, is one
of purê delight;
Bless Thou the hour, or ere the hour arrive,
When a whole people shall kneel down in
prayer,
And, at one moment, in one raptm^e, strive
With lip and heart to tell their gratitude
For thy protecting care,
200
Their solemn joy — praising the Eternal
Lord
For tyraimy subdued.
And for the sway of equity renewed.
For liberty con&med, and peace restored !

But in the bosom, with devout respect
The banner of our joy we wUl erect.
And streng^h of love our souls shall elevate:
For to a few collected in his name,
Their heavenly Father will incline an ear
Gracious to service hallowed by its aim; —
Awake ! the majesty of God revere !
60 — and with foreheadsmeekly bowed
•Present your prayers — go — and rejoice
aloud —
The Holy One will hear !
230
And what, 'mid silence deep, with faith sincere,
Ye, in your low and undisturbed estate,
Shall simply feel and purely meditate —
Of warnings — from the unprecedented
might,
Which, in our time, the impious have disclosed;
And of more arduous duties thence imposed
Upon the future advocates of right;
Of mysteries revealed.
And judgments unrepealed,
Of earthly revolution,
240
And final retribution, —
To his omniscience will appear
An offering not unworthy to find place,
On this high Day of Thanks, before the
Throne of Grace !

X
But hark — the summons ! — down the
ODE
placid lake
i8r6. 1816
Floats the soft cadence of the church-tower
bells;
I
Bright shines the Sun, as if his beams
would wake
Tmagination — ne'er before content,
But aye ascending, restless in her pride
The tender insects sleeping in their cells;
Bright shines the Svm — and not a breeze to From ali that martial feats could yield
shake
To her desires, or to her hopes present —
The drops that tip the melting icicles 210 Stooped to the Vietory, on that Belgic field,
Achieved, this closing deed magnificent,
O, enter now his temple gate !
Inviting words — perchance already flung
And with the embrace was satisíied.
(As the crowd press devoutly down the
— Fly, miiiisters of Fame,
aisle
With every help that ye from earth and
Of some old Minster's venerable pile)
heaven may claim !
From voices into zealous passion stung,
Bear throurfi the world these tidines of deWhile the tubed engine feels the inspiring
light !
10
blast.
— Hom^s, Days, and Months, have borne
And has begfun — its clouds of sound to
them in the sight
cast
Of mortais, hurfying like a sudden shower
Forth towards empyreal Heaven,
That landward stretches from the sea,
As if the fretted roof were riven.
The niorning's splendours to devour;
Vs, humbler ceremonies now await;
220 But this swift travei scorns the company
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Of irksome change, or threats from sadden- The peaceful guest advancing from afar.
ing power.
Bright be the Fabric, as a star
—The shock is given — the Adversaries Fresh risen, and beautiful within ! — there
meet
hleed —
Dependence infinite, proportion just;
Lo, Justice triumphs I Earth is freed !
A Pile that Grace approves, and Time can
Joyful annunciation ! — it went forth —
trust
It pierced the caverns of the sluggish
North —
20 With his most sacred wealth, heroic dust.
It fomid no barrier on the ridge
III
Of Andes — frozen gulphs became its
bridge —
But if the valiant of this land
The vast Pacific gladdens with the freight— In reverential modesty demand,
Upon the Lakes of Asia 't is bestowed —
That ali observance, due to them, be
The Arabian desert shapes a willing road
paid
Across her burning breast,
Where their serene progenitors are laid; 60
For this refreshing incense from the West! — Kings, warriors, high-souled poets, saint— Where snakes and lions breed,
like sages,
Where towns and cities thick as stars ap- England's illustrious sons of long, long
pear,
ages;
Wherever fruits are gathered, and where'er Be it not unordained that solemn rites,
The npturned soil reoeives the hopeful Within the circnit of those Gothic walls,
seed—
31 ,Shall be performed at pregnant interWhile the Sun mies, and cross the shades
vals;
of night —
Commemoration holy that unites
The unwearied arrow hath pursued its The living generations with the dead;
flight !
By the deep soul-moving sense
The eyes of good men thankfully give
Of religious eloquence, —
heed,
By visual pomp, and by the tie
70
And in its sparkling progress read
Of sweet and threatening harmony;
Of virtue crowned with glory's deathless
Soft notes, awful as the omen
meed:
Of destructive tempests coming,
Tyrants exnlt to hear of kingdoms won,
And escaping from that sadness
And slaves are pleased to leam that mighty
Into elevated gladness;
feats are done;
While the white-robed choir attendant,
Even the proud Realm, from whose disUnder mouldering banners pendant,
tracted borders
Provoke ali potent symphonies to raise
This messenger of good was launched in air,
Songs of victory and praise.
France, humbled France, amid her wild For them who bravely stood unhurt, or
disorders,
41
bled
80
Feels, and hereafter shall the truth de- W^ith medicable wounds, or found their
clare,
graves
That she too lacks not reason to rejoice.
Upon the battle field, or under ocean's
And ntter England's name with sadlywaves;
plausive voice.
Or were conducted home in single state,
And long procession — there to lie,
II
Where' their sons' sons, and ali posterity,
O genuine glory, pnre renown !
Unheard by them, their deeds shall celeAnd well might it beseem that mighty
brate !
Town
IV
Into whose bosom earth's best treasures
flow.
Nor will the God of peace and love
To whom ali persecuted men retreat;
Such martial service disapprove.
If a new Temple lift her votive brow
He guides the Pestilence — the cloud
High on the shore of silver Thames — to
Of locusts traveis on his breath;
90
greet
50
The region that in hope was ploughed.
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His drought consumes, his mildew taints
with death;
He springs the hushed Volcano's mine,
He puts the Earthquake on her still design,
Darkens the smi, hath bade the forest
sink.
And, drinking towns and cities, still can
drink
Cities and towns — 't is Thou — the work
is Thine ! —
The fierce tornado sleeps within thy
courts —
He hears the word — he flies —
And navies perish in their ports; loo
For Thou art angry with thine enemies 1
For these, and mourning for our errors.
And sins, that point their terrors,
We bow our heads before Thee, and we
laud
And magnify thy name, Almighty God !
But Man is thy most awful instrument,
In working out a pure intent;
Thou cloth'st the wicked in their dazzling
mail,
And for thy righteous purpose they prevail;
Thine arm from peril guards the coasts
Of them who in thy laws delight: m
Thy presence turns the scale of doubtful
flght,
Tremendous God of battles, Lord of Hosts !
V
Forbear: — to Thee —
Father and Judge of ali, with fervent
tongue
But in a gentler strain
Of eontemplation, by no sense of wrong,
^oo quick and keen) ineited to disdain
Of pity pleading from the heart in vain —
To Thee — To Thee —
120
Just God of christianised Humanity,
Shall praises be poured forth, and thanks
ascend,
That thou hast brought our warfare to an
end.
And that we need no second victory !
Blest, above measure blest,
If on thy love our Land her hopes shall
rest,
And ali the Nations labour to fullil
Thy law, and live henceforth in peaoe, in
pure good will.

INVOCATION TO THE EARTH
FEBRUARY 1816
1816. 1816
Composed immediately after the " Thanksgiving Ode," to which it may be considered aa
a second part.
I
" Rest, rest, perturbèd Earth !
O rest, thou doleful Mother of Mankind!"
A Spirit sang in tones more plaintive than
the wind:
" From regions where no evil thing has
birth
I come — thy stains to wash away,
Thy cherished fetters to unbind.
And open thy sad eyes upon a milder day.
The Heavens are thronged with martyrs
that have risen
From out thy noisome prison;
The penal caverns groan
10
With tens of thousands rent from off the
tree
Of hopeful life, — by battle's whirlwind
blown
Into the deserts of Eternity.
Unpitied havoc ! Victims unlamented !
But not on high, where madness is resented,
And murder causes some sad tears to flow,
Though, from the widely-sweeping blow,
The choirs of Angels spread, triumphantly
augmented.
II
" False Parent of Mankind !
Obdurate, proud, and blind,
20
I sprinkle thee with soft celestial dews,
Thy lost, maternal heart to re-infuse !
Scattering this far-fetched moisture from
my wings,
Upon the act a blessing I implore,
Of which the rivers in their secret springs,
The rivers stained so oft with human gore,
Are conscious; — may the like return no
more !
May Discord — for a Seraph's care
Shall be attended with a bolder prayer —
May she, who once disturbed the seats of
bliss
30
These mortal spheres above,
Be chained for ever to the black abyss.
And thou, O rescued Earth, by peace and
love.

ODE
And merciful desires, thy sanctity approve !"
The Spirit ended his mysterious rite,
And the pure YÍsion closed in darkness inlínite.
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Well obeyed was that eommand —
Whence bright days of festive beauty;
Haste, Virgins, haste!—the flowers which
summer gave
Have perished in the field;
But the green thickets plenteously shall yield
Fit garlands for the brave,
40
ODE
That will be welcome, if by you entwined;
Haste, Virgins, haste; and you, ye Matrons
1816. 1816
grave,
Carmina possumua
Go forth with rival youthfulness of mind.
Donare, et pretium dicere muneri.
Kon incisa notis marmora publicis,
And gather what ye find
Per quse spirítus et vita redit bonis
Of hardy laurel and wild holiy boughs —
Post mortem ducibus
To deck your stern Def enders'modest brows!
claxius indicant
Laudes» quam Pierides; neque,
Such simple gifts prepare,
Si chartae sileant quod bene feceris,
Though they liave gained a worthier meed;
Mercedem tuleris. — Hor. Cab. 8, Lib. 4.
And in due time shall share
I
Those palms and amaranthine wreaths 50
When the soft hand of sleep had closed Unto their martyred Countrymen decreed,
In realms where everlasting freshness
the latch
breathes !"
On the tired household of corporeal sense,
And Fancy, keeping unreluetant watch,
II
Was free her ohoicest favours to dispense;
And Io ! with crimson banners proudly
I saw, in wondrous pérspective displayed,
streaming.
A landseape more august than happiest skill
Of pencil ever clothed with lightand shade; And upright weapons innocently gleaming,
Along the surface of a spacious plain
An intermingled pomp of vale and hill,
City, and naval stream, suburban grove, 9 Advance in order the redoubted Bands,
And stately forest where the wild deer rove; And there receive green chaplets from the
hands
Nor wanted lurking hamlet, dusky towns,
Of a fair female train —
And scattered rural farms of aspeet bright;
Maids and Matrons, dight
And, here and there, between the pastoral
In robes of dazzling white;
60
downs,
While from the crowd burats forth a rapThe azure sea upswelled upon the sight.
turous noise
Fair prospect, such as Britain only shows !
By the cloud-capt hills retorted;
But not a living creature could be seen
And a throng of rosy boys
Through itswide circuit, that, in deep repose,
In loose fashion tell their joys;
And, even to sadness, lonely and serene,
Lay hushed; till — through a portal in the And grey-haired sires, on staifs supported,
sky
,9 Look round, and by their smiling seem to
say,
Brighter thanbrightest loop-hole,ina storm,
Opening bafore the sun's triumphant eye — Thus strives a grateful Country to display
The mighty debt which nothing can repay !
Issued, to sudden view, a glorious Form !
Earthward it glided with a swift descent:
III
Saint George himself this Visitant must be;
And, ere a thought could ask on what intent
Anon before my sight a palace rose
He sought the regions of Humanity,
Built of ali precious substanees,—so pure
A thrilling voice was heard, that vivifled
And exquisite, that sleep alone bestows 71
City and fleld and flood; —aloud it eried — Ability like splendour to endure:
" Though from my celestial home,
Entered, with streaming thousands, through
Like a Champion, armed I come; 30
the gate,
On my helm the dragon crest.
I saw the banquet spread beneath a Dome
And the red cross on my breast;
of state,
I, the Guardian of this Land,
A lofty Dome, that dared to emulate
Speak not now of toilsome duty;
The heaven of sable night
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With starry lustre; yet had power to
throw
Solemn effulgence, clear as solar light,
Upon a princely company below,
While the vault rang with chorai harmony,
Like some Nymph-haunted grot beneath
the roaring sea.
8i
— No sooner ceased that peal, than on the
verge
Of exultation hung a dirge
Breathed from a soft and lonely instrument,
That kindled recollections
Of agonised affections;
And, though some tears the strain attended,
The mournful passion ended
In peace of spirit, and sublime content !
IV
But garlands wither; festai shows depart,
90
Like dreams themselves; and sweetest
sound —
(Albeit of efEect profound)
It was — and it is gone !
Victorious England ! bid the silent Art
Reflect, in glowing hues that shall not fade,
Those high achievements; even as she arrayed
With seeond life the deed of Marathon
üpon Athenian walls;
So may she labour for thy civic halls;
And be the guardian spaces
100
Of oonsecrated places,
As noblygraced by Seulpture's patient toil;
And let imperishable Columns rise
Fixed in the depths of this courageous soil;
Expressive signals of a glorious strife,
And competent to shed a spark divine
Into the torpid breast of daily life; —
Records on which, for pleasure of ali eyes,
The morning sim may shine
With gratulation thoroughly benign 1 no
V
And ye, Pierian Sisters, sprung from Jove
And sage Mnemosyne, — full long debarred
From your first mansions, exiled ali too
long
From many a hallowed stream and grove,
Dear native regions where ye wont to rove,
Chanting for patriot heroes the reward
Of never-dying song!

Now (for, though Truth descending from
above
The Olympian summit hath destroyed for
aye
Your kindred Deities, Ye live and move, 120
Spared for obeisance from perpetuai love
For privilege redeemed of godlike sway)
Now, on the margin of some spotless fountain,
Or top serene of unmolested mountain,
Strike audibly the noblest of your lyres.
And for a moment meet the soul's desires!
That I, or some more favoured Bard, may
hear
What ye, celestial Maids ! have often sung
Of Britain's acts, — may catch it with rapt
6E.r,
129
And give the treasure to our British tongue!
So shall the characters of that proud page
Support their mighty theme from age to
age;
And, in the desert places of the earth,
When they to future empires have given
birth,
So shall the people gather and believe
The bold report, transferred to every
clime;
And the whole world, not envious but admiring.
And to the like aspiring,
Own — that the progeny of this fair Isle
Had power as lofty actions to achieve 140
As were performed in man's heroic prime;
Nor wanted, when their fortitude had held
Its even tenor, and the foe was quelled,
A corresponding virtue to beguUe
The hostile purpose of wide-wasting
• Time —
That not in vain they laboured to secure.
For their great deeds, perpetuai memory.
And fame as largely spread as land and sea,
By Works of spirit high and passion pure !
ODE
1816. 1816
I
Who rises on the banks of Seine,
And binds her temples with the civic
wreath ?
What joy to read the promise of her mien !
How sweet to rest her wide-spread wings
beneath !

THE FRENCH ARMY IN RÚSSIA
Üut they are ever playing,
And twinkling in the light,
And, if a brecze be straying,
That breeze she will invite;
And stands ou tiptoe, conscious she is fair,
And calls a look of love into her face, lo
And spreads her arms, as if the general air
Alone eould satisfy her wide embrace.
— Melt, Principalities, before her melt!
Her love ye hailed — her wrath have felt!
But She through many a change of form
hath gone,
And stands amidst you now an armèd creature,
Whose panoply is not a thing put on,
But the live seales of a portentous nature;
That, having forced its way from birth to
birth,
Stalks round — abhorred by Heaven, a terror to the Earth!
jo
II
I marked the breathings of her dragou
orest;
My Soul, a sorrowful interpreter,
In many a midnight visiou bowed
Before the ominous aspeet of her spear;
Whether the mighty beam, in scorn upheld,
Threatened her foes,— or, pompously at
rest,
Seemed to bisect her orbèd shield.
As stretches a blue bar of solid cloud
Across the setting sun and ali the fiery
west.
III
So did she daunt the Earth, and God
defy!
30
And, wheresoe'er she spread her sovereignty,
Pollution tainted ali that was most pure.
— Have we not known — and live we not
to tell —
That Justice seemed to hear her final
knell?
Faith buried deeper in her own deep breast
Her stores, and sighed to find them insecure !
And Hope was maddeued by the drops that
fell
From shades, her chosen place of shortlived rest.
Shame followed shame, and woe supplanted
woe —
Is this the only change that time cau show ?
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How long shall vengeance sleep? Ye patient Heaveus, how long ?
41
— lufirm ejaculation ! from the tongue
Of Nations wanting virtue to be strong
Up to the measure of aecorded might.
And daring not to feel the majesty of
right!
IV
Weak Spirits are there — who would ask,
Upon the pressure of a painful thing,
The lion's sinews, or the eagle's wing;
Or let their wishes loose, in forest-glade,
Among the lurking powers
50
Of herbs and lowly flowers,
Or seek,from saints above, miraculous aid—
That Man may be aecomplished for a task
Which bis own nature hath enjoined; —
and why ?
If, when that interference hath relieved
him,
He must sink down to languish
In worse thau f ormer helplessuess — and lie
Till the caves roar, — and, imbecility
Again engenderiug anguish,
The same weak wish returns, that had before deceived him.
60
V
But Thou, supreme Disposer ! may'st not
speed
The course of things, and change the creed
Which hath been held aloft before men's
sight
Since the first framing of societies,
Whether, as bards have told in ancient song,
Built up by soft seducing harmouies;
Or prest together by the appetite.
And by the power, of wrong.
THE FRENCH ARMY IN RÚSSIA
1812-13
1816. 1816
Humanity, delighting to behold
A fond reflectiou of her own decay,
Hath painted Winter like a traveller old,
Propped on a stafp, and, through the sullen
day,
In hooded mantle, limping o'er the plain.
As though bis weakness were disturbed by
pain:
Or, if a juster fancy should allow
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ON THE SAME OCCASION

An undisputed symbol of command,
The ehosen sceptre is a withered bough,
Infirmiy grasped within a palsied hand. lo
These emblems suit the helpless and forlom;
But mighty Winter the device shall scorn.
For he it was — dread Winter ! who beset,
Flinging round van and rear his ghastly net,
That host, when from the regions of the
Pole
They shrunk, insane ambition's barren
goal —
That host, as huge and strong as e'er defied
Their God, and placed their trnst in human
pride !
As fathers persecnte rebellious sons,
He smote the blossoms of their warrior
youth;
20
He called on Frosfs inexorable tooth
Life to consume in Manhood's firmest hold;
Nor spared the reverend blood that feebly
runs;
For why — unless for liberty enrolled
And sacred home — ah ! why should hoary
Age be bold ?
Fleet the Tartar's reinless steed,
But fleeter far the pinions of the Wind,
Whieh from Siberian caves the Monarch
freed,
And sent him forth, with squadrons of his
kind,
And bade the Snow their ample backs bestride,
30
And to the battle ride.
No pitying voice commands a halt,
No courage can repel the dire assault;
Distracted, spiritless, benumbed, and blind,
Whole legions sink, and, in one instant, flnd
Burial and death: look for them — and
descry,
When morn retums, beneath the clear blue
sky,
A somidless waste, a trackless vacancy !
ON THE SAME OCCASION
1816. 1816
Ye Storms, resound the praises of your
King!
And ye mild Seasons — in a sunny clime,
Midway on some high hill, while father
Time

Looks on delighted — meet in festal ring,
And loudand long of Winter's triumph sing!
Sing ye, with blossoms crowned, and fruits,
and flowers,
Of Winter's breath surcharged with sleety
showers,
And the dire flapping of his hoary wing !
Knit the blithe dance upon the soft green
grass;
With feet, hands, eyes, looks, lips, report
your gain;
Whisper it to the billows of the main.
And to the aerial zephyrs as they pass,
That old decrepit Winter — He hath slain
That Host, which rendered ali your bounties vain!
"BY MOSCOW SELF-DEVOTED
TO A BLAZE"
1816. 1832
By Moscow self-devoted to a blaze
Of dreadful sacrifica; by Russian blood
Lavished in fight with desperate hardihood;
The unfeeling Elements no claim shall raise
To rob our Human-nature of just praise
For what she did and suffered. Pledges
sure
Of a deliverance absolute and pure
She gave, if Faith might tread the beaten
ways
Of Providence. But now did the Most
High
Exalt his stUl small voice; — to quell that
Host
Gathered his power, a manifest ally;
He, whose heaped waves confounded the
proud boast
Of Pharaoh, said to Famine, Snow, and
Frost,
" Finish the strife by deadliest victory!"
THE GERMANS ON THE HEIGHTS
OF HOCHHEIM
1816. 1827
Abruptly paused the strife; — the field
throughout
Resting upon his arms each warrior stood,
Checked in the very act and deed of blood,
With breath suspended,likea listeningscout.
O Silence ! thou wert mother of a shout
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That through the texture of yoii aziire dome
Cleaves its glad way, a cry of harvest home
Uttered to Heaven in ecstasy devout!
The barrier Rhine hath flashed, through
battle-smoke,
On men who gaze heart-smitten by the
view,
As if ali Germany had felt the shock !
—Fly, wretched Gauls ! ere they the oharge
renew
Who have seen — themselves now casting
ofí: the yoke —
The unconquerable Stream his course pursue.
SIEGE OFVIENNA RAISED BY
JOHN SOBIESKI
FEBRUARY 1816
I816. 1816
Oh, for a kindling touch from that pure
flame
Which ministered, erewhile, to a sacrifice
Of gratitude, beneath Italian skies,
In words like these: " Up, Voice of song !
proclaim
Thy saintly rapture with celestial aim:
For Io ! the Imperial City stands released
From bondage threatened by the embattled
East,
And Christendom respires; from guilt and
shame
Redeemed, from miserable fear set free
By one day's feat, one mighty victory.
— Chant the Deliverer's praise in every
tongue !
The cross shall spread, the crescent hath
waxed dim;
He conquering, as in joyful Heaven is
sung,
He conqübring through God, and God
BY HIM."
OCCASIONED BY THE BATTLE
OF WATERLOO
FEBRUARY 1816
1816. 1816
(The last six lines intended for an Inscription.)
Intrepid sons of Albion ! not by you
Is life despised; ah no, the spacious earth

Ne'er saw a race who held, by right of
birth,
So many objects to which love is due:
Ye slight not life—to God and Nature true;
But death, becoming death, is dearer far,
When duty bids you bleed in open war:
Hence hath your prowess quelled that impious crew.
Heroes ! — for instant sacrifice prepared;
Yet filled with ardour and on triumph bent
'Mid direst shocks of mortal accident —
To you who fell, and you whom slaughter
spared
To guard the fallen, and consummate the
event,
Your Coimtry rears this sacred Monmnent!
OCCASIONED BY THE BATTLE
OF WATERLOO
FEBRUARY 1816
i8i6. 1816
The Bard — whose soul is meek as dawnmg day ,
Yet trained to judgments righteously severe,
Fervid, yet conversànt with holy fear,
As recognising one Almighty sway;
He — whose experienced eye can pierce the
array
Of past events; to whom, in visiou clear,
The aspiring heads of future things appear,
Like mountain-tops whose mists have rolled
away —
Assoiled from ali encumbrance of our time,
He only, if such breathe, in strains devout
Shall comprehend this victory sublime;
Shall worthily rehearse the hideous rout,
The triumph hail, which from their peaceful clime
Angels might welcome with a chorai shout !
"EMPERORS AND KINGS, HOW
OFT HAVE TEMPLES RUNG"
1816. 1827
Emperors and Kings, how oft have temples
■ rung
With impious thanksgiving, the Almighty's
scorn!
How oft above their altars have been hung
Trophies that led the good and wise to
moum
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FEELINGS OF A FRENCH ROYALIST

Triumphant wrong, battle of battle born,
And sorrow that to fruitiess sorrow clung !
Now, from Heaven-sanetioned victory,
Peace is sprung;
In this flrm hour Salvation lifts her horn.
Glory to arms ! But, oonsoious that the
nerve
Of popular reason, long mistrusted, freed
Your thrones, ye Powers, from duty fear
to swerve !
Be just, be grateful; nor, the oppressor's
creed
Reviving, heavier ehastisement deserve
Than ever foreed unpitied hearts to bleed.
FEELINGS OF A FRENCH ROYALIST, ON THE DISINTERMENT OF THE REMAINS OF
THE DUKE D'ENGHIEN
1816. 1816
Dear Reliques ! from a pit of vilest mould
Uprisen — to lodge among ancestral kings;
And to inflict shame's salutary stings
On the remorseless hearts of men grown old
In a blind worship; men perversely bold
Even to this hour, — yet, some shall now
forsake
Their monstrous Idol if the dead e'er
spake,
To warn the living; if truth were ever told
By aught redeemed out of the hollowgrave:
0 murdered Prinee ! meek, loyal, pious,
brave !
The power of retribution once was given:
But 't is a ruef ul thought that willow bands
So often tie the thunder-wielding hands
Of Justice sent to earth from highest
Heaven !
TRANSLATIÓN OF PART OF THE
FIRST BOOK OF THE .ENEID
i8i6. 1832
TO THE EDITORS OF THE PHILOLOGICAL
MUSEUM
Your letter, reminding me of an expectation
1 some time since held out to you of allowing
some specimens of my translation from the
^neid to be printed in the Philolo^cal Museum, was not very acceptable ; for I had abandoned the thought of ever sending into the
world any part of that experiment — for it

was nothing more — an experimeut begun for
amusement, and I now think a less fortunate
one than when I first named it to you. Having been displeased in modem translations
with the additions of incongruous matter, I began to translate with a resolve to keep clear of
that fault, by adding nothing; but I became
convinced that a spirited translation can
soarcely be accomplished in the English language without admitting a principie of compensation, On this point, however, I do not
wish to insist, and merely send the following
passage, taken at random, from a wish to comply with your request.
W. W.
But Cytherea, studious to invent
Arts yet untried, upon new counsels bent,
Resolves that Cupid, changed in form and
face
To young Ascanius, should assume his
place;
Present the maddening gifts, and kindle
heat
Of passion at the bosom's inmost seat.
She dreads the treacherous house, the
double tongue;
She burns, she frets — by Juno's rancour
stung;
The calm of night is powerless to remove
These cares, and thus she speaks to wingèd
Love:
10
" O son, my strength, my power ! who
dost despise
(What, save thyself, none dares through
earth and skies)
The giant-quelling boíts of Jove, I flee,
O son, a suppliant to thy deity !
What perils meet iEneas in his course,
How Juno's hate with imrelenting force
Pursues thy brother — this to thee is
known;
And oft-times hast thou made my griefs
thine own.
Him now the generous D ido by soft chains
Of bland entreaty at her court detains; 20
Junonian hospitalities prepare
Such apt occasion that I dread a snare.
Hence, ere some hostile God can intervene,
Would I, by previous wiles, inflame the
queen
With passion for ^neas, such strong love
That at my beck, mine only, she shall
move.
Hear, and assist; — the father's mandate
calls

TRANSLATION FROM FIRST BOOK OF THE ^NEID
His young Ascanius to the Tyrian walls;
He comes, my dear delight, — and costliest
things
Preserved from fire and flood for presents
brings.
30
Him will I take, and in elose covert keep,
'Mid groves Idaliau, lulled to gentle sleep,
Or on Cythera's far-sequestered steep,
That he may neither know what hope is
mine,
Nor by his presence traverse the design.
Do thou, but for a single night's brief space,
Dissemble; be that boy in form and face !
And when eniuptured Dido shall receive
Thee to her arms, and kisses interweave
With many a fond embrace, while joy rmis
high,
40
And goblets crown the proud festivity,
Instil thy subtle poison, and inspire,
At every touch, an unsuspected fire."
Love, at the word, before his mother's
sight
Puts off his wings, and walks, with proud
delight,
Like yomig lulus; but the gentlest dews
Of slumber Venus sheds, to circurafuse
The true Ascanius steeped in placid rest;
Then wafts him, cherished on her careful
breast,
Through upper air to an Idalian glade, 50
Where he on soft amaracus is laid,
With breathing flowers embraced, and fragrant shade.
But Cupid, following eheerily his guide
Achates, with the gifts to Carthage hie^;
And, as the hall he entered, there, between
The sharers of her golden couch, was seen
Reclined in festal pomp the Tyrian queen.
The Trojans, too (^neas at their head),
On couches lie, with purple overspread:
Meantime in canisters is heaped the bread,
Pellueid water for the hands is borne, 61
And napkins of smooth texture, finely
shorn.
Within are flfty handmaids, who prepare.
As they in orderstand, the dainty fare;
And fume the household deities with store
Of odorous incense; while a hundred more
Matched with an equal number of like
age,
But each of raanly sex, a docile page,
Marshal the banquet, giving with due grace
To cup or viand its appointed place.
70
The Tyrians rushing in, an eager band,
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Their painted couches seek, obedient to
command,
They look with wonder on the gifts — they
gaze
Upon lulus, dazzled with the rays
That from his ardent countenance are
flung.
And charmed to hear his simulating
tongue;
Nor pass unpraised the robe and veil
divine,
Round which the yellow flowers and wandering foliage twine.
But chiefly Dido, to the coming ill
Devoted, strives in vain her vast desires to
fill;
80
She views the gifts; upon the child then
turns
Insatiable looks, and gazing bums.
To ease a father's cheated love he hung
Upon ^neas, and around him clung;
Then seeks the queen; with her his arts he
tries;
She fastens on the boy enamoured eyes,
Clasps in her arms, nor weens (O lot unblest!)
How great a God, incumbent o'er her
breast,
Would fill it with his spirit. He, to
please
His Acidalian mother, by degrees
90
Blots out Sichaeus, studious to remove
The dead, by influx of a living love,
By stealthy entrance of a perilous guest.
Troubling a heart that had been long at
rest.
Now when the viands were withdrawn,
and ceased
The first division of the splendid feast,
While round a vacant board the chiefs recline,
Huge goblets are brought forth; they crown
the wine;
Voices of gladness roll the walls around;
Those gladsome voices from the courts rebound;
100
From gilded rafters many a blazing light
Depends, and torches overcome the night.
The minutes fly — till, at the queen's command,
A bowl of state is offered to her hand:
Then she, as Belus wont, and ali the line
From Belus, filled it to the brim with wine;
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A FACT AND AN IMAGINATION

Silence ensued. " O Júpiter, whose care
Is hospitable dealing, grant my prayer !
Productive day be this of lasting joy
To Tyrians, and these exiles driven from
Troy;
no
A day to future generations dear !
Let Bacchus, donor of soul-quick'ning
cheer,
Be present; kindly Juno, be thou near !
And, Tyrians, may your choicest favours
wait
Upon this hour, the bond to celebrate ! "
She spake and shed an offering on the
board;
Then sipped the bowl whence she the wine
had poured
Andgave to Bitias, urgiiig the prompt lord;
He raised the bowl, and took a long deep
draught;
Then every chief in turn the beverage
qualfed.
120
Graced with redundant hair, lopas sings
The lore of Atlas, to resounding strings,
The labours of the Sun, the lunar wanderings;
Whence human kiud, and brute; what
natural powers
Engender lightning, whence are falling
showers.
He haunts Areturus, — that fraternal twain,
The glittering Bears, — the Pleiads fraught
with rain;
— Why suns in winter, shxmning heaven's
steep heights
Post seaward, — wliat impedes the tardy
nights.
The learnèd song from Tyrian hearers
draws
130
Loud shouts, — the Trojans echo the applause.
— But, lengthening out the night with converse new,
Large draughts of love unhappy Dido drew;
Of Priam asked, of Hector— o'er and o'er —
What arms the son of bright Aurora
wore; —
What steeds the car of Dioraed could
boast;
Among the leaders of the Grecian host.
How looked Achilles, their dread paramount —
" But nay — the fatal wiles, O guest, recouut,
Retrace the Grecian cunning from its source.

Yourowngrief and your friends ?—your
wandering course;
14,
For now, till this seventh summer have ye
ranged
The sea, or trod the earth, to peace estranged."
A FACT, AND AN IMAGINATION
OR, CANUTE AND ALFRED, ON THE
SEASHORE
1816. 1820
The first and last fourteen Unes of this poem
each make a sonnet, and were composed as such;
but I thought that by intermediate lines they
might be connected so as to make a whole.
One or two expressions are taken from Milton's
History of England.
The Danish Conqueror, on his royal chair,
Mustering a face of haughty sovereignty,
To aid a covert purpose, cried — " O ye
Approaching Waters of the deep, that
share
With this green isle my fortunes, come not
where
Your Master's throne is set." — Deaf was
the Sea;
Iler waves rolled on, respecting his decree
Less than they heed a breath of wanton
air.
— Then Canute, rising from the invaded
throne,
Said to his servUe Courtiers, — " Poor the
, reach,
10
The undisguised extent, of mortal sway !
He only is a King, and he alone
Deserves the name (this truth the bUlows
preach)
Whose everlasting laws, sea, earth, and
heaven, obey."
This just reproof the prosperous Dane
Drew, from the influx of the main,
For some whose rugged northern mouths
would strain
At oriental flattery;
And Canute (fact more worthy to be
known)
From that time forth did for his brows
disown
20
The ostentatious symbol of a crown;
Esteeming earthly royalty
Contemptible as vain.
Now hear what one of elder days,

TO DORA

SSS

Planting his favourite silver diadem,
Nor he, nor minister of his — intent
To rim before him — hath enrolled me yet,
Though not unmenaced, among those who
lean
Upon a living stafE, with borrowed sight. 10
— O my own Dora, my belovèd chUd !
Should that day come — but hark ! the
birds salute
The cheerful dawn, brightening for me the
east;
For me, thy natural leader, once again
Impatient to conduet thee, not as erst
A tottering infant, with compliant stoop
From flower to flower supported; but to
curb
Thy nymph-like step swift-bounding o'er
the lawn,
Along the loose rocks, or the slippery verge
Of foaming torrents. — From thy orisons 20
Come forth; and, while the morning air is
yet
Transparent as the soid of innocent youth,
Let me, thy happy guide, now point thy
way.
And now precede thee, winding to and fro,
Till we by perseverance gain the top
Of some smooth ridge, whose brink precipitous
Kindles intense desire for powers withheld
TO DORA
From this corporeal frame; whereon who
1816. 1820
stands,
with strong incitement to push
The complaint in my eyes which gave occa- Is seized
forth
sion to this address to my daughter first His arms,
as swimmers use, and plunge —
showed itself as a consequence of inflammation,
dread thought,
30
eaught at the top of Kirkstone, when I was
over-heated by having carried up the ascent For pastime plunge — into the " abrupt
abyss," —
my eldest son, a lusty infant. FrequenÜy has
the disease reourred since, leaving my eyes in Where ravens spread their plumy vans, at
a state which has often prevented my reading
ease !
for months, and makes me at this day incaAnd yet more gladly thee would I conpable of bearing without injury any strong light
duet
by day or* night. My acquaintance with Through woods and spacious forests, — to
books has therefore been far short of my
behold
wishes; and on this acoount, to acknowledge
the services daily and hourly done me by my There, how the Original of human art,
Heaven-prompted Nature, measures and
family and friends, this note is written.
erects
Her temples, fearless for the stately work,
" A LITTLB onward lend ihy guiding Tiand
Though waves, to every breeze, its highTo these dark steps, a lütle further on ! "
arehed roof,
— What trick of memory to my voice hath
And storms the pillars rock. But we such
brought
schools
This mournful iteration ? For though
Of reverential awe will chiefly seek
40
Time,
The Conqueror, crowns the Conquered, on In the still summer noon, while beams of
light.
this brow
Rieli theme of England's fondest praise,
Her darling Alfred, might have spoken;
To cheer the remnant of his host
When he was driven from coast to coast,
Distressed and harassed, but with mind
unbroken:
" My faithful followers, Io ! the tide is
spent
30
That rose, and steadily advanced to flll
The shores and channels, working Nature's
will
Among the mazy streams that baokward
went,
And in the sluggish pools where ships are
pent:
And now, his task performed, the flood
stands still,
At the green base of many an inland hill,
In placid beauty and sublime content !
Such the repose that sage and hero flnd;
Such measured rest the sedulous and good
Of humbler name; whose souls do, like
the flood
40
Of Ocean, press right on; or gently wind,
Neither to be diverted nor withstood,
Until they reach the bounds by Heaven
assigned."
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TO

Reposing here, and in the aisles beyond
Traceably gliding through the dusk, recall
To mind the living presenças of nuns;
A gentle, pensive, white-robed sisterhood,
Whose saintly radianee mitigates the gloom
Of those terrestrial fabrics, where they
serve,
To Christ, the Sun of righteousness, espoused.
Now also shall the page of classic lore,
To these glad eyes froin bondage freed,
again
50
Lie open; and the book of Holy Writ,
Again unfolded, passage clear shall yield
To heights more glorious still, and into
shades
More awful, where, advancing hand in
hand,
We may be taught, O Darling of my care !
To oalm the affections, elevate the soul.
And consecrate our lives to truth and love.
TO
ON HER FIRST ASCENT TO THE SUMMIT
OF HELVELLYN
1816. 1820
Written at Rydal Mount. The lady was
Miss Blackett, then residing with Mr. Montagu
Burgoyne at Fox-Ghyll. We were terapted to
remãin too long upon the mountain; and I, imprudently, with the hope of shortening the way,
led her among the crags and down a steep
slope which entangled us in difficulties that
were met by her with much spirit and courage.
Inmate of a mountain-dwelling,
Thou hast clomb aloft, and gazed
From the watch-towers of Helvellyn;
Awed, delighted, and amazed !
Potent was the spell that bound thee,
Not unwilling to obey;
For bine Ether's arms, flung round thee,
Stilled the pantings of dismay.
Lo ! the dwindled woods and meadows;
What a vast abyss is there !
10
Lo ! the clonds, the solemn shadows,
And the glistenings — heavenly fair !
And a record of commotion
Which a thousand ridges yield;

Kidge, and gulf, and distant ocean
Gleaming like a silver shield !
Maiden ! now take flight; — inherit
Alps or Andes — they are thine 1
With the morning's roseate Spirit,
Sweep their length of snowy line;

jo

Or survey their bright dominions
In the gorgeous colours drest,
Flung from ofE the purple pinions,
Evening spreads throughout the west !
Thine are ali the coral fountains
Warbling in each sparry vault
Of the untrodden lunar movintains;
Listen to their songs ! — or halt.
To Niphates' top invited,
Whither spiteful Satan steered;
Or descend where the ark alighted,
When the green earth re-appeared;

30

For the power of hills is on thee,
As was witnessed through thine eye
Then, when old Helvellyn won thee
To confess their majesty !
VERNAL ODE
1817. 1820
Composed at Rydal Mount, to plaee in view
the iniraortality of succession where immortality is denied, as far as we know, to the individual creature.
Rerum Natura tota est nusquam magis qnam
niinimis. — Plin. Nat. Sist.
I
Beneath the concave of an April sky,
When ali the fields with fre^hest green
were dight,
Appeared, in presence of the spiritual eye
That aids or supersedes our grosser sight,
The form and rich habUiments of One
Whose countenance bore resemblance to
the sun,
When it reveals, in evening majesty,
Features half lost amid their own pure
light.
Poised like a weary cloud, in middle air
He hung, — then floated with angelio ease
(Softening that bright efBulgence by degrees)
n
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ODE TO LYCORIS

^ations from before thera sweeping,
Kegions in destruction steeping,)
But every awful note in unison
With that faint utterance, which tells
Of treasure sucked from buds and bells,
For the pure keeping of those waxen
cells j
loo
Where She — a statist prudent to confer
Upon the comnion weal; awarrior bold,
Radiant ali over with unburnished gold,
And armed with living spear for mortal
fight;
A cunning forager
That spreads no waste; a social builder;
one
In whom ali busy offices unite
With ali fine fimctions that afEord delight —
Safe througli the winter storm in quiet
dwells !
V
And is She brought within the power no
Of vision ? — o'er this tempting flower
Hovering until the petals stay
Her flight, and take its voice away ! —
Observe each wing ! — a tiny van !
The structure of her laden thigh,
How fragile ! yet of ancestry
Mysteriously remote and high;
High as the imperial front of man;
The roseate bloom on woman's cheek;
The soaring eagle's curvèd beak;
120
The white plnmes of the floating swan;
Old as the tiger*s paw, the lion's mane,
Ere shaken by that mood of stern disdain
At which the desert trembles. — Humming
Bee !
Thy sting was needless then, perchance unknown,
The seeds of malice were not sown;
Ali creatures met in peace, from fierceness
free,
And no pride blended with their dignity.
— Tears had notbroken from their source;
^or Anguish strayed from her Tartarean
den;
130
The golden years maintained a course
Not imdiversified though smooth and even;
We were not mocked with glimpse and
shadow then,
Bright Seraphs mixed familiarly with
men;
And earth and stars composed a universal
heaven !

ODE TO LYCORIS. May 1817
1817. 1820
The discerning reader, who is aware that in
the poem of !Ellen Irwin I was desirous of
throwing the reader at once out of the old ballad, so as, if possible, to preclude a comparison
between that mode of dealingwith the subject
and the mode I meant to adopt — may here
perhaps perceive that this poem originated in
the last four Unes of the íirst stanza. Those
specks of snow, reflected in the lake and so
transferred, as it were, to the subaqueous sky,
reminded me of the swaiis which the fancy of
the ancient classic poets yoked to the car of
Venus, Hence the tenor of the whole first
stanza, and the name of Lycoris, which — with
some readers who think my theology and classical allusion too far-fetched and therefore
more or less unnatm^al and afíected — will tend
to unrealise the sentiment that pervades these
verses. But surely one who has written so
much in verse as I have done may be allowed to
retrace his steps in the regions of fancy which
delighted him in his boyhood, when he first
became acquainted with the Greek and Koman
Poets. Before I read Virgil I was so strongly
attached to Ovid, whose Metamorphoses I read
at school, that 1 was quite in a passion whenever I found him, in books of criticism, placed
below Virgil. As to Homer, I was never
weary of travelling over the scenes through
which he led me. Classical literature affected
me by its own beauty. But the truths of scripture having been entrusted to the dead languages, and these fountains having been recently laid open at the Keformation, an importance and a sanctity were at that period attached to classical literature that extended, as
is obvious in Milton's Lycidas, for example,
both to its spirit and form in a degree that can
never be revived. No doubt the hackneyed
and lifeless use into which mythology fell towards the dose of the 17th century, and which
continued through the 18th, disgusted the general reader with ali allusion to it in modem
verse; and though, in deference to this disgust,
and also in a measure participating in it, 1 abstained in my earlier writings from ali introduction of pagan fable, surely, even in its
humble form, it may ally itself with real sentiment, as I can truly affirm it did in the present
case.
1
An age hath been when Earth was proud
Of lustre too intense
To be sustained; and Mortais bowed
The front in self-defence.
Who therxy if Dian's crescent gleamed.

VERNAL ODE
Till he had reached a summit sharp and
bare,
Where oft the venturous heifer drinks the
noontide breeze.
Upon the apex of that lofty cone
Alighted, there the Stranger stood alone;
Fair as a gorgeous Fabrio of the east
Suddenly raised by some enehanter's power,
Where nothing was; and flrm as some old
Tower
Of Britam's realm, whose leafy crest
Waves high, embellished by a gleaming
shower!
20
II
Beneath the shadow of bis purple wings
Rested a golden harp; — he touched the
strings;
And, after prelude of miearthly sound
Poured through the echoing hiíls around,
He sang —
"No wintry desolations,
Scorching blight or noxious dew,
Aifect my native habitations;
Buried in glory, far beyond the scope
Of man's inquiring gaze, but to bis hope
Imaged, though faintly, in the hue
30
Profound of mght's ethereal blue;
And in the aspect of each radiant orb; —
Some flxed, some wandering with no timid
curb:
But wandering star and fixed, to mortal
eye,
Blended in absolute serenity,
And free from semblance of decline; —
Fresh as if Evening brought their natal
hour,
Her darkness splendour gave, her silenee
power
To testify of Love and Grace divine.
III
" What if those bright fires
40
Shine subject to decay.
Sons haply of extinguished sires,
Themselves to lose their light, or pass away
Like clouds before the wind,
Be thanks pom-ed out to Him whose hand
bestows,
Nightly, on human kind
That vision of endurance and repose.
— And though to every draught of vital
breath
Renewed throughout the bounds of earth or
ocean,
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The melancholy gates of Death
50
Respond with sympathetic motion;
Though ali that feeds on nether air,
Howe'er magnificent or fair,
Grows but to perish, and entrust
Its ruins to their kindred dust;
Yet, by the Almighty's ever-during care,
Her procreant vigils Nature keeps
Amid the unfathomable deeps;
And saves the peopled fields of earth
From dread of emptiness or dearth.
60
Thus, in their stations, lifting tow'rd the
sky
The foliaged head in cloud-like majesty,
The shadow-casting race of trees survive:
Thus, in the traiu of Spring, arrive
Sweet flowers; — what living eye hatb
viewed
Their myriads ? — endlessly renewed,
Where ver strikes the sun's gladray;
Where'er the subtle waters stray;
Wherever sportive breezes bend
Their course, or genial showers deseend !
Mortais, rejoioe ! the very Angels quit 71
Their mansions imsusceptible of change,
Amid your pleasant bowers to sit.
And through your sweet vicissitudes to
range ! "
IV
Oh, nursed at happy distance from the cares
Of a too-anxious world, mild pastoral
Muse !
That, to the sparkling crown Urania wears.
And to her sister Glio's laurel wreath,
Prefer'st a garland culled from purple
heath,
Or blooming thicket moist with morning
dews;
80
Was such bright Spectacle vouchsafed to
me ?
And was it granted to the simple ear
Of thy contented Votary
Such melody to hear !
Him rather suits it, side by side with thee,
Wrapped in a fit of pleasing indolence,
Wliile thy tired lute hangs on the hawthomtree.
To lie and listen — till o'er-drowsèd sense
Sinks, hardly conscious of the influence —
To the soft murmur of the vagrant Bee. 90
— A slender sound ! yet hoary Time
Doth to the Soul exalt it with the chime
Of ali his years; — a company
Of ages coming, ages gone;

TO THE SAME
Or Cupid's sparkling arrow streamed,
While on the wing the Urchin played,
Could fearlessly approach the shade ?
— Enough for one soft vernal day,
If I, a bard of ebbing time,
lo
And nurtured in a fickle olime,
May haunt this hornèd bay;
Whose amorous water multiplies
The flitting halcyou's vivid dyes;
And sinooths her liquid breast — to show
These swan-like speoks of mountain snow,
White as the pair that slid along the
plaius
Of heaven, when Venus held the reins !
II
In youth we love the darksome lawn
Brushed by the owlefs wing;
20
Then, Twilight is preferred to Dawn,
And Autumn to the Spring.
Sad fancies do we then affect,
In luxury of disrespect
To our own prodigal excess
Of too familiar happiness.
Lycoris (if such name beflt
Thee, thee my life's celestial sign !)
When Nature marks the year's decline,
Be ours to welcome it;
30
Pleased with the harvest hope that runs
Before the path of milder suns;
Pleased wliile the sylvan world displays
Its ripeness to the feeding gaze;
Pleased when the sullen winds resound the
knell
Of the resplendent miracle.
III
But something whispers to my heart
That, as we downward tend,
Lycoris ! life requires an art
To which our souls must bend;
40
A skill — to balance and supply;
And, ere the flowing fomit be dry,
As soon it must, a sense to sip,
Or drüik, with no fastidious lip.
Then welcome, above ali, the Guest
Whose smiles, düfused o'er land and sea,
Seem to recall the Deity
Of youth into the breast:
May pensive Autumn ne'er present
A claim to her disparagement!
50
While blossoms and the budding spray
Inspire us in our own decay;
Still, as we nearer draw to life's dark goal
Be hopeful Spring the favourite of the Soul!

SS9

TO THE SAME
1817. 1820
This 33 well as the preceding and the two
that follow were composed in front of Rydal
Mount and during- my walks in the neighbourhood. Nine-tenths of my verses hare been
murmured out in the open air; and here let
me repeat what I believe has already appeared
in print. One day a strang-er having walked
round the garden and grounda of Kydal Monnt
asked one of the female servants, who happened to be at the door, permission to see her
master's study. " This," said she, leading him
forward, " is my master'3 library where he
keeps his books, but his study is out of doors."
After a loiig absence from home it has more
than once happened that some one of my cottage neighbours has said — " Well, there he is;
we are glad to hear him booing about again."
Once more, in excuse for so mueh egotism, let
me 8ay, these notes are written for my familiar
friends, and at their earnest request. Aiiother
time a gentleman whom James had conducted
through the grounds asked him what kind of
plants throve best there : after a little consideration he answered — " Laurels." *' That is,"
said the stranger, ' * as it should be; don't you
know that the laurel is the emblem of poetry,
and that poets used on public oceasions to be
erowned with it ? " James stared when the
question was first put, but was doubtless mueh
pleased with tbe information.
Ekough of climbingtoil! — Ambitiontreads
Here, as 'mid busier scenes, ground steep
and rough,
Or slippery even to peril ! and each step,
As we for most uncertain recompence
Mount toward the empire of the fickle clouds,
Each weary step, dwarflng the world below,
Induces, for its old familiar siglits,
Unacceptable feelings of contempt,
With wonder mixed — that Man could e'er
be tied,
In anxious bondage, to such nice array 10
And formal fellowsbip of petty things !
— Oh ! 't is thé heart that magnifies this
life,
Makiug a truth and beauty of her own;
And moss-grown alleys, circumscribing
shades.
And gurgling rills, assist her in the work
More efficaciously than realms outspread,
As in a map, before the adventurer's gaze —
Ocean and Earth contending for regard.
The umbrageous woods are left — how
far beneath!
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THE LONGEST DAY

But Io ! where darkness seems to guard the Let us quit the leafy arbour.
mouth
20 And the torrent murmuring by;
Of yon wild cave, whose jaggèd brows are For the sun is in his harbour,
fringed
Weary of the open sky.
With flaccid threads of ivy, in the still
And sultry air, depending motionless.
Evening now unbinds the fetters
Yet cool the space within, and not uncheered Fashioned by the glowing light;
(As whoso enters shall ere long perceive)
Ali that breathe are thankful debtors
By stealthy influx of the timid day
To the harbinger of night.
Mingling with night, such t wilight tocompose
As Numa loved; when, in the Egerian grot, Yet by some grave thoughts attended
From the sage Nymph appearing at his wish, Eve renews her calm career:
„
He gained whate'er a regai mind might ask, For the day that now is ended,
Or need, of comisel breathed through lips Is the longest of the year.
divine.
31
Long as the heat shall rage, let that dim Dora ! sport, as now thou sportest,
cave
On this platform, light and free;
Protect us, there deciphering as we may
Take thy bliss, while longest, shortest.
Diluvian records; or the sighs of Earth
Are indilferent to thee !
Interpreting; or counting for old Time
His minutes, by reiterated drops,
Who would check the happy feeling
Audible tears, from some invisible source
That inspires tlte linnefs song ?
That deepens upon fancy — more and more Who would stop the swallow, wheeling
Drawn toward the centre whence those On her pinions swift and strong ?
2(
sighs creep forth
To awe the lightness of humanity:
40 Yet at this impressive season,
Or, shutting up thyself within thyself,
Words which tenderness can speak
There let me see thee sink into a mood
From the truths of homely reason,
Of gentler thought, protracted till thine eye Might exalt the loveliest cheek;
Be calm as water when the winds are
gone.
while shades to shades succeeding
And no one can tell whither. Dearest And,
Steal the landscape from the sight,
friend !
I would urge this moral pleading,
We two have known such happy hours Last
forerunner of " Good night! "
together
That, were power granted to replace them
SuMMER ebbs; — each day that folio ws
(fetched
3c
From out the pensive shadows where they Is a reflux from on high,
Tending to the darksome hollows
lie)
In the flrst warmth of their original sun- Where the frosts of winter lie.
shine,
Loth should I be to use it: passing sweet 50 He who governs the creation,
In his providence, assigned
Are the domains of tender memory !
Such a gradual declination
To the life of human kind.
THE LONGEST DAY
Yet we mark it not; — fruits redden,
ADDRESSED TO MY DAUGHTER
Fresh flowers blow, as flowers have blown,
And the heart is loth to deaden
1817. 1820
Hopes that she so long hath known.
40
Suggested by the sight of my daughter
(Dora) playing in front of Kydal Monnt; and
composed in a great measure the same after- Be thou wiser, youthful Maiden !
Doon. I have often wished to pair thia poem And when thy decline shall come,
npon the longest with one upon the shortest, day, Let not flowers, or boughs fruit-laden,
and regret even now that it has not been done. 1 Hide the knowledge of thy doem.

THE PASS OF KIRKSTONE
Kow, even now, ere wrapped in slumber,
Fix thine eyes upon the sea
That absorbs time, spaoe, and number;
Look thou to Eternity !
Follow thou the flowing river
On whose breast are thither borne
Ali deeeived, and eaeh deeeiver,
Through the gates of night and morn;

50

Throiigh the year's successive portais;
Through the bounds which many a star
Marks, not mindless of frail mortais
When his light returns from far.
Thus when thou with Time hast travelled
Toward the mighty gulf of things,
And the mazy stream unravelled
With thy best imaginings;
60
Think, if thou on beauty leanest,
Think how pitiful that stay,
Did not virtue give the meanest
Charms superior to decay.
Duty, like a strict preceptor,
Sometimes frowns, or seems to frown;
Choose lier thistle for thy sceptre,
While youth's roses are thy crown.
Grasp it, — if thou shrink and tremble,
Fairest damsel of the green,
70
Thou wilt laek the only symbol
That proclaims a genuine queen;
And ensures those palms of lionour
Which selected spirits wear,
Bending low before the Donor,
Lord of heaven's unchanging year !
HINT FROM THE MOUNTAINS
FOR CERTAIN POLITICAL PRETENDERS
1817. 1820
Bnnches of fern may often be aeen wheeling'
about in the wind ag here described. The particular buneh that suggested these verses waa
noticed in the Pass of Dunmail Raise. The
verses -vvere composed in 1817, but the application is for ali times and places.
" WHO but hails the sigbt with pleasure
When the wings of genius rise,

Their ability to measure
With great enterprise;
But in man was ne'er such daring
As yon Hawk exhibits, pairing
His brave spirit with the war in
The stormy skies !
" Mark him, how his power he uses,
Lays it by, at will resumes !
Mark, ere for his haunt he chooses
Clouds and utter glooras !
There, he wheels in downward mazes;
Sunward now his flight he raises,
Catches fire, as seems, and blazes
With uninjured plumes !" —
ANSWER
" Stranger, 't is no aot of courage
Which aloft thou dost discern;
No bold hird gone forth to forage
'Mid the tempest stern;
But such mockery as the nations
See, when public perturbations
Lift men from their native stations
Like yon Tuft of fern;

10

20

"Such it is; the aspiring creature
Soaring on undaunted wing,
(So you fancied) is by nature
A dull helpless thing,
Dry and withered, light and yellow; —
That to be the tempest's fellow •'
30
Wait — and you shall see how hollow
Its endeavouring!"
THE PASS OF KIRKSTONE
1817. 1820
Written at Rydal Mount. Thoughts and
feelings of many walks in ali weathers, by day
and night, over this Pass, alone and with beloved friends.
I
WITHIN the mind strong fancies work.
A deep delight the bosom thrills
Oft as I pass along the fork
Of these fraternal hills:
Where, save the rugged road, we find
No appanage of human kind,
Nor hint of man; if stone or rock
Seem not his handywork to mock
By something cognizably shaped;
Mockery — or model roughly hewn,
10
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LAMENT OF MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS

And left as if by earthquake strewn,
Or from the Flood escaped:
Altars for Druid service fit
(But where no fire was ever lit,
Ünless the glow-worm to the skies
Thence offer nightly sacrifica);
Wrinkled Egyptian monument;
Green moss-grown tower; or hoary tent;
Tents of a camp that never sball be razed —
On which four thousand years have gazed!
II
Ye plough-shares sparkling on the slopes! 21
Ye snow-white lambs that trip
Imprisoned 'mid the formal props
Of restless ownership !
Ye trees, that may to-morrow fali
To feed the insatiate Prodigal!
Lawns, houses, chattels, groves, and fields,
Ali that the fertile valley shields;
Wages of folly — baits of crime,
Of life's uneasy game the stake,
30
Playthings that keep the eyes awake
Of drowsy, dotard Time; —
O care ! O guilt! — O vales and plains,
Here, 'mid his own unvexed domains,
A Genius dwells, that can subdue
At once ali memory of You, —
Most potent when mists veil the sky,
Mists that distort and magnify;
While the coarse rushes, to the sweeping
breeze,
Sigh forth their ancient melodies !
40
III
List to those shriller notes ! — that march
Perchance was on the blast,
When, through this Height's inverted arch,
Eome's earliest legion passed !
— They saw, adventurously impelled,
And older eyes than theirs beheld,
This block — and yon, whose church-like
frame
Gives to this savage Pass its name.
Aspiring Road ! that lov'st to hide
Thy daring in a vapoury boum,
50
Not seldom may the hour return
When thou shalt be my guide:
And I (as ali men may find cause,
When life is at a weary pause,
And they have panted up the hül
Of duty with reluctant will)
Be thankful, even though tired and faint,
For the rich bounties of constraint;

Whence oft invigorating transports flow '
That choice lacked courage tó bestow ! 60
IV
My Soul was grateful for delight
That wore a threatening brow;
A veil is lifted — can she slight
The scene that opens now ?
Though habitation none appear,
The greenness tells, man must be there;
The shelter — that the pérspective
Is of the clime in which we live;
Where Toil pursues his daily round;
Where Pity sheds sweet tears — and Love,
In woodbine bower or birchen grove,
71
Inflicts his tender wound.
— Who comes not hither ne'er shall know
How beautiful the world below;
Nor can he guess how lightly leaps
The brook adown the rocky steeps.
Farewell, thou desolate Domain !
Hope, pointing to the cultured plain,
Carols like a shepherd-boy;
And who is she ? — Can that be Joy ! 80
Who, with a sunbeam for her guide,
Smoothly skims the meadows wide;
While Faith, from yonder opening cloud,
To hill and vale proclaims aloud,
" Whate'er the weak may dread, the wicked
dare,
Thy lot, O Man, is good, thy portion, fair !"
LAMENT OF MARY QUEEN OF
SCOTS
ON THE EVE OF A NEW YEAR
1817. 1820
This arose out of a ilash of moonlight that
struck the grouncl when I was approachin^
the steps that lead from the garden at Rydal
Mount to the front of the house. " From her
sunk eye a stagnant tear stole forth " is taken,
with some loss, from a disearded poem, " Thf
Convict," in which occurred, when he was diseovered lying in the cell, these lines; —
" But now he upraises the deep-sunken eye,
The motion unsettles a tear ;
The sílenee of sorrow ít seems to supply
And asks of me — why I am here."
X
Smilb of the Moon ! — for so I name
That silent greeting from above;
A gentle flash of light that came
From her whom drooping captives love;

SEQUEL TO THE " BEGGARS," 1802
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Can I be prond that jealous fear
Or art thou of still higher birth ?
Of what I was remains.
Thou that didst part the clouds of earth,
My torpor to reprove !
VIII
II
A Woman rules my prison's key;
50
A sister Queen, against the bent
Bright boon of pitying Heaven ! — alas,
Of law and holiest sympathy,
I may not trust thy placid cheer !
Pondering that Time to-night will pass 10 Detains me, doubtful of the event;
Great God, who feePst for my distress,
The threshold of another year;
My thoughts are ali that I possess,
For years to me are sad and dull;
0 keep them innocent!
My very moments are too full
Of hopelessness and fear.
IX
III
Farewell desire of human aid,
Which abject mortais vainly court!
And yet, the soul-awakening gleam,
By friends deceived, by foes betrayed,
That struck perchance the farthest cone
Of fears the prey, of hopes the sport; 60
Of Scotland's rocky wilds, did seem
Nought but the world-redeeming Cross
To visit me, and me alone;
Is able to supply my loss,
Me, unapproached by any friend,
Save those who to my sorrows lend
20 My burthen to support.
Tears due unto their own.
X
IV
Hark ! the death-note of the year
Sounded by the castle-olock !
To-night the churoh-tower bells will ring
From her sunk eyes a stagnant tear
Through these wild realms a festive peal;
Stole forth, unsettled by the shock;
To the new year a welcoming;
But oft the woods renewed their green,
A tmieful offering for the weal
Ere the tired head of Scotland's Queen
Of happy millions lulled in sleep;
Reposed upon the block !
70
While I am forced to watch and weep,
By wounds that may not heal.
V
SEQUEL TO THE " BEGGARS," 1802
Born ali too high, by wedlock raised
COMPOSED MANY YEARS AFTER
Still higher — to be cast thus low !
30
Would that mine eyes had never gazed
1817. 1827
On aught of more ambitions show
Than the sweet flowerets of the fields
WHERE are they now, those wanton Boys ?
— It is my royal state that yields
For whose free range the dsedal earth
Was filled with animated toys.
This bitterness of woe.
And injplements of frolic mirth;
VI
With tools for ready wit to guide;
And ornaments of seemlier pride,
Yet how ? — for I, if there be truth
More fresh, more bright, than princes wear;
In the world's voice, was passing fair;
For what one moment flung aside,
And beauty, for confldlng youth,
Another could repair;
Those shocks of passion can prepare
10
That kill the bloom before its time;
40 What good or evil have they seen
Since I their pastime witnessed here,
And blanch, without the owner's crime,
Their daring wiles, their sportive cheer ?
The most resplendent hair.
1 ask — but ali is dark between !
VII
They met me in a genial hour,
When universal nature breathed
Unblest distinction ! showered on me
As with the breath of one sweet flower, —
To bind a lingering life in ohains:
A time to overrule the power
Ali that could quit my grasp, or flee,
Of discontent, and check the birth
Is gone; — but not the subtle stains
Of thoughts with better thoughts at strife,
Fixed in the spirit; for even here

THE PILGRIM'S DREAM
The most familiar bane of life
20
Since parting Innocence bequeathed
Mortality to Earth!
Soft clouds, the whitest of the year,
Sailed through the sky— the brooks ran clear;
The lambs from rock to rock were bounding;
With songs the budded groves resounding;
And to my heart are still endeared
Thethoughts withwhieh it thenwas cheered;
The faith whieh saw that gladsome pair
Walk through the fire with unsinged hair.
Or, if such faith must needs deceive — 31
Then, Spirits of beauty and of grace,
Associates in that eager chase;
Ye, who within the blameless mind
Your favourite seat of empire fiiid —
Kind Spirits ! may we not believe
That they, so happy and so fair
Through your sweet influence, and the care
Of pitying Heaven, at least were free
Trom toueh of deadly injury ?
40
Destined whate'er their earthly doom,
For mercy and immortal bloom !
THE PILGRIM'S DREAM
OR, THE STAR AND THE GLOW-WORM
1818. 1820
I distinctly reeollect the evening when these
verses were suggested in 1818. It was on the
road between Rydal and Grasmere, where Glowworms abonnd. A Star was shining above the
ridge of Loughrigg Fell, just opposite. I remember a critic, in some review or other, crying
out against this piece. " What so monstrous,"
said he, " as to make a star talk to a glowworm! " Poor fellow 1 we know from this
sage obserration what the " primroae on the
rÍTer's brim was to hira."
A PiLGRiM, when the summer day
Had closed upon bis weary way,
A lodging begged beneath a castle's roof;
But him the haughty Warder spurned;
And from the gate the Pilgrim turned,
To seek such covert as the field
Or heath-besprinkled copse might yield,
Or lofty wood, shower-proof.
He paced along; and, pensively,
Halting beneath a shady tree,
lo
Whose moss-grown root might serve for
couch or seat,
Fixed on a Star bis upward eye;
Then, from the tenant of the sky
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He turned, and watched with kindred look,
A Glow-worm, in a dusky nook,
Apparent at bis feet.
The murmur of a neighbouring stream
Induced a soft and slumbrous dream,
A pregnant dream, within whose shadowy
bounds
He recognised the eartb-born Star,
20
And That whieh glittered from afar;
And (strange to witness !) from the frame
Of the ethereal Orb, there came
Intelligible sonnds.
Mucb did it taunt the humble Light
That now, when day was fled, and night
Hushed the dark earth, fast closing weary
eyes,
A very reptile eould presume
To show her taper in the gloom.
As if in rivalship with One
30
Who sate a ruler on bis throne
Erected in the skies.
" Exalted Star ! " the Worm replied,
" Abate this unbecoming pride,
Or with a less uneasy lustre shine;
Thou shrink'st as momently thy rays
Are mastercd by the breathing haze;
While neither mist, nor thickest cloud
That shapes in heaven its murky shroud,
Hath power to injure mine.
40
But not for this do I aspire
To match the spark of local fire,
That at my will burns on the dewy lawn,
With thy acknowledged glories; — No !
Yet, thus upbraided, I may show
What favours do attend me here,
Till, like thyself, I disappear
Before the purple dawn."
When this in modest guise was said,
Across the welkin seemed to spread
50
A boding sound—for aught but sleep unfit !
Hills quaked, the rivers baokward ran;
That Star, so proud of late, looked wan;
And reeled with visionary stir
In the blue depth, like Lucifer
Cast headlong to the pit!
Fire raged: and, when the spangled floor
Of ancient ether was no more,
New heavens sueceeded, by the dream
brought forth:

INSCRIPTIONS
And ali the happy Souls that rode
60
Transfigured through that fresh abode,
Had heretofore, in humble trust,
Shone meekly 'mid their native dust,
The Glow-worms of the earth !
This knowledge, from an AngeFs voiee
Proceeding, made the heart rejoice
Of Him who slept upon the open lea:
Waking at morn he murmured not;
And, till life's journey closed, the spot
Was to the Pilgrim's soul endeared,
70
Where by that dream he had been cheered
Beneath the shady tree.
INSCRIPTIONS
SUPPOSED TO BE FOUND IN AND NEAR A
hermit's CELL
1818. 1820
I
Hopes, what are they ? — Beads of morning
Strung ou slender blades of grass;
Or a spider's web adorning
In a strait and treacherous pass.
What are fears but voiees airy ?
Whispering harm where harm is not;
And deluding the unwary
Till the fatal bolt is shot!
What is glory ? — iii the socket
See how dying tapers fare !
What is pride ? — a whizzing rooket
That would emulate a star.

10

Bright, as if through ether steering,
To the TraTeller's eye it shone:
He hath hailed it re-appearing —
And as quickly it is gone;
Such is Joy — as quickly hidden,
Or mis-shapen to the sight,

And by sullen weeds forbidden
To resume its native light.
What is youth ? — a dancing billow,
(Winds behind, and roeks before !)
Age ? — a drooping, tottering willow
On a flat and lazy shore.

II
INSCRIBED UPON A ROCK
The inonument of ice here spoken of I observed while ascending the middle road of the
three ways that lead from Rydal to Grasmere.
It was on my right hand, and my eyes were
upon it when it fell, as told in these lines.
Pause, Traveller S whosoe'er thou be
Whom chance may lead to this retreat,
Where silence yields reluctantly
Even to the fleecy straggler's bleat;
Give voice to what my hand shall trace,
And fear not lest an idle Sound
Of words unsuited to the place
Disturb its solitude profound.
I saw this Rock, while vernal air
Blew softly o'er the russet heath,
Uphold a Monument as fair
As church or abbey furnisheth.

My fancy kindled as I gazed;
And, ever as the sun shone forth,
The flattered structure glistened, blazed,
And seemed the proudest thing on earth
20

30

What is peace ? — when pain is over,
And love ceases to rebel,
Let the last faint sigh discover
That precedes the passing knell!

ünsullied did it meet the day,
Like marble, white, like ether, purê;
As if, beneath, some hero lay,
Honoured with costliest sepulture.

What is friendship ? — do not trust her,
Nor the vows which she has made;
Diamonds dart their brightest lustre
From a palsy-shaken head.
What is truth ? — a stafE rejeeted;
Duty ? — an unwelcome clog;
Joy ? — a moou by fits reflected
In a swamp or watery bog;
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But frost had reared the gorgeous Pile
Unsound as those which Fortune builds To undermine with secret guile,
Sapped by the very beam that gilds.
And, while I gazed, with sudden shock
Fell the whole Fabric to the ground;
And naked left this dripping Rock,
With shapeless ruin spread around !
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III
Where the second quarry now is, as you pass
from Kydal to Grasmere, there was formerly
a length of smooth rock that sloped towards
the road, on the right hand. I used to call it
Tadpole Slope, from haying frequently observed there the water-hubbles gliding under
the ice, exactly in the shape of that creature.
Hast thou seen, with flash incessant,
Bubbles gliding under ice,
Bodied forth and evanescent,
No one knows by what de vice ?
Such are thoughts ! — A wind-swept meadow
Mimicking a troubled sea,
Such is life; and death a shadow
From the rock pternity !
IV
NEAR THE SPRING OF THE HERMITAGE
Troubled long with warring notions,
Long impatient of thy rod,
I resign my soul's emotions
Unto Thee, mysterious God !
What avails the kindly shelter
Yielded by this craggy rent,
If my spirit toss and welter
On the waves of discontent ?
Parching Summer hath no warrant
To consume this crystal Well;
Rains, that make each rUl a torrent,
Neither sully it nor swell.
Thus, dishonouring not her station,
Would my Life present to Thee,
Gracious God, the pure oblation
Of divine tranquillity !
V
Not seldom, clad in radiant vest,
Deceitfully goes forth the Morn;
Not seldom Evening in the west
Sinks smilingly forswom.
The smoothest seas will sometúnes prove,
To the confiding Bark, untrue;
And, if she trust the stars above,
They can be treacherous too.
The umbrageous Oak, in pomp outspread
Full oft, when storms the welkin rend.

Draws lightning down upon the head
It promised to defend.
But Thou art true, incarnate Lord,
Who didst vouchsafe for man to die;
Thy smile is sure, thy plighted word
No change can falsify !
I bent before thy gracious throne.
And asked forpeace on suppliant knee;
And peace was given, — nor peace alone,
But faith sublimed to ecstasy !
COMPOSED UPON AN EVENING
OF EXTRAORDINARY SPLENDOUR AND BEAUTY
1818. 1820
Felt, aud in a great measure composed upon
the little mount in frout of our abode at Rydal.
In concluding my notices of this class of poema
it may be as well to observe that among the
" Miseellaneous Sonnets " are a few alluding
to morning impressiona which might be read
with mutual benefit in connection with these
"Evening Voluntaries." See, for example,
that one on Westminster Bridge, that composed
on a May moming, the one on the song of the
Thrush, and that beginning — " While beams
of orient light shoot wide and high."
I
Had this efPulgence disappeared
With flying haste, I might have sent,
Among the speechless clouds, a look
Of blank astonishment;
But 't is endued with power to stay,
And sanctify one closing day,
That frail Mortality may see —
What is ? — ah no, but what can be !
Time was when field and watery cove
With modulated echoes rang,
10
While choirs of fervent Angels sang
Their vespers in the grove;
Or, crowning, star-like, each some sovereign
height,
Warbled, for heaven above and earth below,
Strains suitable to both. — Such holy rite,
Methinks, if audibly repeated now
From hill or valley, could not move
Sublimer transport, purer love,
Than doth this silent spectacle — the
gleam —
The shadow — and the peace supreme ! 20

SUGGESTED BY MR. W. WESTALL'S VIEWS
II
No sound is uttered, —but a deep
And solemn harmony pervades
The hollow vale from steep to steep,
And penetrates the glades.
Far-distant images draw nigh,
Called forth by wondrous poteney
Of beamy radiance, that imbues,
Whate'er it strikes, witb gem-like hues !
In vision exquisitely clear,
Herds range along the mountain side; 30
And glistening antlers are descried;
And gilded flocks appear.
Thine is the tranquil hour, purpureal Eve !
But long as god-like wish, or hope divine,
Informs my spirit, ne'er can I believe
That this magniflcence is wholl}' thine !
— From worlds not quickened by the sun
A portion of the gift is won;
An intermingling of Heaven's pomp is
spread
On ground which British shepherds tread !
III
And, if there be whom broken ties
41
Afflict, or injuries assail,
Yon hazy ridges to their eyes
Present a glorious scale,
Climbing suffused with sunny air,
To stop — no record hath told where !
And tempting Faney to aseend,
And with immortal Spirits blend !
— Wings at my shoulders seem to play;
But, rooted here, I stand and gaze
50
On those bright steps that heavenward raise
Their practicable way.
Come forth, ye drooping old men, look
abroad,
And see to what fair countries ye are bound!
And if some traveller, weary of his road,
Hath slept since noon-tide on the grassy
groimd,
Ye Genii ! to his covert speed;
And wake him with such gentle heed
As may attime his soul to meet the dower
Bestowed on this transcendent hour !
60
IV
Such hues from their celestial ürn
Were wont to stream before mine eye,
Where'er it wandered in the morn
Of blissful infancy.
This glimpse of glory, why renewed ?
Nay, rather speak with gratitude;
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For, if a vestige of those gleams
Survived, 't was only in my dreams.
Dread Power! whom peace and calmness
serve
No less than Nature's threatening voice, 70
If aught unworthy be my choice,
From Thee if I would swerve;
Oh, let thy grace remind me of the light
Full early lost, and fruitlessly deplored;
Which, at this moment, on my waking sight
Appears to shine, by miraele restored;
My soul, though yet confined to earth,
Rejoices in a second birth !
— 'Tis past, the visionary splendour fades;
And night approaches with her shades. 80
COMPOSED DURING A STORM
1819. 1819
Written in Eydal Woods, by the side of a
torrent.
One who was sufEering tumult in his soul,
Yet failed to seek the sure relief of prayer,
Went forth — his oourse surrendering to the
care
Of the fierce wind, while mid-day lightnings
prowl
Insidiously, untimely thunders growl;
While trees, dim-seen, in frenzied numbers,
tear
The lingering remnant of their yellow hair.
And shivering wolves, surprised with darkness, howl
As if the sun were not. He raised his eye
Soul-smitten; for, that instant, did appear
Large space ('mid dreadful clouds) of purest sky,
An azure disc — shield of Tranquillity;
Invisible, unlooked-for, minister
Of providential goodness ever nigh !
THIS, AND THE TWO FOLLOWING, WERE SUGGESTED BY MR.
W. WESTALL'S VIEWS OF THE
CAVES, ETC., IN YORKSHIRE
1819. 1819
PüRE element of waters ! wheresoe'er
Thou dost forsake thy subterranean haunts,
Green herbs, bright flowers, and berrybearing plants,
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"AÊRIAL ROCK —WHOSE SOLITARY BROW"

Rise into life and in thy train appear:
And, through the sunny portion of the year,
Swift insects shine, thy hovering pursuivants:
And, if thy bounty fail, the forest pants;
And hart and hind and hunter with his
spear,
Languish and droop together. Nor nnfelt
In man's perturbèd soul thy sway benign;
And, haply, far within the marble belt
Of central earth, where tortured Spirits
pine
For graee and goodness lost, thy murmurs
melt
Their anguish, — and they blend sweet
songs with thine.
MALHAM COVE
1819. 1819
Was the aim frustrated by force or guile,
When giants scooped from out the rocky
ground,
Tier under tier, this semicirque profomid ?
(Giants — the same who built in Erin's isle
That Causeway with incomparable toil!) —
Oh, had this vast theatric structure wonnd
With finished sweep into a perfect round,
No mightier work had gained the plausive
smile
Of all-beholding Phcebus ! But, alas,
Vain earth ! false world ! Foundations
must be laid
In Heaven; for, 'mid the wreck of is and
WAS,
Things incomplete and purposes betrayed
Make sadder transits o'er thoughfs optie
glass
Thah noblest objects utterly decayed.
GORDALE
1819. 1819
At early dawn, or rather when the air
Glimmers with fading light, and shadowy
Eve
Is busiest to confer and to bereave;
Then, pensive Votary ! let thy feet repair
To Gordale-chasm, terriíic as the lair
Where the young lions couch; for so, by
leave
Of the propitious hotir, thou may'st pereeive
The local Deity, with oozy hair
And mineral crown, beside his jaggèd urn.

Reciunbent; him thou may'st behold, who
hides
His lineaments by day, yet there presides,
Teaching the docile waters how to turn,
Or (if need be) impediment to spnrn.
And force their passage to the salt^sea
tides !
"AERIAL ROCK —WHOSE
SOLITARY BROW"
1819. 1819
A projecting point of Loughrig^g', nearly in
front of Rydal Mount. Thence looking at it,
you are struck with the boldness o£ its aspeet;
but walking under it, you admire the heauty of
its details. It is vulgarly called Holme-scar,
probably from the insulated pasture by the
waterside below it.
Aèrial Rock — whose solitary brow
From this low threshold daily meets my
sight,
When I step forth to hail the morning light,
Or quit the stars with a lingering farewell
— how
Shall Fancy pay to thee a grateful vow ?
How, with the Muse's aid, her love attest ?
— By planting on thy naked head the crest
Of an imperial Castle, which the plough
Of ruin shall not touch. Innoeent scheme !
That doth presume no more than to supply
A grace the sinuous vale and roaring stream
Want, through neglect of hoar Antiquity.
Rise, then, ye votive Towers ! and catch a
gleam
Of golden sunset, ere it fade and die.
THE WILD DUCK'S NEST
1819. 1819
I observed this beautiful nest on the largest
islaud of Rydal Water.
The imperial Consort of the Fairy-king
Owns not a sylvan bower; or gorgeous cell
With emerald floored, and with purpureal
shell
Ceilinged and roofed; that is so fair a thing
As this low structure, for the tasks of
Spring,
Prepared by one who loves the buoyant
swell
Of the brisk waves, yet here consents to
dwell;

ON SEEING A TUFT OF SNOWDROPS IN A STORM
And spreads in steadfast peace her brooding wing.
Words eannot paint the o'ershadowmg yewtree bough,
And dimly-gleaming Kest, — a hollow
crown
Of golden leaves inlaid with silver down,
Fine as the mother's softest plumes allow:
I gazed — and, self-aceused while gazing,
sighed
For human-kind, weak slaves of cumbrous
pride !
WRITTEN UPON A BLANK LEAF
IN "THE COMPLETE ANGLER"
1819. 1819
While flowing rivers yield a blameless
sport,
Shall live the name of Walton: Sage benign!
Whose pen, the mysteries of the rod and line
Unfolding, did not fruitlessly exliort
To reverend watching of each still report
That Nature utters from her rural shrine.
Meek, nobly versed in simple discipline,
He found the longest summer day too short.
To his loved pastime given by sedgy Lee,
Or down the tempting maze of Shawford
brook —
Fairer than life itself, in this sweet Book,
The cowslip-bank and shady willow-tree;
And the fresh meads — where flowed, from
every nook
Of his full bosom, gladsome Piety !
CAPTIVITY—MARY QUEEN OF
SCOTS
1819. 1819
" As the cold aspect of a simless way
Strikes through the Traveller's frame with
deadlier ohill,
Oft as appears a grove, or obvious hill,
Glistening with unparticipated ray,
Or shining slope where he must never stray;
So joys, remembered without wish or wiU
Sharpen the keenest edge of present ill, —
"On the crushed heart a heavier burthen lay.
Just Heaven, eontract the compass of my
mind
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To fit proportion with my altered state !
Quench those felicities whose light I flnd
Reflected in my bosom ali too late ! —
O be my spirit, like my thraldom, strait;
And, like mine eyes that stream with sorrow, blind !"
TO A SNOWDROP
1819. 1819
Lone Flower, hemmed in with snows and
white as they
Bnt hardier far, once more I see thee bend
Thy forehead, as if fearfnlto offend,
Like an unbidden guest. Though day by
day,
Storms, sallying from the monntain-tops,
waylay
The rising sun, and on the plains descend;
Y et art thou welcome, welcome as a friend
Whose zeal outrnns his promise ! Blueeyed May
Shall soon behold this border tliickly set
With bright jonquils, their odours lavishing
On the soft west-wind and his frolio peers;
Nor will I then thy modest graee forget,
Chaste Snowdrop, venturous harbinger of
Spring,
And pensive monitor of fleeting years !
ON SEEING A TUFT OF SNOWDROPS IN A STORM
1819. 1820
When haughty expectations prostrate lie.
And grandeur crouehes like a guilty thing,
Oft shall the lowly weak, till nature bring
Mature release, in fair society
Survive, and Fortune's ntmost anger try;
Like these frail snowdrops that together
cling,
And nod their helmets, smitten by the wing
Of many a furious whirl-blast sweeping by.
Observe the faithfnl flowers ! if small to
great
May lead the thoughts, thus strnggling used
to stand
The Emathian phalanx, nobly obstinate;
And so the bright immortal Theban band,
Whom onset, fiercely urged at Jove's command,
Might overwhelm, but could not separate !
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TO THE RIVER DERWENT
1819. 1819
Among the mountains were we nursed,
loved Stream,
Thou iiear the eagle's nest — within brief
sail,
I, of his bold wing floating on the gale,
Where thydeep voice could lullme ! Faint
the beam
Of human life when first allowed to gleam
On mortal notice. — Glory of the vale,
Such thy meek outset, with a erown, though
frail,
Kept iii perpetuai verdure by the steam
Of thy soft breath ! — Less vivid wreath
entwined
Nemsean victor's brow; less bright was
worn,
Meed of some Roman chief — in triumph
borne
With captives chained; and shedding from
his ear
The sunset splendours of a finished war
üpon the proud enslavers of mankind !
COMPOSED IN ONE OF THE
VALLEYS
OF
WESTMORELAND, ON EASTER SUNDAY
1819. 1819
With each recnrrence of this glorious
morn
That saw the Saviour in his human frame
Rise from the dead, erewhile the Cottagedame
Put on fresh raiment — till that hour unworn:
Domestic hands the home-bred wool had
shorn,
And she who span it culled the daintiest
fleece,
In thoughtful reverence to the Prince of
Peace,
Whose temples bled beneath the platted
thorn.
A blest estate when piety sublime
These humble props disdained not! O
green dales !
Sad may I be who heard your sabbath
chime
When Art's abused inventions were unknown;

Kind Nature's various wealth was ali your
own;
And benefits were weighed in Reãson's
scales !
"GRIEF, THOU HAST LOST AN
EVER-READY FRIEND"
1819. 1819
I could write a treatise of lamentation upon
the chances brought aboiit among the cottages
of Westmoreland by the silence of the spinningwheel. During long winter nights and wet
days, the wheel upon which wool was spun
gave employment to a great part of a family.
The old man, however iniirm, was able to card
the wool, as he sate in the comer by the fireside; and often, when a boy, have I admired
the cylinders of carded wool which were softly
laid upon each other by hia side. Two wheelg
were often at work on the same floor; and
others of the family, chiefly little children,
were occupied in teasing and cleaning the wool
to fit it for the hand of the carder. So that ali,
except the smallest infants, were contributing
to mutual support. Such was the employment
that prevailed in the pastoral vales. Where
wool was not at hand, in the small rural towns,
the wheel for spinning flax was almost in as
constant use, if knitting was not preferred;
which latter occupation has the advantage (in
some cases disadvantage) that, not being of
necessity stationary, it allowed of gossiping
about from house to house, which good house*
wives reckoned an idle thing,
Grief, thou hast lost an ever-ready friend
Now that the cottage Spinning-wheel ís
mute;
And Care — a comforter that best could
suit
Her frowardmood, andsoftliest reprehend;
And Love — a charmer's voice, that used to
lend.
More efficaeiously than aught that flows
From harp or lute, kind influence to compose
The throbbing pulse — else troubled without end:
Even Joy could tell, Joy craving truce and
rest
From her own overflow, what power sedate
On thosc revolving motions did await
Assiduously — to soothe heraching breast;
And, to a point of just relief, abate
The mantling triumphs of a day too blest.

THE HAUNTED TREE
"I WATCH, AND LONG HAVE
WATCHED, WITH CALM REGRET "
1819. 1819
Suggested in front of Rydal Mount, the
rocky parapet being the suiumit of Loughrigg
Fell opposite. Not onoe only, but a hundred
times, have the feelings of thia Sonnet been
awakened by the same objects seen from the
same place.
I WATCH, and long have watched, with
calm regret
Yon slowly-sinking star — immortal Sire
(So might he seem) of ali the glittering
quire !
Blue ether still surroimds him — yet — and
yet;
But now the horizon's rocky parapet
Is reached, where, forfeiting his bright
attire,
He burns — transmuted to a dusky fire —
Then pays submissively the appointed debt
To the flying moments, and is seen no
more.
Angels and gods ! We struggle with our
fate,
While health, power, glory, from their
height decline,
Depressed; and then extingnished; and
our state,
In this, how difEerent, lost Star, from thine,
That no to-morrow shall our beams restore !
"I HEARD (ALAS! 'T WAS ONLY
IN A DREAM)"
1819. 1819
I HEARD (alas ! 't was only in a dream)
Strains — which, as sage Antiquity believed,
By waking ears have sometimes been received
Wafted adown the wind from lake or
stream;
A most melodious requiem, a supreme
And perfeet harmony of notes, achieved
By a fair Swan on drowsy billows heaved,
0'er which her pinions shed a silver gleam.
For is she not the votary of Apollo ?
And knows she not, singing as he inspires,
That bliss awaits her which the ungenial
Hollow
Of the dull earth partakes not, nor desires ?
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Momit, timeful Bird, and join the immortal
quires !
She soared — and I awoke, struggling in
vain to follow.
THE HAUNTED TREE
TO
1819. 1820
This tree grew in the park of Rydal, and I
have often listened to its creaking as described.
Thosf. silver clouds colleeted round the sun
His mid-day warmth abate not, seeming
less
To overshade than multiply his beams
By soft reflection — grateful to the sky.
To rocks, iields, woods. Nor doth our human sense
Ask, for its pleasure, sereen or canopy
More ample than the time-dismantled Oak
Spreads o'er this tuft of heath, which now,
attired
In the whole fulness of its bloom, affords
Couch beautiful as e'er for earthly use 10
Was fashioned; whether, by the hand of
Art,
That eastern Sultan, amid flowers enwrought
On silken tissue, might diÊEuse his limbs
In languor; or, by Nature, for repose
Of panting Wood-nymph, wearied with the
chase.
O Lady ! fairer in thy Poefs sight
Than fairest spiritual creature of the
groves,
Approach;— and, thus invited, crown with
rest
The noon-tide hour: though truly some
there are
Whose footsteps superstitiously avoid 20.
This venerable Tree; for, when the wind
Blows keenly, it sends forth a creaking
sound
(Above the general roar of woods and
crags)
Distinctly heard from far — a doleful note!
As if (so Grecian shepherds wonld have
deemed)
The Hamadryaxi, pent within, bewailed
Some bitter wrong. Nor is it unbelieved,
By ruder fancy, that a troubled ghost
Haunts the old trunk; lamenting deeds of
which

SEPTEMBER 1819
The flowery ground is conseious. But no
wind
30
Sweeps ftow along this elevated ridge;
Not even a zephyr stirs; — the obnoxious
Tree
Is mute; and, in his silenoe, would look
down,
O lovely Wanderer of the trackless hills,
On thy reclining form with more delight
Than his coevals in the sheltered vale
Seein to partioipate, the while they view
Their own far-stretcliing arms and leafy
heads
Vividly pictured in some glassy pool,
That, for a brief space, checks the hurrying stream !
40

Yet will I temperately rejoice;
Wide is the range, and free the choice
Of undiscordant themes;
Which, haply, kindred souls may prize
Not less than vernal ecstasies.
And passion's feverish dreams.
10

For that from tnrbulenoe and heat
Proeeeds, from some uneasy seat
In nature's strnggling frame,
Some region of impatient life:
And jealousy, and quivering strife,
Therein a portion claim.
This, this is holy; — while I hear
These vespers of another year,
This hymn of thanks and praise,
My spirit seems to mount above
The anxieties of human love.
And earth's precarious days.

No faint and hesitating trill,
Such tribute as to winter ehill
The lonely redbreast pays !
Clear, loud, and lively is the din,
From social warblers gathering in
Their harvest of sweet lays.

10

Nor doth the example fail to cheer
Me, conscious that my leaf is sere.
And yellow on the bough: —
Fali, rosy garlands, from my head !
Ye myrtle wreaths, your fragrance shed
Around a younger brow !

SEPTEMBER 1819
1819. 1820
The sylvan slopes with corn-clad fields
Are hung, as if with golden shields,
Bright trophies of the sun !
Like a fair sister of the sky,
Unruffled doth the blue lake lie,
The momitains looking on.
And, sooth to say, yon vocal grove,
Albeit uninspired by love,
By love untaught to ring,
May well afford to mortal ear
An impulse more profoundly dear
Than music of the Spring.

UPON THE SAME OCCASION
1819. 1820
Departing summer hath assnmed
An aspect tenderly illumed,
The gentlest look of spring;
That calls from yonder leafy shade
Unfaded, yet prepared to fade,
A timely carolling.

20

But list! — though winter storms be nigh,
Unchecked is that soft harmony:
There lives Who can provide
For ali his creatures; and in Him,
Even like the radiant Seraphim,
These choristers confide.

20

For deathless powers to verse belong.
And they like Demi-gods are strong
On whom the Muses smile;
But some their function have disclaimed,
Best pleased with what is aptliest framed
To enervate and defile.
30
Not such the initiatory strains
Committed to the silent plains
In Britain's earliest dawn:
Trembled the groves, the stars grew pale,
While all-too-darúigly the veil
Of nature was withdrawn !
Nor such the spirit-stirring note
When the live chords Aleseus smote,
Inflamed by sense of wrong;
Woe ! woe to Tyrants ! from the lyre
Broke threateningly, in sparkles dire
Of fierce vindictive song.
And not unhallowed was the page
By wingèd Love inscribed, to assuage
The pangs of vain pursuit;
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Love listening while the Lesbian Maid
With íinest toueh of passion swayed
Her own ^olian lute.
O ye, who patiently explore
The wreek of Hereulanean lore,
What rapture ! could ye seize
Some Theban fragment, or unroll
One precious, tender-hearted, scroll
Of pure Simonides.

50

That were, indeed, a genuine birth
Of poesy; a bursting forth
Of genius from the dust:
What Horace gloried to behold,
What Maro loved, shall we enfold ?
Can haughty Time be just!
«THERE IS A LITTLE UNPRETENDING RILL"
1820. 1820
This Rill trickles down the hill-side into
Windermere, near Lowwood. My sister and
I, on our first visit together to this part of the
country, walked from Kendal, and we rested
to refresh ourselves by the sida of the lake
where the streamlet falls into it. This sonnet
was ■written some years after in recollection of
that happy ramble, that most happy day and
hour.
There is a little mipretending Rill
Of limpid water, humbler far than aught
That ever among Meu or Naiads sought
Notice or name !—It quivers down the
hill,
fm^rowing its shallow way with dubious
will;
íet to my mind this scanty Stream is
brought
Oftener than Ganges or the NUe; a
thought
Of private recollection sweet and still!
Months perish with their moons; year
treads on year!
Bnt, faithful Emma! thou with me canst
say
That, while ten thousand pleasures disappear,
And flies their memory fast almost as
they;
The immortal Spirit of ene happy day
Lingers beside that Rill, in vision clear.

COMPOSED ON THE BANKS OF
A ROCKY STREAM
1820. 1820
Dogmatic Teachers, of the snow-white
fur!
Ye wrangling Schoolmen, of the scarlet
hood!
Who, with a keenness not to be withstood,
Press the point home, or falter and demur,
Cheoked in your course by many a teasing
burr;
These natm^al coimcil-seats your acrid blood
Might cool; — and, as the Genius of the
flood
Stoops willingly to animate and spur
Each lighter function slumbering in the
bram,
Yon eddying balls of foam, these arrowy
gleams
That o'er the pavement of the surging
streams
Welter and flash, a synod might detaiu
With subtle speculations, haply vain,
But surely less so than your far-fetched
themes !
ON THE DEATH OF HIS MAJESTY
(GEORGE THE THIRD)
1820. 1820
Ward of the Law !—dread Shadow of a
King !
Whose realm had dwindled to one stately
room;
Whose universe was gloom immersed in
gloom,
Darkness as thick as life o'er life could fling,
Save haply for some feeble glimmering
Of Faith and Hope — if thou, by nature's
doom,
Gently hast sunk into the quiet tomb,
Why should we bend in grief, to sorrow
cling,
When thankfulness were best? — Freshflowing tears,
Or, where tears flow not, sigh sueceeding
sigh,
Yield to such after-thought the sole reply
Which justly it can claim. The Nation
hears
In this deep knell, silent for threescore
years,
An unexampled voice of awful memory !

574 "THE STARS ARE MANSIONS BUILT BY NATURE'S HAND"
"THE STARS ARE MANSIONS ON THE DETRACTION WHICH
FOLLOWED THE PUBLICATION
BUILT BY NATURE'S HAND"
OF A CERTAIN POEM
1820. 1820
1820. 1820
The stars are mansions built by Nature'8
See MUton's Sonnet, beginning, " A Book
hand,
was writ of late called * Tetrachordon.' "
And, haply, there the spirits of the blest
Dwell, elothed in radiance, their immortal
A Book came forth of late, called Petkk
vest;
Bell;
Huge Ocean shows, within his yellow strand,
Not negligent the style; — the matter ? —
A habitation marvellousiy plamied,
good
For life to occupy in love and rest;
AII that we see — is dome, or vault, or nest, As aught that song records of Robin Hood;
Or fortress, reared at Nature's sage com- Or Roy, renowned through many a Scottish
deli;
mand.
Glad thought for every season ! but tlie But some (who brook those hackneyed
themes full well,
Spring
Gave it while cares were weighing on my Nor heat, at Tam o' Shanter's name, their
blood)
heart,
'Mid song of birds, and inseots murmur- Waxed wroth, and with foul claws, a harpy
brood,
ing;
And while the youthful year's proliflc art — On Bard and Hero clamorously fell.
Of bud, leaf, blade, and flower — was Heed not, wild Rover once through heath
and glen,
fashioning
Abodes where self-distvirbance hath no part. Who mad'st at length the better life thy
choiee,
Heed not such onset! nay, if praise of men
To thee appear not an unmeaning voiee,
TO THE LADY MARY LOWTHER Lif t up that grey-haired f orehead, and rejoice
In the just tribute of thy Poefs pen !
1820. 1820
With a selection from the Poems of Anne,
Conntesa of Winchilsea; and extracts of similar
OXFORD, May 30, 1820
character from other Writera ; transcribed hy
a female friend.
1820. 1820
Lady ! I rifled a Pamassian Cave
Ye sacred Nurseries of blooming Youth !
(But seldom trod) of mildly-gleaming ore; In whose collegiate shelter England's
And culled, from stmdry beds, a lucid
Flowers
Expand, enjoying through their vernal hours
store
Of genuine crystals, pure as those that pave The air of liberty, the light of truth;
The azure brooks, where Dian joys to lave Much have ye suffered from Time's gnawHer spotless limbs; and ventured to explore
ing tooth:
Dim shades — for reliques, upon Lethe's Yet, O ye spires of Oxford ! domes and
shore,
towers !
Cast up at random by the sullen wave.
Gardens and groves ! your presence overTo female hands the treasures were repowers
signed;
The soberness of reason; till, in sooth,
And Io this Work ! — a grotto bright and Transformed, and rushing on a bold exclear
change,
From stain or taint; in which thy blameless I slight my own beloved Cam, to range
mind
Where silver Isis leads my stripling feet;
May feed on thoughts though pensive not Pace the long avenue, or glide adown
austere;
The stream-like windings of that glorious
Or, if thy deeper spirit be inclined
street —
To holy mnsing, it may enter here.
An eager Novice robed in fluttering gown !
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OXFORD, May 30, 1820
1820. 1820
Shame on this faithless heart 1 that could
allow
Such transport, though but for a momeufs
space;
Not while — to aid the spirit of the place —
The creseent moon clove with its glittering
prow
The clouds, cr night-bird sang from shady
bough;
But in plain daylight: — She, too, at my
side,
Who, with her hearfs experience satisfied,
Maintains inviolate its slightest vow !
Sweet Fancy ! other gifts must I reeeive;
Proofs of a higher sovereignty I claim;
Take from her brow the withering flowers
of eve,
And to that brow life's morning wreath
restore;
Let her be comprehended in the frame
Of these Ulusions, or they please no more.
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JUNE 1820
1820. 1820
Fame tells of groves — from England far
away —
Groves that inspire the Nightingale to trill
And modulate, with subtle reaeh of skill
Elsewhere mimatched, her ever-varying
lay;
Sueh bold report I ventura to gainsay:
For I have heard the quire of Riehmond
hill
Chanting, with indefatigable bill,
Strains that recalled to mind a distant
day;
When, haply under shade of that same
wood,
And scarcely conscious of the dashing oars
Plied steadily between those willowy shores,
The sweet-souled Poet of the Seasons
stood —
Listening, and listening long, in rapturous
mood,
Ye heavenly Birds ! to your Progenitors.
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1820. 1822
I set oat in company -with my Wife and Sister, and Mr. and Mrs. Monkhouse, then just married,
and Miss Horrocks. These two ladies, sisters, we left at Berne, while Mr. Monkhouse took the
opportunity of makin^ an excursion with us among the Alps as far as Milan. Mr. H. C.
Robinson joined us at Lucerne, and when this ramble was completed we rejoined at Geneva the
two ladies we had left at Beme and proceeded to Pans, where Mr. Monkhouse and H. C. R. left
us, and where we spent five weeks, of which there is not a record in these poems.
DEDICATION
(SENT WITH THESE POEMS, IN MS.,
TO
)
1820. 1822
Deah Fellow-travellers I think not that the Muse,
To You presenting these memorial Lays,
Can hope the general eye tbereon would gaze,
As on a mirror that gives back the hues
Of living Nature; no — though free to cboose
The greenest bowers, the most invlting ways,
The faireat landscapes and the brightest days —
Her skill she tried with less ambitious views.
For You ehe wrought: Ye only can supply
The life, the truth, the beauty: she confidea
In that enjoyment which with You abides,
Trusts to your love and vivid memory ;
Thus far contented, that for You her verse
Shall lack not power the meeting soul to pierce !"
"W. WOBDSWOBTH.
Rtdái. Mount, Nov. 1821.

I
FISH-WOMEN —ON LANDING
AT CALAIS
1820. 1822
"T 18 said, fantastic ocean doth enfold
The likeness of whate'er on land is seen;
But, if the Nereid Sisters and their Queen,
Above whose heads the tide so long hath
rolled,
The Dames resemble whom we here behold,
How fearful were it down through opening
waves
To sink, and meet them in their fretted
caves,
Withered, grotesque, immeasnrably old,
And shrill and fierce in accent! — Fear it not:
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For they Earth's fairest daughters do excel;
Purê undecaying beauty is their lot;
Their voices into liquid musie s\íell,
Thrilling each pearly cleft and sparry grot,
The undisturbed abodes where Sea^nymphs
dwell!
II
BRUGÈS
1820. 1822
BruOÈs I saw attired with golden light
(Streamed from the west) as with a robe of
power:
The splendour fled; and now the sunless
hour,
That, slowly making way for peaceful night,
Best suits with fallen grandeur, to my sight
Offers the beauty, the magnilicenoe,
And sober g^ees, left her for defence
Against the injuries of time, the spite
Of fortune, and the desolating stomis
Of future war. Advance not — spare to
hide,
O gentle Power of darkness ! these mild
hues;
Obscure not yet these silent avenues
Of stateliest architecture, where the Forms
Of nun-like females, with soft inotion,
glide !
III
BRUGÈS
1820. 1822
The Spirit of Antiquity — enshrined
In sumptuous buildings, vocal in sweet song,
In pieture, speaking with heroic tongue,
And with devout solemnities entwined —
Mounts to the seat of grace withiii the
mind:
Hence Forms that glide with swan-like ease
along,
Hence motions, even amid the vulgar
throng,
To an harmonious decency confined:
As if the streets were consecrated ground,
The city one vast temple, dedicate
To mutual respect in thought and deed;
To leisure, to forbearances sedate;
To social cares from jarring passions freed;
A deeper peace than that in deserts found I

IV
AFTER VISITING THE FIELD OF
WATERLOO
1820. 1822
A wingèd Goddess — clothed in vesture
wrought
Of rainbow oolours; One whose port was
bold,
Whose overburthened hand could scarcely
hold
The glittering crowns and garlands which
it brought —
Hovered in air above the far-famed Spot.
She vanished; leaving prospect blank and
cold
Of wind-swept corn that wide around us
rolled
In dreary billows; wood, and meagre cot.
And monuments that soon must disappear:
Yet a dread local recompence we found;
While glory seemed betrayed, whüe patriotzeal
Sank in our hearts, we felt as men should
feel
With such vast hoards of hidden carnage
near,
And horror breathing from the silent
grouud !
V
BETWEEN NAMUR AND LIEGE
1820. 1822
The scenery on the Meuse pleases me more,
upon the whole, than that of the Khine, though
the river itself is mueh inferior in grandeur.
The rocks both in form and colour, especially
between Namur and Liege, surpass any npon
the Rhine, though they are in seyeral places
disfigured by quarries, whence stonea were
taken for the new fortifioations. This is much
to he regretted, for they are useless, and the
scars will remain perhaps for thousands of
years. A like injury to a still greater degree
has been inflicted, in my memory, upon the
beautiful rocks of Clifton on the banks of the
Avon. There is probably in ezistence a very
long letter of mine to Sir Uvedale Prioe, in
which was given a descríption of the landscapes on the Meuse as compared with those
on the Rhine.
Details in the spirit of these sonnets are
given both in Mrs. Wordsworth's Joumals and
my SÍ3ter's, and the re-perusal of them has
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strengthened a wish long entertained that
somebody would put together, as in one work,
the notices contained in them, omitting particulara that were written down merely to aid our
memory, and bringing the whole into as small
a compass as is consistent with the general interests belonging to the scenes, circumstances,
and objects touched on by each writer.
What lovelier home could gentle Fancy
choose ?
Is this the stream, whose cities, heights, and
plains,
War's favourite playground, are with crimson stains
Familiar, as the Morn with pearly dews ?
The Mom, that now, along the silvar
Meuse,
Spreading her peaceful ensigns, calls the
swains
To tend their silent boats and ringing wains,
Or strip the bough whose mellow fruit bestrews
The ripening corn beneath it. As mine eyes
Turn from the fortifledand threateninghill*
How sweet the prospect of yon watery glade,
With its grey rocks clustering in pensive
shade —
That, shaped lUce old monastic turrets, rise
From the smooth meadow-ground, serene
and still!
VI
AIX-LA-CHAPELLE
1820. 1822
Was it to disenchant, and to undo,
That we approaohed the Seat of Charlemaine ?
To sweep from many an old romantic strain
That faith which no devotion may renew !
Why does this puny Church present to view
Her feeble colmnns ? and that scanty chair !
This Bword that one of our weak times
might wear !
Objects of false pretence, or meanly true !
If from a traTeller's fortmie I might claim
A palpable memorial of that day,
Then would I seek the Pyrenean Breach
That Rolakd clove with huge two-handed
sway,
And to the enormous labour left his name,
Where unremitting f rosts the rocky crescent
bleach.

VII
IN THE CATHEDRAL AT
COLOGNE
1810. 1822
O FOR the help of Angels to complete
This Temple — Angels govemed by a piau
Thus far pursued (how gloriously !) by
Man,
Studious that He might not disdain the
seat
Who dwells in heaven ! But that aspiring
heat
Hath failed; and now, ye Powers! whose
gorgeous wings
And splendid aspect yon emblazonings
But faintiy picture, 't were an office meet
For you, on these unfinished shafts to try
The midnight virtues of your harmony: —
This vast design might tempt you to repeat
Strains that call forth upon empyreal
ground
Immortal Fabrics, rising to the sound
Of penetrating harps and voices sweet!
VIII
IN A CARRIAGE, UPON THE
BANKS OF THE RHINE
1820. 1822
Amid this dance of objects sadness steals
0'er the defrauded heart — while sweeping
As in a fit of Thespian jollity,
Beneath her vine-leaf crown the green
Earth reels:
Backward, in rapid evanescence, wheels
The venerable pageantry of Time,
Each beetling rampart, and each tower
sublime,
And what the Dell unwillingly reveals
Of lurking cloistral arch, through trees espied
Near the bright River's edge. Yet why
repine ?
To muse, to creep, to halt at will, to gaze —
Such sweet wayfaring — of life's spring
the pride,
Her summer's faithfui joy — that stUl is
mine.
And in fit measure cheers autumnal days.
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IX
HYMN
FOR THE BOATMEN, AS THEY APPROACH
THE RAPIDS UNDER THE CASTLE OF
HEIDELBERG
1820. 1822
Jesu ! bless our slender Boat,
By the current swept along;
Loud its threatenings — let them not
Drown the musie of a song
Breathed thy mercy to implore,
Where these troubled waters roar !

Whose waves the Orphean lyre forbade to
meet
In conflict; whose rough winds forgot their
jars
To waft the heroic progeny of Greece;
When the first Ship sailed for the Golden
Fleeee —
Argo -— exalted for that daring feat
To fix in heaven her shape distinet with
stars.

XI
ON APPROACHING THE STAUBBACH, LAUTERBRUNNEN
Saviour, for our warning, seen
Bleeding on that precious Rood;
1820. 1822
If, while through the meadows green
Uttered
by
whom,
or how inspired — deGently wound the peaceful ílood,
signed
We forgot Thee, do not Thou
For what strange service, does this concert
Disregard thy Suppliants now !
reach
Our ears, and near the dwellings of manHither, like yon ancient Tower
»
kind!
Watching o'er the Kiver's bed,
'Mid fields famüiarized to human speech? —
Fling the shadow of thy power,
No Mermaid's warble — to allay the wind
Else we sleep among the dead;
Driving some vessel toward a dangerous
Thou who trod'st the billowy sea,
beach —
Shield us in our jeopardy !
More thrilling melodies; Witeh answering
Witch,
Guide our Bark among the waves;
To chant a love-spell, never intertwined
Through the rocks our passage smooth;
Notes shrill and wild with art more musiWhere the whirlpool frets and raves
cal:
Let thy love its anger soothe:
Alas ! that from the lips of abject Want
Ali our hope is placed in Thee;
Or Idleness in tatters mendicant
Miserere Domine!
The strain should flow — free Fancy to enthral,
And with regret and useless pity haunt
X
This bold, this bright, this sky-bom,
Waterfall !
THE SOURCE OF THE DANUBE
1820. 1822
Not, like his great Compeers, indignantly
XII
Doth Danube spring to life! The wanTHE FALL OF THE AAR—
dering Stream
HANDEC
(Who leves the Cross, yet to the Crescenfs
gleam
1820. 1822
Unfolds a willing breast) with infant glee
Slips from his prison walls: and Faney, From the flerce aspect of this River, throwfree
. body o'er the steep rock's brink,
To follow in his track of silver light,
His giant
Mounts on rapt wing, and with a moment's Back in astonishment and fear we shrink:
flight
But, gradually a calmer look bestowing,
Hath reached the encincture of that gloomy Flowers we espy beside the torrent growsea
ing;
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Flowers that peep fortli from many a cleft
and chink,
And, from the whirlwind of his anger,
drink
Hues ever fresh, in rooky fortress blowing:
They suck — from breath that, threateuing
to destroy,
Is more benignant than the dewy eve —
Beauty, and life, and motions as of joy:
Nor doubt but He to whom yon Pine-trees
nod
Their heads in sign of worship, líature's
God,
These humbler adorations will receive.
XIIl
MEMORIAL
NEAR THE OUTLET OF THE LAKE OF
THUN
" DEM
ANDENKEN
ME IN ES FREUNDES
ALOYS REDING
MDCCCXVIII."
1820. 1822
Aloys Reding', it will be remembered, was
Captain-Qeneraí of the Swisa forces, which,
with a courage and perseverança worfchy of
the cause, opposed the ilagitious and too successful attempt of Buonaparte to subjugate
their country.
Aroünd a wild and woody hill
A gravelled pathway treading,
We reached a votive Stone that bears
The name of Aloys Reding.
Well judged the Friend who plaeed it
there
For silenee and protection;
And haply with a flner care
Of dutlful afifeotion.
The Sun regards it from the West;
And, while in snmmer glory
He sets, his sinking yields a type
Of that pathetie story:
And oft he tempts the patriot Swiss
Amid the grove to linger;
Till ali is dim, save this bright Stone
Touched by his golden finger.

XIV
COMPOSED IN ONE ÒF THE
CATHOLIC CANTONS
1820. 1822
Doomed as we are our native dust
To wet with many a bitter shower,
It ill befits us to disdain
The altar, to deride the fane,
Where simple Suiíerers bend, in trust
To win a happier hour.
I love, where spreads the village lawn,
Upon some knee-worn cell to gaze:
Hail to the íirm unmoving cross,
Aloft, where pines their branches toss !
And to the chapei far withdrawn,
That lurks by lonely ways !
Where'er we roam — along the brink
Of Rhine — or by the sweeping Po,
Throngh Alpine vale, or ehampain wide,
Whate'er we look on, at our side
Be Charity ! — to bid us think,
And feel, if we would know.
XV
AFTER-THOUGHT
1820. 1822
O LIFE ! without thy chequered seene
Of right and wrong, of weal and woe,
Success and failure, could a ground
For magnanimity be found;
For faith, 'mid ruined hopes, serene ?
Or whence could virtue flow ?
Pain entered through a ghastly breach —
Nor while sin lasts must efport cease;
Heaven upon earth 's an empty boast;
But, for the bowers of Eden lost,
Mercy has placed within our reach
A portion of God's peaee.
XVI
SCENE ON THE LAKE OF
BRIENTZ
1820. 1822
" What know we of the Blest above
But that they sing and that they love ? "
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Yet, if they ever did iiispire
A mortal hymn, or shaped the choir,
Now, where those harvest Damsels float
Homeward in their rugged Boat,
(While ali the rufíling winds are fled —
Each slumbering on some moimtain's head)
Now, surely, hath that gracious aid
Been felt, that iníluence is displayed.
Pupils of Heaven, in order stand
The rustic Maidens, every hand
Upon a Sister's shoulder laid, —
To chant, as glides the boat along,
A simple, but a touching, song;
To chant, as Angels do above,
The melodies of Peace in love !
XVII
ENGELBERG, THE HILL OF
ANGELS
1820. 1822
For gentlest uses, oft-times Nature takes
The work of Fancy from her willing hands;
And such a beautiful creation makes
As renders needless spells and magic wands,
And for the boldest tale belief commands.
Whenfirst mine eyes beheld that famous Hill,
The sacred Engelberg, celestial Bands,
With intermingling motions soft and still,
Hung round its top, on wings that changed
their hues at will.
Clouds do notname those Visitants; theywere
The very Angels whose authentic lays,
Smig from that heavenly ground in middle
air,
Made known the spot where piety should
raise
A holy Structure to the Almighty's praise.
Resplendent Apparition ! if in vain
My ears did listen, 't was enough to gaze;
And watch the slow departure of the train,
Whose skirts the glowing Mountain thirsted
to detain.
XVIII
OUR LADY OF THE SNOW
1820. 1822
Meek Virgin Mother, more benign
Than fairest Star, upon the height
Of thy own mountain, set to keep
Lone vigils through the hoiirs of sleep,

What eye can look upon thy shrine
Untroubled at the sight ?
These crowded oilerings as they hang
In sign of misery relieved,
Even these, without intent of theirs,
Report of comfortless despairs,
Of many a deep and cureless pang
And confidence deceived.

10

To Thee, in this aijrial cleft.
As to a common centre, tend
Ali sulferers that no more rely
On mortal succour — ali who sigh
And pine, of human hope bereft,
Nor wish for earthly friend.
And hence, O Virgin Mother mild !
Though plenteous flowers around thee blow
Not only from the dreary strife
21
Of Winter, but the storms of life,
Thee have thy Votaries aptly styled,
OüR Lady op the Snow.
Even for the Man who stops not here,
But down the irriguous valley hies,
Thy very name, O Lady ! flings,
0'er blooming fields and gushing springs,
A tender sense of shadowy fear.
And chastening sympathies !
30
N or falls that intermingling shade
To summer-gladsomeness unkind:
It chastens only to requite
With gleams of fresher, purer, light;
While, o'er the flower-enamelled glade,
More sweetly breathes the wind.
But on ! — a tempting downward way,
A verdant path before us lies;
Clear shines the glorious sun above;
Then give free course to joy and love,
Deeming the evil of the day
Sufficient for the wise.

40

XIX
EFFUSION
IN PRESENCE OF THE PAINTED TOWER
OF TELL, AT ALTORF
1820. 1822
This Tower stands upon the spot where grew
the Linden Tree against which his Son is said
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to have been placed, when the Father's archery
was pat to proof under círcumstances so f amous
in Swiss Story.
What though the Italian pencil wrought
not here,
Nor such fine skill as did the meed bestow
On Marathonian valour, yet the tear
Springs forth in presence of this gaudy show,
A^ile narrow cares their limits overflow.
Thrice happy, burghers, peasants, warriors
old,
Infants in arms, and ye, that as ye go
Homeward or schoolward, ape what ye
behold !
Heroes before your time, in frolic fancy
boldl

Or jealous Nature ruling in her stead;
And, therefore, art thou blest with peace,
serene
As that of the sweet fields and meadows
green
In unambitious compass round thee spread.
Majestic Berne, high on her guardian
steep.
Holding a central station of command,
Might well be styled this noble body's
Head;
Thou, lodged 'mid mountainous entrenchments deep,
Its Heakt; and ever may the heroic Land
Thy name, O Schwytz, in happy freedom
keep !

And when that calm Spectatress from on
high
Looks down — the bright and solitary Moon,
Who never gazes but to beautify;
And snow-fed torrents, which the blaze of
noon
Koused into fnry, murmur a soft tune
That fosters peaee, and gentleness recalls;
Then might the passing Monk receive a boon
Of saintly pleasure from these piotured
walls,
While, on the warlike groups, the mellowing lustre falls.

XXI
ON HEARING THE"RANZDES
VACHES " ON THE TOP OF THE
PASS OF ST. GOTHARD
1820. 1822
I LISTEN — but no faculty of mine
Avails those modulations to detect,
Which, heard in foreign lauds, the Swiss
afEect
With tenderest passion; leaving him to pine
(So fame reports) and die, — his sweetbreathed kine
Remembering, and green Alpine pastures
decked
With vernal flowers. Yet may we not reject
The tale as fabulous. — Here while I recline,
Mindful how others by this simple Strain
Are moved, for me — upon this Mountain
named
Of God himself from dread pre-eminence —
Aspiring thoughts, by memory reclaimed,
Yield to the Music's touching influence;
And joys of distant home my heart encharn.

How blest the souls who when their trials
come
Yield not to terror or despondency,
But face like that sweet Boy their mortal
doom,
Whose head the ruddy apple tops, while he
Expectant stands beneath the linden tree:
He quakes not like the timid forest game,
But smiles — the hesitating shaft to free;
Assured that Heaven its justice will proclaim,
And to his Father give its own unerring aim.
XX
THE TOWN OF SCHWYTZ
1820. 1822
By antique Fancy trimmed — though lowly,
bred
To dignity — in thee, O ScnwYTZ ! are seen
The genuine features of the golden mean;
Equality by Pmdence governèd,

XXII
FORT FUENTES
1820. 1822
The Ruins of Fort Fuentes fonnthe crest of
a rocky eminence that riaes from the plain at
the head of the Lake of Como, commanding
views up the Valteline, and toward the town of
Chiavenna. The proapect in the latter direc-
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tion is characterised by melancholy sublimity.
We rejoiced at being favoured with a distinct
view of those Alpine heigbts; not, as we had
expected from the breaking- up of the storm,
steeped in celestial glory, yet in communion
with clouds floating or stationary — scatterings
from heaven. The Ruin is interesting both in
mass and in detail. An Inscription, upon elaborately sculptured marble lying on the ground,
records that the Fort had been erected by Count
Fuentes in the year IGOO, during the reign of
Philip the Third; and the Chapei, about twenty
years after, by one of his Descendants. Marble
pillars of gateways are yet standing, and a considerable part of the Chapei walls: a smooth
green turf has taken place of the pavement,
and we could see no trace of altar or image;
but everywhere something to remind one of
former splendour, and of devastation and tumult. In onr ascent we had passed abundance
of wild vines intermingled with bushes: near
the ruins were some ill tended, but growing
willingly; and rock, turf, and fragments of the
pile, are alike covered or adomed with a variety
of flowers, among which the rose-coloured pink
was growing in great beauty. While descending, we discovered on the ground, apart from
the path, and at a considerable distance from
the ruined Chapei, a statue of a Child in pure
white marble, uninjured by the explosion that
had driven it so far down the hill. *'How
little," we exclaimed, " are these things valued
here! Could we but transport this pretty Image
to our own garden ! " — Yet it seemed it would
have been a pity any one should remove it from
itscouch in the wilderness, which may be its own
for hundreds of years. — Extract from Journal.
Dread hour ! when, upheaved by war^s
sulphurous blast,
This sweet-visaged Cherub of Parian
stone
So far from the holy enclosure was cast,
To couch in this thicket of brambles
alone,
To rest where the lizard may bask in the
palm
Of his half-open hand pure from blemish
or speck;
And the green, gilded snake, without troubling the calm
Of the beautiful comitenance, twine
round his neck;
Where haply (kind service to Piety due !)
When winter the grove of its mantíe
bereaves,

Some bird (like our own honoured redbreast) may strew
The desolate Slimíberer with moss and
with leaves.
Füektes once harboured the good and the
brave,
Nor to her was the dance of soft pleasure
unknown;
Her banners for festal enjoyment did wave
While the thrill of her íifes thro' the
mountains was blown:
Now gads the wild vine o'er the pathless
ascent;—
O silence of Nature, how deep is thy sway,
When the whirlwind of human destruction
is spent,
•
Our tumults appeased, and our strifes *
passed away !
XXIII
THE CHURCH OF SAN SALVADOR
SEEN FROM THE LAKE OF LUGANO
1820. 1822
This Church was almost destroyed by lightning a few years ago, but the altar and the image of the Patron Saint were untouched. The
Mount, upon the summit of which the Church
is built, stands amid the intricacies of the Lake
of Lugano; and is, from a hundred points of
view, its principal ornament, rising to the height
of 2000 feet, and on one side nearly perpendicular. The ascent is toilsome J but the traveller
who performs it will be amply rewarded.
Splendid fertility, rich woods and dazzling
waters, seclusion and confinement of view contrasted with sealike extent of plain fading into
the sky; and this again, in an opposite quarter,
with an horizon of the loftiest and boldest Alps
— unite in composing a prospect more diversified by magnificence, beauty, and sublimity,
than perhaps any other point in Europe, of so
inconsiderable an elevation, commands.
Thou sacred Pile ! whose turrets rise
From yon steep mountain's loftiest stage,
Guarded by lone San Salvador;
Sink (if thou must) as heretofore,
To sulphurous bolts a sacrifice,
But ne*er to human rage !
On Horeb's top, on Sinai, deigned
To rest the universal Lord:

MEMORIALS OF A TOUR ON THE CONTINENT
Why leap the fountains from their cells
Where everlasting Bounty dwells ? —- 10
That, while the Creature is sustained,
His God may be adored.
ClifEs, fountains, rivers, seasons, times —
Let ali remind the soul of heaven;
Our slack devotion needs them ali;
And Faith — so oft of sense the thrall,
While she, by aid of Nature, climbs —
May hope to be forgiven.
Glory, and patriotic Leve,
And ali the Pomps of this frail " spot 20
Which men call Earth,"have yearued to seek,
Associate with the simply meek,
Religion in the sainted grove,
And in the hallowed grot.
Thither, in time of adverse shocks,
Of fainting hopes and backward wills,
Did mighty Tell repair of old —•
A Hero cast in Nature's mould,
Deliverer of the stedfast rooks
And of the ancient hills !

30

He, too, of battle-martyrs chief !
Who, to recall his daimted peers,
For victory shaped an open space,
By gathering with a wide embrace,
Into his single breast, a sheaf
Of fatal Austrian spears.
XXIV
THE ITALIAN ITINERANT AND
THE SWISS GOATHERD
1820. 1822
PART I
I
Now that the farewell tear is dried,
Heaven prosper thee, be hope thy guide,
Hope be thy guide, adventurous Boy;
The wages of thy travei, joy !
Whether for London bound — to trill
Thy mountain notes with simple skill;
Or on thy head to poise a show
Of Images in seemly row;
The graceful form of miUc-white Steed,
Or Bird that soared with Ganymede;
10
Or through our hamlets thou wilt bear
The sightless Milton, with his hair
Around his placid temples curled;
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And Shakspeare at his side — a freight,
If clay could think and mind were weight,
For him who bore the world !
Hope be thy guide, adventurous Boy;
The wages of thy travei, joy !
II
But thou, perhaps, (alert as free
Though serving sage philosophy)
10
Wilt ramble over hill and dale,
A Vender of the well-wrought Scale,
Whose sentient tube instructs to time
A purpose to a fiekle clime:
Whether thou choose this useful part,
Or minister to íiner art,
Though robbed of many a cherished dream.
And crossed by many a shattered scheme,
What stirriiig wonders wilt thou see
In the proud Isle of liberty !
30
Yet will the Wanderer sometimes pine
With thoughts which no delights can chase,
Recall a Sister's last embrace,
His Mother's neck entwine;
Nor shall forget the Maiden coy
That would have loved the bright-haired
Boy !
III
My Song, encouraged by the grace
That beams from his ingenuous face,
For this Adventurer scruples not
To prophesy a golden lot;
40
Due recompence, and safe return
To CoMo's steeps — his happy bourne !
Where he, aloft in garden glade,
Shall tend, with his own dark-eyed Maid,
The towering maize, and prop the twig
That ill supports the luscious flg;
Or feed his eye in paths sun-proof
With purple of the trellis-roof,
That through the jealous leaves escapes
From Cadenabbia's pendent grapes.
50
— Oh might he tempt that Goatherd-child
To share his wanderings ! him whose look
Even yet my heart can scarcely brook,
So touchingly he smiled ■—
As with a rapture caught from heaven —
For unasked alms in pity given.
PART II
I
With nodding plumes, and lightly drest
Like foresters in leaf-green vest,
The Helvetian Mountaineers, on ground
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For Tell's dread archeiy renowned,
60
Before the target stood — to elaim
The guerdon of the steadiest aim.
Loud was the rifle-gun's report —
A startling thunder quiek and short!
But, flying through the heights around,
Echo prolonged a tell-tale sound
Of hearts and hands alike " prepared
The treasures they enjoy to guard ! "
And, if there be a favoured hour
When Heroes are allowed to quit
70
The tomb, and on the clouds to sit
With tutelary power,
On their Descendants shedding grace —
This was the hour, and that the plaoe.

The love deep-seated in the Saviour's face,
The mercy, goodness, have not failed to awe
The Elements; as they do melt and thaw
The heart of the Beholder — and erase
(At least for one rapt nioment) every trace
Òf disobedience to the primai law.
The annunciation of the dreadful truth
Made to the Twelve, survives: lip, forehead, cheek,
And hand reposing on the board in ruth
Of what it utters, while the unguilty seek
Unquestionable meanings — still bespeak
A labour worthy of etemal youth !

II
But Truth inspired the Bards of old
When of an iron age they told,
Whieh to unequal laws gave birth.
And drove Astraea from the earth.
— A gentle Boy (perchance with blood
As noble as the best endued,
80
But seemingly a Thing despised;
Even by the sun and air unprized;
For not a tinge or flowery streak
Appeared upon bis tender cheek)
Heart-deaf to those rebounding notes,
Apart, beside bis silent goats,
Sate watehing in a forest shed,
Pale, raggèd, with bare feet and head;
Mute as the snow upon the hill,
And, as the saint he prays to, still.
90
Ah, what avails heroic deed ?
What liberty ? if no defence
Be won for feeble Innocence.
Father of ali! though wilful Manhood read
His pimishment in soul-distress,
Grant to the morn of life its natural blessedness !

XXVI
THE ECLIPSE OF THE SUN, 1820
1820. 1822
High on her speoulative tower
Stood Science waiting for the hour
When Sol was destined to endure
That darkening of his radiant face
Which Superstition strove to chase,
Erewhile, with rites impure.

XXV
THE LAST SUPPER
BY LEONARDO DA VINCI, IN THE REFECTORY OF THE CONVENT OF MARIA
DELLA GRAZIA — MILAN
1820. 1822
Tho' searching damps and many an envious flaw
Have marredthis Work; the calm ethereal
grace.

Afloat beneath Italian skies,
Through regions fair as Paradise
We gaily passed, — till Nature wrought
A silent and unlooked-for change,
10
That checked the desultory range
Of joy and sprightly thought.
Where'er was dipped the toUing oar,
The waves danced round us as before,
As lightly, though of altered hue,
'Mid recent coolness, such as falls
At noontide from umbrageous walls
That screen the morning dew.
No vapour stretched its wings; no cloud
Cast far or near a murky shroud;
20
The sky an azure field displayed;
'T was sunlight sheathed and gently
charmed,
Of ali its sparkíing rays disarmed.
And as in sluinber laid, —
Or something night and day between,
Like moonshine — but the hue was green;
Still moonshine, without shadow, spread
On jutting rock, and curvèd shore,
Where gazed the peasant from his door
And on the mountain's head.
30
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It tinged the Juliaii steeps — it lay,
Lugano ! on thy ample bay;
The solemnizing veil was drawn
0'er villas, terraces, and towers;
To Albogasio's olive bowers,
Porlezza's verdant lawii.
But Fancy with the speed of fire
Hath passed to Milan's loftiest spire,
And there alights 'mid that aerial host
Of Figures human and divine,
White as the snows of Apennine
Indárated by frost,
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Saw ye the soft yet awful veil
Spread over Grasmere's lovely dale,
Helvellyn's brow severe ?

40

Awe-stricken she beholds the array
That guarda the Temple night and day;
Angels she sees — that might from heaven
have flown,
And Virgin-saints, who not in vain
Have striven by purity to gain
The beatiflc crown —•
Sees long-drawn files, concentric rings
Each narrowing above each; — the wings, 50
The uplifted palms, the silent marble lips,
The starry zone of sovereign height —
Ali steeped in this portentous light !
Ali suffering dim eclipse !
Thus after Man had fallen (if aught
These perishable spheres have wrought
May with that issue be compared)
Throngs of celestial visages,
Darkening like water in the breeze,
A holy sadness shared.
60
Lo ! while I speak, the labourmg Sun
His glad deliverance has begun;
The cypress waves her sombre plume
More cheerily; and town and tower,
The vineyard and the olive-bower,
Their lustre re-assume !
O Ye, who gfuard and grace my home
While in far-distant lands we roam,
What countenance hath this Day put on for
you ?
While we looked round with favoured eyes,
Did sullen mists hide lake and skies
71
And mountains from your view ?
Or was it given you to behold
Like vision, pensive though not cold,
From the smooth breast of gay Winandermere ?

I ask in vain — and know far less
If sickness, sorrow, or distress
80
Have spared my Dwelling to this hour;
Sad blindness ! but ordained to prove
Our faith in Heaven's unfailing love
And all-eontrolling power.
XXVII
THE THREE COTTAGE GIRLS
1820. 1822
I
How blest the Maid whose heart — yet free
From Love's uneasy sovereignty —
Beats with a fancy running high,
Her simple cares to magnify;
Whom Labour, never urged to toil,
Hath cherished on a healthful soil;
Who knows not pomp, who heeds not pelf;
Whose heaviest sin it is to look
Askance upon her pretty Self
Reflected in some crystal brook;
10
Whom grief hath spared — who sheds no
tear
But in sweet pity; and can hear
Another's praise from envy clear.
II
Such (but O lavish Nature ! why
That dark unfathomable eye,
Where lurks a Spirit that replies
To stillest mood of softest skies,
Yet hints at peace to be o'erthrown,
Another's first, and then her own ?)
Such, haply, yon Italian Maid,
20
Our Lady's laggard Votaress,
Halting beneath the chestnut shade
To accomplish there her loveliness:
Nice aid maternal fingers lend;
A Sister serves with slacker hand;
Then, glittering like a star, she joins the
festal band.
III
How blest (if truth may entertain
Coy fancy with a bolder strain)
The Helvetian Girl — who daily braves,
In her light skifF, the tossing waves,
30
And quits the bosom of the deep
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Only to climb the rugged steep !
— Say whence that modulated shout!
From Wood-nymph of Diana's throng ?
Or does the greeting to a rout
Of giddy Bacehanals belong ?
Jubilant outcry ! rock and glade
Resounded — but the voice obeyed
The breath of an Helvetian Maid.
IV
Her beauty dazzles the thick wood;
40
Her courage animates the flood;
Her steps the elastie greensward meets
•Retuming mireluetant sweets;
The mountains (as ye heard) rejoice
Aloud, saluted by her voice !
Blithe Paragon of Alpine grace,
Be as thou art — for through thy veins
The blood of Heroes runs its race !
And nobly wilt thou brook the chains
That, for the virtuous, Life prepares; 50
The fetters which the Matron wears;
The patriot Mother's weight of anxious
cares!
V
" Sweet Highland Girl I a very shower
Of beauty was thy earthly dower,"
When thou didst flit before mine eyes,
Gay Vision under sullen skies,
WhUe Hope and Love around thee played,
Near the rough falls of Inversueyd !
Have they, who nursed the blossom, seen
No breach of promise in the fruit ?
60
Was joy, in following joy, as keen
As grief can be in grief's pursuit ?
When youth had flown did hope still bless
Thy goings — or the cheerfulness
Of innocenoe survive to mitigate distress ?
VI
But from our eourse why tum — to tread
A way with shadows overspread;
Where what we gladliest would believe
Is feared as what may most deceive ?
Bright Spirit, not with amaranth crowned
But heath-bells from thy native ground, 71
Time cannot thin thy flowing hair,
Nor take one ray of light from Thee;
For iu my Fanoy thou dost share
The gift of immortality;
And there shall bloom, with Thee allied,
The Votaress by Lugano's side;
And that intrepid Nymph, on Uri's steep
descried!

XXVIII
THE COLUMN INTENDED BY
BUONAPARTE FOR A TRIUMPHAL EDIFICE IN MILAN,
NOW LYING BY THE WAY-SIDE
IN THE SIMPLON PASS
1820. 1822
Ambition — following down this far-famed
slope
Her Pioneer, the snow-dissolving Sun,
While clarions prate of kingdoms to be
won —
Perchance, in future ages, here may stop;
Taught to mistrust her flattering horoscope
By admonition from this prostrate Stone !
Memento uninscribed of Pride o'erthrown;
Vanity's hieroglyphic; a choioe trope
In Fortune's rhetoric. Daughter of the
Rock,
Rest where thy course was stayed by Power
divine !
The Soul transported sees, from hint of
thine.
Crimes which the great Avenger's hand provoke,
Hears combats wliistling o'er the ensanguined heath:
What groans ! what shrieks ! what quietness in death.
XXIX
STANZAS
COMPOSED IN THE SIMPLON PASS
1820. 1822
Vallombrosa ! I longed in thy shadiest
wood
To slumber, reclined on the moss-covered
floor,
To listen to Anio'8 precipitous flood,
When the stillness of evening hath deepened its roar;
To range through the Temples of Píestum,
to muse
In PoMPEii preserved by her burial in
earth;
On pictures to gaze where they drank in
their hues;
And murmur sweet songs on the ground of
their birth.
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The beauty of Florence, the grandeur of
Rome,
Could I leave them unseen, and not yield to
regret ?
10
With a hope (and no more) for a season to
come,
Which ne'er may discharge the magnifieent
debt ?
Thou fortunate Region ! whose Greatness
inurned
Awoke to new life from its ashes and dust;
Twice-glorifled fields! if in sadness I turned
From yom- infinite marvels, the sadness
was just.
Now, risen ere the light-footed Chamois
retires
From dew - sprinkled grass to heights
guarded with snow,
Toward the mists that hang over the land
of my Sires,
ig
From the climate of myrtles eontented I go.
My thoughts become bright like yon edging of Pines
On the steep's lofty verge: how it blaekened
the air !
But, touched from behind by the Sun, it
now shines
With threads that seem part of his own
silver hair.
Though the toil of the way with dear
Friends we divide,
Though by the same zephyr our temples be
fanned
As we rest in the cool orange-bower side
by side,
A yearning survives which few hearts shall
withstand:
Each step hath its value while homeward
we move; —
29
O joy when the girdle of England appears !
What moment in life is so conseious of love,
Of love in the heart made more happy by
tears ?
XXX
ECHO, UPON THE GEMMI
1820. 1822
WHAT beast of chase hath broken from the
cover ?
Steru Gemmi listens to as full a cry.
As multitudinous a harmony
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Of sounds as rang the heights of Latmos
over,
When, from the soft couch of her sleeping
Lover,
Up-starting, Cynthia skimmed the mountain dew
In keen pursuit — and gave, where'er she
flew,
Impetuous motion to the Stars above her.
A solitary Wolf-dog, ranging on
Through the bleak concave, wakes this
wondrous ehime
Of aery voiees loeked in unison, —
Faint — far-ofE — near — deep — solemn
and sublime ! —
So, from the body of one guilty deed,
A thousand ghostly fears, and haunting
thoughts, prooeed 1
XXXI
PROCESSIONS
SUGGESTED ON A SABBATH MORNING IN
THE VALE OF CHAMOÜNY
1820. 1822
To appease the Gods; or public thanks to
yield;
Or to solieit knowledge of events,
Which in her breast Futurity concealed;
And that the past might have its true
iiitents
Feelingly told by living monuments —
Mankind of yore were prompted to devise
Rites such as yet Persepolis presents
Graven on her cankered walls, solemnities
That moved in long array before admii-ing
eyes.
The Hebrews thus, carrying in joyful state
Thick boughs of palm, and willows from
the brook,
n
Marched round the altar — to commemorate
How, when their course they through the
desert took,
Guided by signs which ne'er the sky forsook,
They lodged in leafy tents and cabins low;
Green boughs were borne, whüe, for the
blast that shook
Down to the earth the walls of Jericho,
Shouts rise, and storms of sound from
lifted trumpets blow !
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And thus, in order, 'mid the sacred grove
Fed in the Libyan waste by gushing wells, 20
The priests and damsels of Ammonian Jove
Provoked responses with shrill canticles;
While, in a ship begirt with silver bells,
They round his altar bore the hornèd God,
Old Cham, the solar Deity, who dwells
Aloft, yet in a tilting vessel rode,
When universal sea the mountains overflowed.
Why speak of Roman Pomps ? the haughty
claims
Of Chiefs triumphant after ruthless wars;
The feast of Neptune -— and the Cereal
Games,
30
With images, and crowns, and empty cars;
The dancing Salii •— on the shields of Mars
Smiting with fury; and a deeper dread
Scattered on ali sides by the hideous jars
Of Corybantian cymbals, while the head
Of Cybelè was seen, sublimely turreted !
At length a Spirit more snbdned and soft
Appeared — to govern Christian pageantries:
The Cross, in calm procession, borne aloft
Moved to the chant of sober litanies.
40
Even snch, this day, came wafted on the
breeze
From a long train — in hooded vestments
fair
Enwrapt — and winding, between Alpine
trees
Spiry and dark, around their House of
prayer,
Below the icy bed of bright Argentiere.
Still in the vivid freshness of a dream,
The pageant haunts me as it met our
eyes!
Still, with those white-robed Shapes — a
living Stream,
The glaeier Pillars join in solemn guise
For the same service, by mysterious ties; 50
Numbers exceeding eredible account
Of number, pure and silent Votaries
Issuing or issued from a wintry fount;
The impenetrable heart of that exalted
Mount!
They, too, who send so far a holy gleam
WhUe they the Church engird with motion
slow,
A product of that awful Mountain seem,

Poured from his vaults of everlasting
snow;
Not virgin lilies marshalled in bright row,
Not swans descending with the stealthy
tide,
60
A livelier sisterly resemblance show
Than the fair Forms, that in long order
glide,
Bear to the glaeier band — those Shapes
aloft descried.
Trembling, I look upon the secret springs
Of that lieentious craving in the mind
To act the God among externai things,
To bind, on apt suggestion, or unbind;
And marvel not that antique Faith inclined
To crowd the world with metamorphosis,
Vouehsafed in pity or in wrath assigned; 70
Such insolent temptations wouldst thou
miss,
Avoid these sights; nor brood o'er Fable'8
dark abyss !
XXXII
ELEGIAC STANZAS
1820. 1822
The lamented Youth -whose nntimely death
gave occasion to these elegiac verses, was Frederick William Goddard, from Boston in North
America. He was in his twentieth year, and
liad resided for some time with a clergyman in
the neighbourhood of Geneva for the completion
of his education. Accompanied by a fellowpupil, a native of Scotland, he had just set out
on a Swiss toiir when it was his misfortune to
fali in with a Friend of mine who was hasteuing to join our party. The travellers, after
spending a day together on the road from
Berne and at Soleure, took leave of each other
at night, the young men having intended to
proceed directly to Zurieh. But early in the
morning my friend found his new acquaintances, who were informed of the object of his
journey, and the friends he was in pursuit of,
equipped to accompany him. We met at
Lucerne the suceeeding evening, and Mr. G.
and his fellow-student became in eonsequence
our travelling companions for a eouple of days.
We ascended the Righi together; and, after
contemplating the sunrise from that noble
mountain, we separated at an hour and on a
spot well suited to the parting of those who
were to meet no more. Our party descended
through the valley of our Lady of the Snow,
and our late companions, to Art. We had
hoped to meet in a few weeks at Geneva; but
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on the third succeeding day (on the 21st of
August) Mr. Goddard perished, being overset
in a boat while crossing the lake of Zorich.
His companion sayed lumself by swimming,
and was hospitably received in the mansion of
a Swiss gentleraan (M. Keller) sitnated on the
eastem coast of the lake. The corpse of poor
Goddard was cast ashore on the estate of the
same gentleman, who generonsly performed ali
the rites of hospitallty which eould be rendered to the dead as well as to the living. He
caused a handsome mural monument to be
ereeted in the Church of Küsnacht, which
recorda the premature fate of the young American, and on the shores too of the lake the
traveller may read an inscription pointing out
the spot where the body was deposited by the
waves.
Lülled by the sound of pastoral bells,
Rude Nature's Pilgrims did we go,
From the dread suinmit of the Queen
Of mountains, through a deep ravine,
Where, in her holy chapei, dwells
" t)ur Lady of the Snow."
The sky was blue, the air was mild;
Free were the streams and green the
bowers;
As if, to rough assauits unknown,
The genial spot had ever shown
10
A countenance that as sweetly smiled —
The face of summer-hours.
And we were gay, our hearts at ease;
With pleasure dancing through the frame
We journeyed; ali we kriew of care —
Our path that straggled here and there;
Of trouble — but the fluttering breeze;
Of Wiuter — but a name.
If foresight eould have rent the veil
Of three short days — but hush — no more !
Calm is the grave, and calmer nona
21
Than that to which thy cares are gone,
Thou Victim of the stormy gale;
Asleep on Zurich'8 shore !
O Goddard ! what art thou ? — a name —
A sunbeam followed by a shade !
Nor more, for aughtthat time supplies,
The great, the experieneed, and the wise:
Too much from this frail earth we claim.
And therefore are betrayed.
30
We met, while festive mirth ran wild,
Where, from a deep lake's mighty urn,
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Forth slips, like an enfranchised slave,
A sea-green river, proud to lave,
With current swift and undefiled,
The towers of old Lucekke.
We parted upon solemn ground
Far-Iifted towards the unfading sky;
But ali our thoughts were then of Earth,
That gives to common pleasures birth; 40
And nothing in our hearts we found
That prompted even a sigh.
Fetch, sympathising Powers of air,
Fetch, ye that post o'er seas and lands,
Herbs, moistened by Virginian dew,
A most imtimely grave to strew,
Whose turf may never know the care
Of kindred human hands !
Beloved by every gentle Muse
He left his Transatlantic home:
50
Europe, a realised romance,
Had opened on his eager glance;
What present bliss! — what golden views!
What stores for years to come !
Though lodged within no vigorous frame,
His soul her daily tasks renewed,
Blithe as the lark on sun-gilt wings
High poised — or as the wren that sings
In shady places, to proclaim
Her modest gratitude.
60
líot vain in sadly-uttered praise;
The words of truth's memorial vow
Are sweet as morning fragrance shed
From flowers 'mid Goldau's ruins bred;
As evening's fondly-lingering rays,
On Righi's silent brow.
Lamented Youth ! to thy cold elay
Fit obsequies the Stranger paid;
And piety shall guard the Stone
Which hath not left the spot unknown 70
Where the wild waves resigned their
prey —
And that which marks thy bed.
And, when thy Mother weeps for Thee,
Lost Youth ! a solitary Mother;
This tribute from a casual Friend
A not unwelcome aid may lend.
To feed the tender luxury,
The rising pang to smother.
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XXXIII
SKY-PROSPECT—FROM THE
PLAIN OF FRANCE
1820. 1822
Lo ! in the burning west, the craggy nape
Of a proud Ararat! and, thereupon,
The Ark, her melancholy voyage done !
Yoii rampant eloud mimics a lioii's shape;
There, combats a huge crocodile — agape
A golden spear to swallow ! and that brown
And massy grove, so near yon blazing town,
Stirs and recedes — destruction to escape !
Yet ali is harmless — as the Elysian shades
Where Spirits d well iii undisturbed repose —
Silently disappears, or quickly fades:
Meek Nature's evening eomment on the
shows
That for oblivion take their daily birth
From ali the fuming vanities of Earth !
XXXIV
ON BEING STRANDED NEAR
THE HARBOUR OF BOULOGNE
1820. 1822
Why cast ye back upon the Gallic shore,
Ye furions waves! a patriotic Sou
Of England — who in hope her coast had
won,
His project crowned, his pleasant travei o'er ?
Well — let him pace this noted beach once
more,
That gave the Roman his triumphal shells;
That saw the Corsican his cap and bells
Hanghtily shake, a dreaming Conqueror! —•
Enough: my Country's cliÊEs I can behold,
And proudly think, beside the chaflng sea,
Of checked ambition, tyranny controlled.
And folly cursed with endless memory:
These local recollections ne'er can eloy;
Suoh ground I from my very heart enjoy!
XXXV
AFTER LANDING —THE VALLEY OF DOVER
Nov. 1820
1820. 1822
Where be the noisy foliowers of the game
Where faction breeds; the tnrmoil where?
that passed

Through Europe, eehping from the newsman's blast.
And filled our hearts with grief for England's shame.
Peace greets us; — rambling on without an
aim
We mark majestie herds of cattle, free
To ruminate, couched on the grassy lea;
And hear far-ofB the mellow horn proclaim
The Season's harmless pastime. Ruder
sound
Stirs not; enrapt I gaze with strange delight,
While consciousnesses, not to be disowned,
Here only serve a feeling to invite
That lifts the spirit to a calmer height.
And makes this rural stühiess more profomid.
XXXVI
AT DOVER
1820. 1822
For the impressions on which this sonnel
turns, I am indebted to the experience of mj
daughter, during her residence at Dover with
our dear friend, Miss Fenwick.
From the Pier's head, musing, and with
increase
Of wonder, I have watched this sea^side
Town,
Under the white cliffs battlemented crown,
Hushed to a depth of more than Sabbath
peace:
The streets and quays are thronged, but
why disown
Their natural utterance: whence this
strange release
From social noise — silence elsewhere imknown ? —•
A Spirit whispered, " Let all wonder
cease;
Ocean's o'erpowering murmurs have set
free
Thy sense from pressure of life's common
din;
As the dread Voice that speaks from out
the sea
Of God's eternal Word, the Voice of Time
Doth deaden, shocks of tumult, shrieks of
crime,
The shouts of folly, and the groans of sin."
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XXXVII
DESULTORY STANZAS
UPON RECEIVING THE PRECEDING
SHEETS FROM THE PRESS
1820. 1822
l8 then the final page before me spread,
Nor further outlet left to mind or heart ?
Presumptuous Book! too forward to beread,
How can I give thee licence to depart ?
One tribute more: unbidden feelings start
Forth from their coverts; slighted objeets
rise;
My spirit is the scene of such wild art
As on Parnassus rules, when lightning flies,
Visibly leading on the thunder's harmonies.
Ali that I saw returns upon my view, 10
Ali that I heard comes back upon mj- ear,
Ali that I felt this moment doth renew;
And where the foot with no unmanly fear
Recoiled — and wings alone could travei —
there
I move at ease; and meet contending
themes
That press upon me, Crossing the career
Of recollections vivid as the dreams
Of midnight, — cities, plains, forests, and
mighty streams.
Where Mortal never breathed I dare to sit
Among the interior Alps, gigantic crew, 20
Who triumphed o'er diluvian power ! —
and yet
What are they but a wreek and residue,
Whose only business is to perish ? — true
To whieh sad course, these wrinkled Sons
of Time
Liibour their proper greatness to subdue;
Speaking of death alone, beneath a clime
Where life and rapture flow in plenitude
sublime.
Fancy hath flung for me an airy bridge
Across thy long deep Valley,furious Rhone !
Arch that Aere rests upon the granite ridge
Of Monte Rosa — íàere on frailer stone 31
Of secondary birth, the Jimg-frau's cone;
And, from that arch, down-looking on the
Vale
The aspect I behold of every zone;
A sea of foliage, tossing with the gale,
Blithe Autumn's purple crown, and Winter's icy mail!
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Far as St. Maurice, from yen eastern
Forks,
Down the main avenue my sight can range:
And ali its branchy vales, and ali that lurks
Within them, church, and town, and hut,
and grange,
40
For my enjoyment meet in vision strange;
Snows, torrents; — to the region's utmost
bound,
Life, Death, in amicable interehange; —
But list ! the avalanche — the hush profound
That follows — yet more awful than that
awful sound !
Is not the chamois suited to his place ?
The eagle worthy of her ancestry ?
— Let Empires fali; but ne'er shall Ye disgrace
Your noble birthright, ye that occupy
Your council-seats beneath the open sky, 50
On Sarnen's Mount, there judge of fit and
right,
In simple democratic majesty;
Soft breezes fanning your rough brows —
the might
And purity of nature spread before your
sight !
From this appropriate Court, renowned
Lucerne
Calls me to pace her honoured Bridge —
that cheers
The Patriot's heart with pictures rude and
stem,
An uncouth Chroniele of glorious years.
Like portraiture, from loftier source, endears
That work of kindred frame, which spans
the lake
60
Just at the point of issue, where it fears
The form and motion of a stream to take;
Where it begins to stir, !/eí voiceless as a
snake.
Volumes of sound, from the Cathedral
rolled,
This long-roofed Vista penetrate — but see,
One after one, its tablets, that unfold
The whole design of Scripture history;
From the first tasting of the fatal Tree,
Till the bright Starappeared in eastern skies,
Announcing, One was born mankind to free;
His aets, his wrongs, his final sacrifice; 71
Lessons for every heart, a Bible for ali eyes.
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OuT pride misleads, our timid likings
kill.
— Long may these homely Works devised
of old,
These simple efEorts of Helvetian skill,
Aid, with congenial influence, to uphold
The State, — the Country's destiuy to
mould;
Turning, for them who pass, the common
dust
Of servile opportunity to gold;
Filling the soul with sentiments august —
The beautifiil, the brave, the holy, and the
just!
8i

No more; Time halts not in his noiseless
march —
Nor tums, nor winds, as doth the liqnid
flood;
Life slips from míderneath us, like that arch
Of airy workmanship whereon wé stood,
Earth stretched below, heaven in our neighbourhood.
Go forth, my little Book ! pursue thyway;
Go forth, and please the gentle and the
good;
Nor be a whisper stifled, if it say
That treasures, yet untouched, may grace
some future Lay.
go

THE RIVER DUDDON
A SERIES OF SONNETS
1820. 1820
It is with the little river Duddon as it is with most other rivers, Qanges and Nile not excepted,
— many springs might claim the honour of being its head. In my own fancy I have fixed its
rise near the noted Shire-stones placed at the meeting-point of the counties, Westmoreland,
Cumberland, and Lancashire. They stand by the wayside on the top of the Wrynose Pass, and it
used to be reckoned a proud thing to say that, by touching them at the same time with feet and
hands, one had been in the three counties at once. At what point of its course the stream takes
the name of Duddon I do not know. I first became acquainted with the Duddon, as I have
good reason to remember, in early boyhood. Upon the banks of the Derwent I had leamt to
be very fond of angling. Fish abound in that large river; not so in the small streams in the
neighbourhood of Hawkshead; and I fell into the common delusion that the farther from home
the better sport would be had. Accordingly, one day I attached myself to a person living in the
neighbourhood of Hawkshead, who was going to try his fortune as an angler near the source of
the Duddon. We fished a great part of the day with very sorry success, the rain pouring torrents,
and long before we got home I was worn out with fatigue ; and, if the good man had not carried
me on his back, I must have lain down under the best shelter I could find. Little did I think
then it would be my lot to celebrate, in a strain of love and admiration, the stream which for
many years I never thought of without recollections of disappointment and distress.
During my college vacation, and two or three years afterwards, before taking my Bachelor^s
degree, I was several times resident in the house of a near relative who lived in the small town
of Broughton. I passed many delightful hours upon the banks of this river, which becomes an
estuary about a mile from that place. The remembrances of that period are the subject of the
21st Sonnet. The subject of the 27th is in fact taken from a tradition belonging to Rydal Hall,
which once stood, as is believed, upon a rocky and woody hill on the right hand as you go from
Rydal to Ambleside, and was deserted from the superstitious fear here described, and the present
site fortunately choseninstead. The present Hall was erected by Sir Michael le Fleming, and it
may be hoped that at some future time there will be an edifice more worthy of so beautiful a
position. With regard to the 30th Sonnet it is odd enough that this imagination was realised in
the year 1840, when I made a tour through that district with my wife and daughter, Miss Fenwick and her niece, and Mr. and Miss Quillinan. Before our return from Seathwaite chapei the
party separated. Mrs. Wordsworth, while most of us went further up the stream, chose an opposite direction, having told us that we should overtake her on our way to Ulpha. But she was
tempted out of the main road to ascend a rocky eminence near it, thinking it impossible we should
pass without seeing her. This, however, unfortunately happened, and then ensued vexation and
distress, especially to me, which I should be ashamed to have recorded, for I lost my temper entirely. Neither I nor those that were with me saw her again till we reached the Inn at Broughton,
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sereu zniles. This may perhaps in some degree excuse my irritability on the occasion, for I
could not but think she had been much to blame. It appeared, however, on explanatiou, that
she had remained on the rock, calling out and waring* her handkerchief as we were passing, in
order that we also raight ascend and enjoy a prospect which had much charmed her, " But on
we went, her signals proving vain." How then could she reach Broughton before us ? When
we found she had not gone on before to Ulpha Kirk, Mr. Quillinan went back in one of the carriages in search of her. He met her on the road, took her up, and by a shorter way conyeyed
her to Broughton, where we were ali reunited and spent a happy evening.
1 have many affecting remembrances connected with this stream. Those I forbear to mention;
especially things that occurred ou its banks during the later part of that Tisit to the seaside of
wMch the former part is detailed in my " Epistle to Sir Qeorge Beaumont.''
The River Duddon rises upon Wrynose Fell, on the confines of Westmoreland, Gumberland,
and Lancashire ; and, having served as a boundary to the two last counties for the space of about
twenty-fíye miles, enters the Irish Sea, between the Isle of Walney and the Lordship of Millnm.
The mutual nod, — the grave disguise
TO
;
Of hearts with gladness brimming o*er;
And
some unbidden tears that rise
THE REV. DR. WORDSWORTH
|
For names once heard, and heard no more ;
Tears
brightened by the serenada
(with the sonnets to the river duddon,
For iníant in the cradle laid.
AND OTHER POEMS IN THIS COLLECTION, 1820)
Ah 1 not for emerald fields alone,
1820. 1820
With ambient streams more pure and bright 50
Than fabled Cytherea's zone
Ths Minstrels played their Christmas tune
Olittering before the Thunderer'a sight,
To-night beneath my cottage-eaves ;
Is to my heart of hearts endeared
While, smitten by a lofty moon,
The ground where we were bom and reared l
Tbe encircling laurels, thick with leares,
Gave back a rich and dazzlíng sheen,
Hail, ancient Manners! sure defence,
That overpowered their natural green.
Where they survive, of wholesome laws;
Through hill and valley every breeze
Remnants of love whose modest sense
Thus into narrow room withdraws ;
Had sunk to rest with folded wings:
Hail, Usages of pristine mould,
Keen was the air, but could not freeze,
Nor check, the music of the strings ;
10
And ye that guard them, Mountains old!
60
80 stout and hardy were the band
Bear with me, Brother! queuch the thought
That scraped the chords with etrenuous hand; I
That slights this passion, or condemns ;
If thee fond Fancy ever brought
And who but listened ? — tíll was paíd
Respect to every Imnate^a claim:
From the proud margin of the Thames,
And Lambetb's venerable towers,
The greeting given, the music played,
In honour of each household name,
To humbler streams, and greener bowers.
Duly pronounced with lusty call,
Yes, they can make, who fail to fínd,
And meiry Christmaa wished to ali t
Short leisure even in busiest days;
Moments, to cast a look behind,
O Brother I I revere the choice
That took thee from thy native hillfl;
20
And proAt by those kindly rays
70
And it is given thee to rejoice:
That through the clouds do sometimea steal,
Though public care full oíten tills
And ali the far-off past reveal.
(Heaven only witnees of the toil)
Hence, while the imperial Cíty's din
A l^rren and ungrateful soil.
Beats frequent on thy satiate ear,
A pleased attention I may win
Yet, would that Thou, with me and mine,
To agitations less severe,
Hadst heard this nerer-failing rite;
And seen on other faces shine
That neither overwhelm nor cloy,
But fill the hollow vale with joy!
A true revival of the light
Which Nature and these rustic Powers,
lu simple childhood, spread through ours. 30
I
For pleasure hath not ceased to wait
On these expected annual rounds;
1820. 1820
Whether the rich man's sumptuous gate
Call forth the unelaborate sounds,
Not envying Latian shades — if yet they
Or they are offered at the door
throw
That guards the lowliest of the poor.
A grateful coolness round that crystal
How touching, when, at midnight, sweep
Spring,
Snow*muffled winds, and ali is dark.
To hear — and sink again to sleep
Blandusia, prattling as when long ago
Or, at an earlier call, to mark,
40 The Sabine Bard was moved her praise to
By blazing flre, the still suspense
sing;
Of self-complacent innocence;
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Careless of flowers that in perennial blow
Kound the moist marge of Persian fountains
cling;
Heedless of Alpine torrents thundering
Through ice-built arches radiant as heaTen's
bow;
I seek the birthplace of a native Stream. —
Ali hail, ye mountains ! liail, thou morning
light!
Better to breathe at large on this elear
height
Than toil in needless sleep from dream to
dream;
Purê flow the verse, purê, vigorous, free,
and bright,
For Duddon, long-loved Duddon, is my
theme !
II
1820. 1820
Child of the clouds ! remote from every
taint
Of sordid industry thy lot is cast;
Thine are the honours of the lofty waste
Not seldom, when with heat the valleys
faint,
Thy handmaid Frost with spaiigled tissue
quaint
Thy cradle decks; — to chant thy birth, thou
hast
No meaner Poet than the whistling Blast,
And Desolation is thy Patron-saint!
She guards thee, ruthless Power! who
would not spare
Those mighty forests, once the bison's
screen,
Where stalked the huge deer to his shaggy
lair
Through paths and alleys roofed with
darkest green;
Thousands of years before the silent air
Was piereed by whizzing shaft of hunter
keen !
III
1820. 1820
How shall I paint thee ? — Be this naked
stone
My seat, while I give way to such intent;
Pleased could my verse, a speaking monument,
Make to the eyes of men thy features known.

But as of ali those tripping lambs not one
Outruns his fellows, so hath Nature lent
To thy beginning nought that doth present
Peculiar groimd for hope to build upon.
To dignify the spot that gives thee birth,
No sign of hoar Antiquity's esteem
Appears, and none of modem Fortune's
care;
Yet thou thyself hast round thee shed a
gleam
Of brilliant moss, instinct with freshness
rare;
Prompt offering to thy Foster-mother
Earth !
IV
1820. 1820
Take, cradled Nursling of the mountain,
take
This parting glance, no negligent adieu !
A Protean change seems wrought while 1
pursue
The curves, a loosely-scattered chain doth
make;
Or rather thou appear'st a glistering snake,
Silent, and to the gazer's eye untrue,
Thridding with sinuous lapse the rushes,
through
Dwarf willows gliding, and by ferny brake.
Starts from a dizzy steep the undaunted Rill
Robed instantly in garb of snow-white foam;
And laughing dares the Adventurer, who
hath clomb
So high, a rival purpose to fulfil;
Else let the dastard backward wend, and
roam,
Seeking less bold achievement, where he
will!
V
1820. 1820
Sole listener, Duddon ! to the breeze that
played
With thy clear voice, I caught the fitful
sound
Wafted o'er sullen moss and craggy
mound —Unfruitful solitudes, that seemed to upbraid
The sim in heaven 1 — but now, to form a
shade
For Thee, green alders have together wound
Their f oliage; ashes flung their arms around;
And birch-trees risen in silver colonnade.
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And thou hast also tempted here to rise,
'Mid sheltering pines, this Cottage rude
and grey;
Whose ruddy children, by the mother's
eyes
Carelessly watched, sport through the summer day,
Thy pleased assooiates: — light as endless
May
On infant bosoms lonely Nature lies.
VI
FLOWERS
1820. 1820
Ebe yet our eourse was graced with social
trees
It lacked not old remains of hawthorn
bowers,
Where small birds warbled to their paramours;
And, earlier stUl, was heard the hum of
bees;
I saw them ply their harmiess robberies.
And caught the fragrance which the sundry
flowers,
Fed by the stream with soft perpetuai
showers,
Plenteously yielded to the vagrant breeze.
There bloomed the strawberry of the wilderness;
The trembling eyebright showed her
sapphire blue,
The thyme her purple, like the blush of
Even;
And if the breath of some to no caress
Invited, forth they peeped so fair to view.
Ali kinds alike seemed favourites of Heaven.
VII
1820. 1820
" Change me, some God, into that breathing rose !"
The love-sick Stripling fancifully sighs,
The envied flower beholding, as it lies
On Laura's breast, in exquisite repose;
Or he would pass into her bird, that throws
The darts of song from out its wiry cage;
Enraptured, — could he for himself engage
The thousandth part of what the Nymph
bestows;

And what the little careless innocent
Ungraciously receives. Too daring choice !
There are whose calmer mind it would
content
To be an uneulled floweret of the glen,
Fearless of plough and scythe; or daikling
wren
That tunes on Duddon's banks her slender
voice.
VIII
1820. 1820
What aspect bore theMan whorovedorfled,
First of his tribe,to this dark deli—who first
In this pellucid Current slaked his thirst ?
What hopes oame with him ? what designs
were spread
Along his path ? His unprotected bed
What dreams encompassed ? Was the intruder nursed
In hideous usages, and rites aceursed,
That thinned the living and disturbed the
dead ?
No voice replies; — both air and earth are
mute;
And Thou, blue Streamlet, murmuring
yield'st no more
Than a soft record, tliat, whatever fruit
Of ignorance thou mighfst witness heretofore,
Thy function was to heal and to restore.
To soothe and cleanse, not madden and
pollute !
IX
THE STEPPING-STONES
1820. 1820
The struggling Rill insensibly is grown
Into a Brook of loud and stately march,
Crossed ever and anon by plank or areh;
And, for like use, Io ! what might saem a
zone
Chosen for ornament — stone matched with
stone
In studied symmetry, with interspace
For the clear waters to pursue their race
Without restraint. How swittly have they
fiown,
Sueceeding — still succeeding ! Here the
ChUd
Puts, when the high-swoln Flood runs flerce
and wild,
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His budding courage to the proof; and
here
Declining Manhood learns to note the sly
And sure encroachments of inflrmity,
Thinking how fast time runs, life's end
how near!

That ruled those dances wild in character ? —
Deep underground ? Or in the upper air,
On the shrill wind of midnight ? or where
floats
0'er twilight iields the autumnal gossamer ?

X
THE SAME SUBJECT
1820. 1820
Not so that Pair whose youthful spirits
dance
With prompt emotion, urging them to
pass;
A sweet confusion checks the Shepherdlass;
Blushing she eyes the dizzy flood askance;
To stop ashamed — too timid to advanee;
She ventures once again — another pause !
His outstretched hand He tauntingly withdraws —
She sues for help with piteous utterance !
Chidden she chides again; the thrilling
toueh
Both feel, wheu he renews the wished-for
aid:
Ah ! if their fluttering hearts should stir
too mueh,
Should beat too strongly, both may be betrayed.
The frolic Loves, who, from yon high rock,
see
The struggle, clap their wings for victory !

XII
HINTS FOR THE FANCY
1820. 1820
On, loitering Muse — the swift Stream
chides us — on !
Albeit his deep-worn channel doth immure
Objects immense portrayed in miniature,
WÜd shapes for many a strange comparisou !
Niagaras, Alpine passes, and anon
Abodes of Naiads, calm abysses pure,
Bright liquid mansions, fashioned to endure
When the broad oak drops, a leafless
skeleton.
And the solidities of mortal pride,
Palace and tower, are crumbled into
dust! —
The Bard who walks with Duddon for his
guide,
Shall find such toys of fancy thiekly set:
Turn from the sight, enamoured Muse —
we must;
And, if thou canst, leave them without
regret!

XI
THE FAÈRY CHASM
1820. 1820
No fiction was it of the antique age:
A sky-blue stone, within this sunless cleft,
Is of the very footmarks unbereft
Whieh tiny Eives impressed; — on that
smooth stage
Dancing with ali their brilliant equipage
In secret revels — haply after theft
Of some sweet Babe — Flower stolen, and
coarse Weed left
For the distracted Mother to assuage
Her grief with, as she might I — But,
where, oh! where
Is traceable a vestige of the notes

XIII
OPEN PROSPECT
1820. 1820
Hail to the fields — with Dwellings sprinkled o'er.
And one small hamlet, under a green hill
Clustering, with barn and byre, and spouting mill !
A glance sufBces; — should we wish for
more,
Gay June would scorn us. But when bleak
winds roar
Through the stiff lance-like shoots of pollard
ash,
Dread swell of sound ! loud as the gusts
that lash
The mãtted forests of Ontario's shore
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By wasteful steel unsmitten — then would I
Turn into port; and, reckless of the gale,
Reckless of angry Duddon sweeping by,
While the warm hearth exalts the mantling
ale,
Laugh with the generous household heai-tily
At ali the merry pranks of Donnerdale !
XIV
1806. 1807
O MOüNTAiif Stream ! the Shepherd and
his Cot
Are privileged Inmates of deep solitude;
Nor would the nicest Anchorite exclude
A field or two of brighter green, or plot
Of tillage-ground, that seemeth like a spot
Of stationary sunshine: — thou hast viewed
These only, Duddon ! with their paths renewed
By flts and starts, yet this contents thee not.
Thee hath some awful Spirit impelled to
leave,
Utterly to desert, the haunts of men,
Though simple thy companions were and
few;
And through this wilderness a passage
cleave
Attended but by thy own voice, save when
The clouds and fowls of the air thy way
pursue !
XV
1820. 1820
From this deep ehasm, where quivering
sunbeams play
Upon its loftiest crags, mine eyes behold
A gloomy niche, capacious, blank, and
cold;
A eoncave free from shrubs and mosses
grey;
In semblance fresh, as if, with dire affray.
Some Statue, placed amid these regions old
For tutelary service, thence had rolled,
Startling the ílight of timid Yesterd^y !
Was it by mortais sculptured ? — weary
slaves
Of slow endeavour ! or abruptly cast
Into rude shape by fire, with roaring blast
Tempestuously let loose from central caves ?
Or fashioned by the turbulence of waves,
Then, when o'er highest hills the Deluge
passed ?
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XVI
AMERICAN TRADITION
1820. 1820
SüCH fruitless questions may not long beguile
Or plagne the fancy 'mid thé sculptured
shows
Conspicuous yet where Oroonoko flows;
There would the Indian answer with a smile
Aimed at the White Man's ignorance, the
while,
Of the Grkat Wateks telling how they
rose,
Covered the plains, and, wandering where
they chose,
Mounted through every intricate defile,
Triumphant — Inundation wide and deep,
0'er whieh his Fathers urged, to ridge and
steep
Else unapproachable, their buoyant way;
And carved, on mural cli£P's undreaded side,
Sun, moon, and stars, and beast of chase
or prey;
Whate'er they sought, shunned, loved, or
deified !
XVII
RETURN
1820. 1820
A DARE plimie feteh me from yon blasted
yew,
Perched on whose top the Danish Raven
croaks;
Aloft, the imperial Bird of Rome invokes
Departed ages, shedding where he flew
Loose fragments of wild wailing, that bestrew
The clouds and thrill the chambers of the
rocks;
And into silence hush the timorous flocks,
That, calmly couching while the nightly dew
Moistened each fleece, beneath the twinkling stars
Slept amid that lone Camp on Hardknofs
height,
Whose Guardians bent the knee to Jove
and Mars:
Or, near that mystic Round of Druid frame
Tardily sinking by its proper weight
Deep into patient Earth, from whose smooth
breast it came I
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XVIII
SEATHWAITE CHAPEL
1820. 1820
Sacred Keligion ! " mother of form and
fear,"
Dread arbitress of mutable respect,
New rites ordaining when the old are
wrecked,
Or cease to please tlie fickle worshipper;
Mother of Love ! (that name best suits
thee here)
Mother of Love ! for this deep vale, proteet
Truth's holy lamp, purê source of bright
effeot,
Gifted to purge the vapoury atmosphere
That seeks to stifle it; — as in those days
When this low Pile a Gospel Teacher
knew,
Whose good works formed an endless retinue:
A Pastor such as Chaucer's verse portrays;
Such as the heaven-taught skill of Herbert
drew;
And tender Goldsmith crowned with deathless praise !
XIX
TRIBUTARY STREAM
1820. 1820
My frame hath often trembled with delight
When hope presented some far-distant good,
That seemed from heaven desoending, like
the flood
Of yon pure waters, from their aery height
Hurrying, with lordly Duddon to unite;
Who, 'mid a world of images imprest
On the calm depth of his transparent
breast,
Appears to oherish most that Torrent
white,
The fairest, softest, liveliest of them ali!
And seldom hath ear listened to a tune
Maré Inlling than the busy hum of Noon,
Swoln by that voice — whose murmur
musical
Annomices to the thirsty flelds a boon
Dewy and fresh, till showers again shall
fali.

V

XX
THE PLAIN OF DONNERDALE
1820. 1820
The old inventiva Poets, had they seen,
Or rather f elt, the entraneement that detains
Thy waters, Duddon ! 'mid these flowery
plains —
The still repose, the liquid lapse serene,
Transferred to bowers imperishably green,
Had beautified Elysium ! But these chaiiis
Will soon be broken; —a rough course remains,
Rough as the past; where Thou, of placid
mien,
Innocuous as a firstling of the floek,
And counteniuiced like a soft cerulean sky,
Shalt change thy temper; and, with many
a shock
Given and received in mutual jeopardy.
Dance, like a Baechanal, from rock to rock,
Tossing her frantic thyrsus wide and high!
XXI
1820. 1820
Whence that low voice? — A whisper
from the heart,
That told of days long past, when here I
roved
With friends and kindred tenderly beloved;
Some who had early mandates to depart,
Yet are allowed to steal my path athwart
By Duddon's side; once more do we uuite,
Once more, beneath the kind Earth's tranquil light;
And smothered joys into new being start.
From her unworthy seat, the cloudy stall
Of Time, breaks forth triumphantMemory;
Her glistening tresses bomid, yet light and
free
As golden locks of biroh, that rise and fali
On gales that breathe too gently to recall
Aught of the fading year's inclemency !
XXII
TRADITION
1820. 1820
A LOVE-LORK Maid, at some far-distant time,
Came to this hidden pool, whose depths
surpass
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In orystal clearness Dian's looking-glass;
And, gazing, saw that Kose, whioh from the
prime
Derives its name, reflected, as the chime
Of echo doth reverberate some sweet somid:
The starry treasure from the blue profomid
She longed to ravish; — shall she plmige, or
climb
The humid precipice, and seize the guest
Of April, smiling high in upper air ?
Desperate alternativa ! what fiend could
dare
To prompt the thought ? — Upon the steep
rock'3 breast
The lonely Primrose yet renews its bloom,
Untouched memento of her hapless doem !
XXIII
SHEEP WASHING
1820. 1820
Sad thoughts, avaunt! — partake we their
blithe cheer
Who gathered in betimes the nnshorn floek
To wash the fleece, where haply bands of
rock,
Checking the stream, niake a pool smooth
and clear
As this we look on. Distant Momitains hear,
Hear and repeat, the tnrmoil that unites
Clamour of boys with innoeent despites
Of barking dogs, and bleatings from strange
fear.
And what if Duddon's spotless flood receive
Unwelcome mixtures as the uncouth noise
Tliickens, the pastoral Ri ver will forgive
Suoh wrong; nor need we blame the lieensed joys,
Though false to Nature's quiet equipoise:
Frank are the sports, the stains are fugitiva.
XXIV
THE RESTING-PLACE
1820. 1820
Mid-noon Í3 past; — upon the sultry mead
No zephyr breathes, no eloud its shadow
throws:
If we advanca unstrengthened by repose,
Farewell the solace of tha vagrant reed !
This Nook — with woodbine hung and
straggling weed

599

Tempting racess as ever pilgrim chose,
Half grot, half arbour — profEers to anclose
Body and mind, from molestation freed,
In narrow compass — narrow as itself:
Or if the Faney, too industrious Elf,
Be loth that we should breathe awhile axempt
From new incitaments friendly to our task,
Here wants not stealthy prospect, that may
tempt
Loosa Idless to forego her wily mask.
XXV
1820. 1820
Methikks 't were no unpreeedentad feat
Should some benignant Minister of air
Lift, and encircle with a eloudy chair,
The One for whom my haart shall avar
beat
With tenderast love; — or, if a safer seat
Atween his downy wings be fumishad,
there
Would lodge her, and the cherished burden
bear
0'er hill and valley to this dim retraat!
Rough ways my steps have trod; — too
rough and long
For her companionship; here dwells soft
aase:
With sweets that she partakes not, some
distaste
Mingles, and lurking consciousness of
wrong;
Languish the flowers; the waters seem to
waste
Their vocal eharm; their sparklings cease
to plaasa.
XXVI
1820. 1820
RetüRN, Content ! for fondly I pursuad,
Evan when a child, tha Streams — unheard, unseen;
Through tangled woods, impending rocks
between;
Or, free as air, with flying inquest viawed
The sullen reservoirs whence thair bold
brood —
Fure as the moming, fretful, boisterous,
keen.
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Green as the salt-sea billows, white and
green—
Poured dowu the hills, a chorai multitude !
Nor have I tracked their course for scanty
gains;
They taught me random cares and triiant
joys,
That shield from mischief and preserve
from stains
Vague minds, while men are growing out
of boys;
Maturer Fancy owes to their rough noise
Impetuous thoughts that brook not servile
reins.

On Duddon's margin, in the sheltering
nest;
For ali the startled scaly tribes that slink
Into his coverts, and each fearless link
Of dancing insects forged upon his breast;
For these, and hopes and reeolleetions wom
Glose to the vital seat of human clay;
Glad meetings, tender partings, that upstay
The drooping mind of absence, by vows
sworn
In his pure presence near the trysting
thorn —
I thanked the Leader of my onward way.

XXVII
1820. 1820
Fallen, and difEused into a shapeless heap,
Or quietly self-buried in earth's mould,
Is that embattled House, whose massy
Keep,
Flung from yon clifE a shadow large and
cold.
There dwelt the gay, the bountiful, the
bold;
Till nightly lamentations, like the sweep
Of winds — though winds were silent —
stmck a deep
And lasting terror through that ancient
Hold.
Its line of Warriors fled; — they shrunk
when tried
By ghostiy power: — but Time's misparing
hand
Hath plucked such foes, like weeds, from
out the land;
And now, if men with men in peaee abide,
Ali other strength the weakest may withstand,
Ali worse assaults may safely be defied.

XXIX
1820. 1820
No record tells of lance opposed to lance,
Horse charging horse, 'mid these retired
domains;
Tells that their turf drank purple from the
veins
Of heroes, fallen, or struggling to advance,
Till doubtful eombat issued in a trance
Of victory, that struck through heart and
reins
Even to the inmost seat of mortal pains.
And lightened o'er the pallid countenance.
Yet, to the loyal and the brave, who lie
In the blank earth, neglected and forlorn,
The passing Winds memorial tribute pay;
The Torrents chant their praise, inspiring
scorn
Of power usurped; with proclamation high,
And glad acknowledgment, of lawful sway.

XXVIII
JOURNEY RENEWED
1820. 1820
I RO8E while yet the cattle, heat-opprest,
Crowded together under rustling trees
Brushed by the current of the waterbreeze;
And for their sakes, and love of ali that
rest,

XXX
1820. 1820
Who swerves from innocence, who makes
divorce
Of that serene companion — a good name,
Recovers not his loss; but walks with
shame,
With doubt, with fear, and haply with remorso:
And oft-times he — who, yielding to the
force
Of chance-temptation, ere his joumey end,
From chosen comrade tums, or faithful
f riend —
In vain shall rue the broken intercourse.

THE RIVER DUDDON
Not so with such as loosely wear the
chãin
That binds them, pleasant River! to thy
side: —
Through the rough copse wheel thou with
hasty stride;
I choose to saunter o'er the grassy plain,
Sure, when the separation has beeu tried,
That we, who part in love, shall meet
again.
XXXI
1820. 1820
The Kikk of Ulpha to the pilgrim's eye
Is welcome as a star, that doth present
Its shining forehead through the peaceful
rent
Of a blaek cloud diííused o'er half the
sky:
Or as a fruitful palm-tree towering high
0'er the parched waste beside aa Arab's
tent;
Or the Indian tree whose branches, downward bent,
Take root again, a boundless canopy.
How sweet were leisure ! còuld it yield no
more
Than 'mid that wave-washed Churohyard
to recline,
From pastoral graves extracting thoughts
divina;
Or there to pace, and mark the summits
hoar
Of distant moonlit mountains faintly shine,
Soothed by the unseen River's gentle roar.
XXXII
1820. 1820
Kot hurled precipitous from steep to steep;
Lingering no more 'mid flower-enamelled
lands
And blooming thiekets; nor by rocky bands
Held; but in radiant progress toward the
Deep
Where mightiest rivers into powerless sleep
Sink, and forget their natm^e —• now expands
Majestio Duddon, over smooth flat sands
Gliding in silenee with mifettered sweep !
Beneath an ampler sky a region wide
Is opened round him: — hamlets, towers,
and towns,
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And blne-topped hills, behold him from
afar;
In stately mien to sovereign Thames allied,
Spreading his bosom under Kentish downs,
With eommerce freighted, or trinmphant
war.
XXXIII
CONCLUSION
1820. 1820
But here no cannon thnnders to the gale;
Upon the wave no haughty pendants cast
A crimson splendour: lowly is the mast
That rises here, and humbly spread, the
sail;
While, less disturbed than in the nairow
Vale
Through which with strange vicissitudes he
passed,
The Wanderer seeks that receptaele vast
Where ali his unambitious functions fail
And may thy Poet, cloud-born Stream ! be
free —
The sweets of earth eontentedly resigned,
And each tumultuous working left behind
At seemly distance — to advance like Thee;
Prepared, in peace of heart, in calm of mind
And soul, to mingle with Eternity !
XXXIV
AFTER-THOUGHT
1820. 1820
7 THOuoHTof Thee, my partner andmy guide,
being past away. — Vain sympathies !
For, hackward, Duddon, as I cast my eyes,
1 see what was, and is, and will ábide;
Still glides the Stream, and shall for ever
glide;
The Form remains, the Function never dies;
While we, the hrave, the mighty, and the wise,
We Men, who in our mom of youth defied
The elements, must vanish; — he it so !
Enough, if something from our hands have
power
To live, and act, and serve the future hour;
And if, as toward the silent tomb we go,
Through love, through hope, and faith's transcendem dower,
We feel that we are greater than we know.

s

6o2

A PARSONAGE IN OXFORDSHIRE

A PARSONAGE IN OXFORDSHIRE
1820. 1822
This Parsonage was the residence of my
friend Jones, and is partioularly deacribed in
another note.
Where holy ground begins, uuhallowed
ends,
Is marked by no distinguishable line;
The turf unites, the pathways intertwine;
And, wheresoe'er the stealing footstep
tends,
Garden, and that domain where kindred,
friends,
And neighbours rest together, here confound
Their several features, mingled like the
sound
Of many waters, or as evening blends
With shady night. Soft airs, from shrub
and flower,
Waft fragrant greetings to each silent
grave;
And while those lofty poplars gently
wave
Their tops, between them comes and goes
a sky
Bright as the glimpses of eternity,
To saints accorded in their mortal hour.
TO ENTERPRISE
1820. 1822
Keep for the Young the impassioned smile
Shed from thy countenance, as I see thee
stand
High on that chalky clifP of Britain's Isle,
A slender volume grasping in thy hand —
(■Perchance the pages that relate
The various turns of Crusoe's fate) —
Ah, spare the exulting smile,
And drop thy pointing finger bright
As the first flash of beacon light;
Biit neither veil thy head in shadows dim, 10
Nor turn thy face away
From One who, in the evening of his day,
To thee would ofEer no presumptuous
hymn!
I
Bold Spirit! who art free to rove
Among the starry courts of Jove,
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And oft in splendour dost appear
Embodied to poetic eyes,
While traversing this nether sphere,
Where Mortais call thee Enterprise.
Daughter of Hope ! her favourite Child, 20
Whom she to young Ambition bore,
When hunter's arrow flrst deíiled
The grove, and stained the turf with gore;
Thee wingèd Fancy took, and nursed
On broad Euphrates' palmy shore,
And where the mightier Waters burst
From caves of Indian mountains hoar !
She wrapped thee in a panther's skin;
And Thou, thy favourite food to win,
The flame-eyed eagle oft wouldst scare 30
From her rock-fortress in mid air,
With infant shout; and often sweep,
Paired with the ostrich, o'er the plain;
Or, tired with sport, wouldst sink asleep
Upon the couchant lion's mane !
With rolling years thy strength increased
And, far beyond thy native East,
To thee, by varying titles known
As variously thy power was shown,
Did incense-bearing altars rise,
40
Which caught the blaze of saeriflce,
From suppliants panting for the skies !
II
What though this ancient Earth be trod
No more by step of Demi-god
Mounting from glorious deed to deed
As thou from clime to clime didst lead;
Yet still, the bosom beatiiig high,
And the hushed farewell of an eye
Where no procrastinating gaze
A last inflrmity betrays,
50
Prove that thy heaven-deseended sway
Shall ne'er submit to cold decay.
By thy divinity impelled,
The Stripling seeks the tented field;
The aspiring Virgin kneels; and, pale
With awe, receives the hallowed veil,
A soft and tender Heroine
Vowed to severer discipline;
Inflamed by thee, the blooming Boy
Makes of the whistling shrouds a toy, 60
And of the ocean's dismal breast
A play-ground, — or a couch of rest;
'Mid the blank world of snow and ice,
Thou to his dangers dost enchain
The Chamois-chaser awed in vain
By chasm or dizzy precipice;
And hast Thou not with triumph seen
How soaring Mortais glide between

TO ENTERPRISE
Or through the clouds, and brave the light
With bolder than Icarian flight ?
70
How they, iu bells of crystal, dive —
Where winds and waters cease to strive —
For no unholy visitings,
Among the monsters of the Deep;
And ali the sad and precious things
Which there in ghastly silence sleep ?
Or, adverse tides and currents headed,
And breathless calms no longer dreaded,
In never-slackening voyage go
Straight as an arrow from the bow;
80
And, slighting sails and scorning oars,
Keep faith with Time on distant shores ?
— Within our fearless reach are placed
The secrets of the burning Waste;
Egyptian tombs unlock their dead,
Nile trembles at his fountain head;
Thou speak'st — and Io ! the polar Seas
Unbosom their last mysteries.
— But oh ! what transports, what sublime
reward,
Won from the world of mind, dost thou
prepare
90
For philosophic Sage; or high-souled Bard
Who, for thy service trained in lonely
woods,
Hath fed on pageants floating through the
air,
Or calentured in depth of limpid floods;
Nor grieves — tho' doomed thro' silent
night to bear
The domination of his glorious themes,
Or struggle in the net-work of thy drèams !
III
If there be movements in the Patriofs
soul,
From source still deeper, and of higher
worth,
'T is thine the quickening impulse to control,
100
And in due season send the mandate
forth;
Thy call a prostrate Nation can restore,
When but a single Mind resolves to crouch
no more.
IV
Dread Minister of wrath !
Who to their destined punishment dost
urge
The Pharaohs of the earth, the menof hardened heart!
Not unassisted by the flattering stars,
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Thou strew'st temptation o'er the path
When they in pomp depart
109
With trampling horses and refulgent cars —
Soon to be swallowed by the briny surge;
Or cast, for lingering death, on unknown
strands;
Or caught amid a whirl of desert sands —
An Army now, and now a living hill
That a brief whUe heaves with convulsivo
throes —
Then ali is still;
Or, to forget their madness and their
woes,
Wraptina winding-sheetof spotless snows !
V
Baek flows the willing eurrent of my
Song:
If to provoke such doom the Impious
dare,
120
Why should it daunt a blameless prayer ?
— Bold Goddess ! range our Youth among;
Nor let thy genuine impulse fail to beat
In hearts no longer ypung;
Still may a veteran Few have pride
In thoughts whose stemness makes them
sweet;
In fixed resolves by Keason justifled;
That to their object eleave like sleet
Whitening a pine tree's northern side,
When fields are naked far and wide,
130
And withered leaves, from earth's cold
breast
Up-caught in whirlwinds, nowhere can find
rest.
VI
But, if such homage thou disdain
As doth with mellowing years agree,
One rarely absent from thy traiu
More humble favours may obtain
For thy contented Votary.
She, who incites the frolic lambs
In presence of their heedless dams,
And to the solitary fawn
140
Vouchsafes her lessons, bounteous Nymph
That wakes the breeze, the sparkling lymph
Doth hurry to the lawn;
She, who inspires that strain of joyance holy
Which the sweet Bird, misnamed the melancholy,
Pours forth in shady groves, shall plead for
me;
And vernal momings opening bright
With views of undeíined delight.
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And cheerful songs, and suns that shine
On busy days, with thankful nights, be
mine.
150
VII
But thou, O Goddess ! in thy favourite Isle
(Freedom's impregnable redoubt,
The wide earth's store-house fenced about

With breakers roaring to the gales
That stretch a thousand thousand sails)
Quicken the slothful, and exalt the vile ! —
Thy impulse is the life of Fame;
Glad Hope would almost cease to be
If torn from thy society;
And Love, when worthiest of bis name, 160
Is proud to walk the earth with Thee !

ECCLESIASTICAL SONNETS
IN SERIES
1821. 1822
My purpose in writing this Series was, as much as possible, to confine my view to the introduction,
progTes3,and operationof the Churchin England, both previoua and subseqnent to the Eeformation.
The Sonnets were written long before ecclesiastical history and points of doctrine had excited the
interest with which they have been recently enquired into and discussed. The former particular
is mentioned as an excuse for my having fallen into error in respect to an incident which had been
selected as setting forth the height to which the power of the Popedom over temporal sovereignty
had attained, and the arrogance with which it was displayed. I allude to the last Sonnet but
one in the first series, where Pope Alexander the third at Venice is described as setting his foot
on the neck of the Emperor Barbarossa. Though this is related as a fact in history, I am told it
is a mere legend of no authority. Substitute for it an undeniable truth not less fitted for my
purpose, namely, the penance inflicted by Gregory the Seventh npon the Emperor Henry the
Fourth.
Before I conclude my notice of these Sonnets, let me observe that the opinion I prononnced in
favour of Laud (long before the Oxford Tract moremcnt) and which had brought censure upon
me from several quarters, is not in the least changed. Omitting here to examine into his conduct
in respect to the persecuting spirit with which he has been charged, I am persnaded that most of
his aims to restore ritual practices which had been abandoned were good and wise, whateyer errors
he might commit in the manner he sometimes attempted to enforce them. I further believe that,
had not he, and others who shared his opinions and felt as he did, stood up in opposition to the
reformers of that period, it is questionable whether the Chnrch would ever have recovered its lost
ground and become the blessing it now is, and will, I trnst, become in a still greater degree, both
to those of its commnnion and to those who unfortunately are separated from it.
PART I
FROM THE INTRODUCTION OF CHRISTIANITY INTO BRITAIN, TO THE
CONSUMMATION OF THE PAPAL
DOMINION
A verse may catch a wandering Soul, that flies
Profouuder Tracta, and by a blest surprise
Convert delight into a Sacriâce."
I
INTRODUCTION
1821. 1822
I, WHO accompanied with faithful pace
Cernlean Dnddon from his cloud-fed spring,
And loved with spirit ruled by his to sing
Of moimtain quiet and boonnature's grace;

I, who essayed the nobler Stream to
trace
Of Liberty, and smote the plausive string
Till the checked torrent, proudly triumphing.
Won for herself a lasting resting-place;
Now seek upon the heights of Time the
source
Of a Holy River, on whose banks are
found
Sweet pastoral flowers, and laurels that
have crowned
Full oft the unwortby brow of lawless
force;
And, for delight of him who tracks its
course,
Immortal amaranth and palms abound.
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II
CONJECTURES
1821. 1822
If there be prophets on whose spirits rest
Past things, revealed like future, they can
tell
What Powers, presiding o'er the sacred well
Of Christian Faith, this savage Island
blessed
With its flrst bounty. Wandering through
the west,
Did lioly Paul a while in Britam dwell,
And call the Fountaiu forth by miracle,
And with dread signs the nasceut Stream
invest ?
Or He, whose bonds dropped ofB, whose
prison doors
Flew open, by an Angel's voice unbarred ?
Or some of humbler name, to these wild
shores
Storm-driveu; who, having seen the cup of
woe
Pass from their Master, sojourned here to
guard
The preeious Current they had taught to
flow ?
III
TREPIDATION OF THE DRUIDS
1821. 1822
SCREAMS round the Arch-druid's brow the
seamew — white
As Menai's foam; and toward the mystie
ring
Where Augurs stand, the Future questioning,
Slowly the cormorant aims her heavy flight,
Portending ruin to each baleful rite,
That, in the lapse of ages, hath crept o'er
Diluvian truths, and patriarohal lore.
Hausrhtvthe Bard: can these meek doctrines
blight
His transports ? wither his heroic strains ?
But ali shall be fulfilled; — the Julian
spear
A way flrst opened; and, with Boman
chains,
The tidings come of Jesus crucified;
They come — they spread — the weak, the
sufEering, hear;
Receive the faith. and in the hope abide.

IV
DRUIDICAL EXCOMMUNICATION
1821. 1822
Mercy and Love have met thee on thy road,
Thou wretched Outcast, from the gift of
flre
And food cut ofE by sacerdotal ire,
From every sympathy that Mau bestowed !
Yet shall it claim our reverence, that to God,
Ancient of days ! that to the eternal Sire,
These jealous Ministers of law aspire,
As to the one sole fount whence wisdom
flowed.
Justice, and order. Tremblingly escaped.
As if with prescience of the coming storm,
That intimation when the stars were shaped;
And still, 'mid yon thick woods, the primai
truth
Glimmers through many a superstitious
form
That fllls the Soul with imavailing ruth.
V
UNCERTAINTY
1821. 1822
Darkness surrounds us; seeking, we are
lost
On Snowdon's wilds, amid Brigantian coves,
Or where the solitary shepherd roves
Along the plain of Sarum, by the ghost
Of Time and shadows of Tradition, crost;
And where the boatman of the Western
Isles
Slackens his course — to mark those holy
piles
Which yet survive on bleak Iona's coast.
Nor these, nor monuments of eldest name,
Nor Taliesin's unforgotten lays,
Nor characters of Greek or Koman fame.
To an unquestionable Source have led;
Enough — if eyea, that sought the fountainhead
In vain, upon the growing Rill may gaze.
VI
PERSECUTION
1821. 1822
Lament ! for Diocletian's fiery sword
Works busy as the lightning; but instinct
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With malice ne'er to deadliest weapon
linked
Which God's ethereal store-houses afEord:
Against the Followers of the incarnate Lord
It rages; some are smitten in the field —
Some pierced to the heart through the ineífectual shield
Of sacred home; — with pomp are others
gored
And dreadful respite. Thus was Alban
tried,
England's first Martyr, whom no threats
could shake;
Self-ofPered victim, for his friend he died,
And for the faith; nor shall his name forsake
That Hill, whose flowery platform seems
to rise
By Nature decked for holiest sacrifica.
VII
RECOVERY
1821. 1822
As, when a storm hath ceased, the birds
regain
Their cheerfulness, and busily retrim
Their nests, or chant a gratulating hymn
To the blue ether and bespangled plain;
Even so, in many a re-constructed fane,
Have the survivors of this Storm renewed
Their holy rites with vocal gratitude;
And solemn ceremonials they ordain
To celebrate their great deliverance;
Most feelingly instructed 'mid their fear—
That persecution, blind with rage extreme,
May not the less, through Heaven's mild
countenance,
Even in her own despite, both feed and
cheer;
For ali things are less dreadful than they
seem.
VIII
TEMPTATIONS FROM ROMAN REFINEMENTS
1821. 1822
Watch, and be firm ! for, soul-subduing
vice,
Heart-killing luxury, on your steps await.
Fair houses, baths, and banquets delicate.
And temples flashing, bright as polar ice.

Their radiance through the woods — may
yet suffice
To sap your hardy virtue, and abate
Your love of Him upon whose forehead sate
The crown of thoms; whose life-blood
flowed, the price
Of your redemption. Shun the insidious arts
That Rome provides, less dreading from
her frown
Than from her wily praise, her peaceful
gown,
Language, and letters; — these, though
fondly viewed
As humanising graces, are but parts
And instruments of deadliest servitude !
IX
DISSENSIONS
1821. 1822
That heresies should strike (if truth be
scanned
Presumptuously) their roots both wide and
deep,
Is natural as dreams to feverish sleep.
Lo ! Discord at the altar dares to stand
Uplifting toward high Heaven her fiery
brand,
A cherished Priestess of the new-baptized!
But chastisement shall follow peace despised.
The Pictish cloud darkens the enervate land
By Rome abandoned; vain are suppliant
cries.
And prayers that would undo her forced
farewell;
For she retums not. — Awed by her own
knell,
She casts the Britons upon strange Allies
Soon to become more dreaded enemies
Than heartless misery called them to repeL
X
STRUGGLE OF THE BRITONS AGAINST
THE BARBARIANS
1821. 1822
Rise ! — they have risen: of brave Aneurin
ask
How they have scourged old foes, perfidious
friends:
The Spirit of Caractacus descends
Upon the Fatriots, animates their task; —
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Amazement runs before the to wering casque
Of Arthur, bearing through the stormy fleld
The virgin soulptured on his Christian
shield: —
Stretched in the sunny light of victory
bask
The Host that followed Urien as he strode
0'er heaps of slain; — from Cambrian wood
and moss
Druids descend, auxiliars of the Cross;
Bards, nursed on blue Plinlimmon's still
abode,
Rush on the íight, to harps preferring
swords,
And everlasting deeds to burning words !
XI
SAXON CONQUEST
1821. 1822
Nor wants the cause the panic-striking aid
Of hallelujahs tost from hill to hill —
For instant victory. But Heaveu's high
will
Permits a second and a darker shade
Of Pagan night. Afflioted and dismayed,
The Relics of the sword flee to the mouiitains:
O wretched Land ! whose tears have flowed
like fountains;
Whose arts and honours in the dust are laid
By men yet scarcely conscious of a care
For other monuments than those of Earth;
Who, as the flelds and woods have given
them birth,
Will build their savage fortunes only there;
Content, if foss, and barrow, and the girth
Of long-drawn rampart, witness what they
were.
XII
MONASTERY OF OLD BANGOR
1821. 1822
The oppression of the tumult — wralTi and
scorn —
The tribulation — and the gleaming blades —
Such is the impetuous spirit that pervades
The song of Taliesin;— Ours shall mourn
The unarmed Host who by their prayers
would turn
The sword from Bangor's walls, and guard
the store
Of Aboriginal and Roman lore,
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And Christian monuments, that now must
burn
To senseless ashes. Mark ! how ali things
swerve
From their known course, or vanish like a
dream;
Another language spreads from coast to
coast;
Only perchance some melancholy Stream
And some indignant HUls old names preserve,
When laws, and creeds, and people ali are
lost !
XIII
CASUAL INCITEMENT
1821. 1822
A BRIGHT-HAIRED company of youthful
slaves,
Beautiful strangers, stand within the pale
Of a sad market, ranged for public sale,
Where Tiber's stream the immortal City
laves:
Angu by name; and not an Angbl waves
His wing who could seem lovelier to man's
eye
Than they appear to holy Gregory;
Who, having learnt that name, salvation
craves
For Them, and for their Land. The earnest Sire,
His questions urging, feels, in slender ties
Of chiming sound,.commanding sympathies;
De-irian8 — he would save them from
God's Ire;
Subjects of Saxon .íElla — they shall sing
Glad HALLE-lujahs to the etemal King !
XIV
GLAD TIDINGS
1821. 1822
For ever hallowed be this moming fair,
Blest be the unconscious shore on which
ye tread,
And blest the silver Cross, which ye, instead
Of martial banner, in procession bear;
The Cross preceding Him who floats in air,
The pictured Saviour ! — By Augustin led,
They come — and onward travei without
dread,
Chanting in barbarous ears a tuneful
prayer —
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Sung for themselves, and those whom they
would free !
Rich conquest waits them: — the tempestuous sea
Of Ignorance, that ran so rougli and high
And heeded not the voice of clashing
swords,
These good men humble by a few bare
words,
And calm with fear of God's divinity.
XV
PAULINUS
1821. 1822
But, to remote Northumbria's royal Hall,
Where thoughtful Edwin, tutored in the
school
Of sorrow, still maintains a heathen rule,
Who comes with functions apostolieal ?
Mark him, of shoulders curved, and stature
tall,
Black hair, and vivid eye, and meagre
cheek,
His prominent feature like aneagle's beak;
A Man whose aspect doth at once appal
And strike with reverence. The Monarch
leans
Toward the pure truths this Delegate propounds,
Repeatedly his own deep mind he sounds
With careful hesitation, — then convenes
A synod of his Councillors: — give ear,
And what a pensive Sage doth utter, hear !
XVI
PERSUASION
1821. 1822
"Man'8 life is like a Sparrow, mighty
King !
That — while at banquet with your Chiefs
you sit
Housed near a blazing fire — is seen to flit
Safe from the wintry tempest. Fluttering,
Here did it enter; there, on hasty wing,
riies out, and passes on from cold to cold;
But whence it carne we know not, nor behold
Whither it goes. Even such, that transient
Thing,
The human Soul; not iitterly miknown
While in the Body lodged, her warm abode;

But from what world She carne, what woe
or weal
On her departure waits, no tongue hath
shown;
This mystery if the Stranger can reveal,
His be a welcome cordially bestowed !"
XVII
CONVERSION
1821. 1822
Pkompt transformatjon works the novel
Lore;
The CouncU closed, the Priest in full career
Rides forth, an armèd man, and hurls a
spear
To desecrate the Fane which heretofore
He served in folly. Woden falls, and Thor
Is overturned; the mace, in battle heaved
(So might they dream) till vietory was
achieved,
Drops, and the God himself is seen no
more.
Temple and Altar sink, to hide their shame
Amid oblivious weeds. " O come to me,
Ye heavy laden ! " such the inviting voice
Heard near fresh streams; and thousands,
who rejoice
In the new Rite, the pledge of sanctity,
Shall, by regenerate life, the promise claim.
xvm
AFOLOGY
1821. 1822
Nor scorn the aid which Fancy oft doth
lend
The Soul's eternal interests to promote:
Death, darkness, danger, are our natural
lot;
And evil Spirits may our walk attend
For aught the wisest know or comprehend;
Then be good Spirits free to breathe a note
Of elevation; let their odours float
Around these Converts; and their glories
blend,
The midnight stars outshining, or the blaze
Of the noon-day. Nor doubt that golden
cords
Of good works, mingling with the visions,
raise
The Soul to purer worlds: and who the
line
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Shall draw, the limits of the power define,
That eyen imperfect faith to man affords ?

Ye holy Men, so eamest in your care,
Of your own mighty instruments beware !

XIX
PRIMITIVE SAXON CLERGY
1821. 1822
How beautiful your presence, how benign,
Servants of God! who not a thought wUl
share
With the vaiu world; who, outwardiy as
bare
As -winter trees, yield no fallacious sign
That the firm soul is olothed with fruit
divina !
Such Priest, when service worthy of his
care
Has called him forth to breathe the common air,
Might seem a saintly Image from its shrine
Descended: — happy are the eyes that
meet
The Apparition; evil thoughts are stayed
At his approach, and low-bowed necks
entreat
A benediction from his voice or hand;
Whenee grace, throiigh which the heart
can understand,
And vows, that bind the will, in silence
made.
XX
OTHER INFLUENCES
1821. 1822
Ah, when the Body, round which in love
we clung,
Is chilled by death, does mutual service
f ail ?
Is tender pity then of no avail ?
Are intercessions of the fervent tongue
A waste of liope ? — From this sad sovirce
have sprvmg
Rites that console the Spirit, under grief
Which ill can brook more rational relief:
Hence, prayers are shaped araiss, and
dirges sung
For Souls whose doem is fixed I The way
is smooth
For Power that traveis with the human
heart:
Confession ministers the pang to soothe
In him who at the ghost of guilt doth
start.

XXI
SECLUSION
1821. 1822
Lance, shield, and sword relinquished, at
his side
A bead-roll, in his hand a claspèd book,
Or stafE more barmless than a shepherd's
crook,
The war-worn Chieftain quits the world —
to hide
His thin autumnal locks where Monks abide
In cloistered privacy. But not to dwell
In soft repose he comes: within his cell,
Round the decaying trunk of human pride,
At morn, and eve, and midnighfs silent
hour,
Do penitential cogitations cling;
Like ivy, round some ancient elm, they
twine
Ingrisly folds and strictures serpentine;
Yet, while they strangle, a fair growth they
bring,
For recompence — their own perennial
bower.
XXII
CONTINUED
1821. 1822
Methinks that to some vacant hermitage
My feet would rather turn — to some dry
nook
Scooped out of living rock, and near a brook
Hurled down a mountain-eove from stage
to stage,
Yet tempering, for my sight, its bustling
rage
In the soft heaven of a translucent pool;
Thence creeping under sylvan arches cool, ■
Fit haunt of shapes whose glorious equipage
Would elevate my dreams. A beechen bowl,
A maple dish, my f urniture should be;
Crisp, yellow leaves my bed; the hooting
owl
My night-watch: nor should e'er the crested
fowl
From thorp or vill his matins sound for
me,
Tired of the world and ali its industry.
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xxm
REPROOF
1821. 1822
Büt what if One, through grove or flowery
mead,
Indulging thus at will the creeping feet
Of'a voluptuous indolence, should meet
Thy hovering Shade, O yenerable Bede !
The saint, the soholar, from a circle freed
Of toil stupendous, in a hallowed seat
Of learning, where thou heard'st the billows
beat
On a wild coast, rough monitors to feed
Perpetuai industry. Sublime Reeluse !
The recreant soul, that dares to shun the
debt
Imposed on human kind, must first forget
Thy diligence, thy unrelaxing use
Of a long lif e; and, in the hour of death,
The last dear service of thy passing breath !

Or quit with zealous step their knee-worn
floors
To seek the general mart of Christendom;
Whence they, like richly-laden merchants,
come
To their belovèd cells: ■— or shall we say
That, like the Red-cross Knight, they urge
their way.
To lead in memorable triimiph home
Truth, their immortal Una ? Babylon,
Leamèd and wise, hath perished utterly,
Nor leaves her Speech one word to aid the
sigh
That would lament her; — Memphis, Tyre,
are gone
With ali their Arts, — but classie lore glides
on
By these Religious saved for ali posterity.

XXVI
ALFRED
1821. 1822
XXIV
Behold a pupil of the monkish gown,
SAXON MONASTERIES, AND LIGHTS The pious Alfred, King to Justice dear !
AND SHADES OF THE RELIGION
Lord of the harp and liberating spear;
Mirror of Princes ! Indigent Renown
1821. 1822
Might range the starry ether for a crown
By such examples moved to unhought pains, Equal to his deserts, who, like the year,
The people work like congregated bees;
Pours forth his bounty, like the day doth
cheer.
Eager to build the quiet Fortresses
Where Piety, as they believe, obtains
And awes like night with mercy-tempered
frown.
From Heaven a general blessing; timely rains
Or needful sunshine; prosperous enterprise. Ease from this noble miser of his time
Justice and peaee: — bold faith ! yet also No moment steals; pain narrows not his
rise
cares.
The sacred Struetures for less doubtful Though small his kingdom as a spark or
gains.
gem,
The Sensual think with reverenoe of the Of Alfred boasts remote Jerusalem,
palms
And Christian índia, through her widespread clime,
Which the chaste Votaries seek, beyond the
grave
In sacred converse gifts with Alfred shares.
If penanee be redeemable, thence alms
■ Flow to the poor, and freedom to the slave;
XXVII
And if full oft the Sanetuary save
HIS DESCENDANTS
Lives black with guilt, ferocity it calms.
1821. 1822
XXV
When thy great soul was freed from mortal
chains,
MISSIONS AND TRAVELS
Darling of England ! many a bitter shower
1821. 1822
Fell on thy tomb; but emulative power
Flowed in thy Une through undegenerate
líoT sedeutary ali: there are who roam
To scatter seeds of life on barbarous shores;
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The Kace of Alfred covet glorious pains
When dangers threaten, dangers ever new !
Black tempests bursting, blaoker still in
view !
But manly sovereignty its hold retains;
The root sincere, the branches bold to strive
With the íierce tempest, while, within the
round
Of their protection, gentle virtues thrive;
As oft, 'mid some green plot of open ground,
Wide as the oak extends its dewy gloom,
The fostered hyacinths spread their purple
bloom.
«
XXVIII
INFLUENCE ABUSED
1821. 1822
Urged by Ambition, who with subtlest skill
Changes her means, the Enthusiast as a
dupe
Shall soar, and as a hypocrite can stoop,
And turn the instruments of good to ill,
Moulding the credulous people to his wül.
Such Dünstan :—f rom its Benedictine eoop
Issues the master Mind, at whose fell swoop
The chaste affections tremble to fulfil
Their purposes. Behold, pre-signified,
The Might of spiritual sway ! his thoughts,
his dreams,
Do in the supematural world abide:
So vaunt a throng of Followers, fllled with
pride
In what they see of virtues pushed to
extremes,
And sorceries of talent misapplied.
XXIX
DANISH CONQUESTS
1821. 1822
WOE to the Crown that doth the Cowl
obey !
Dissension, checking arms that would restrain
The inoessant Rovers of the northern main,
Helps to restore and spread a Pagan sway:
But Gospel-truth is potent to allay
Fierceness and rage; and soon the cruel
Dane
Feels, through the influence of her gentle
reign,
His native superstitions melt away.
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Thus, often, when thick gloom the east
o'ershrouds,
The full-orbed Moon, slow climbing, doth
appear
Silently to consume the heavy clouds;
How no one can resolve; but every eye
Around her sees, while air is hushed, a
elear
And widening circuit of ethereal sky.
XXX
CANUTE
1821. 1822
A PLEASANT music floats along the Mera,
From Monks in Ely chanting service high,
While-as Canüte the King is rowing by:
" My Oarsmen," quoth the mighty King,
" draw near,
That we the sweet song of the Monks mav
hear !"
He listens (ali past conquests, and ali
schemes
Of future, vanishing like empty dreams)
Heart-touched, and haply not without a
tear.
The Royal Miustrel, ere the ohoir is still,
While his free Barge skims the smooth
flood along,
Gives to that rapture an accordant Rhyme.
O sufBering Earth ! be thankful: sternest
clime
And rudest age are subject to the thrill
Of heaven-descended Piety and Song.
XXXI
THE NORMAN CONQUEST
1821. 1822
The woman-hearted Confessor prepares
The evanescence of the Saxon line.
Hark ! 't is the tolling Curfew ! — the star^
shine;
But of the lights that cherish household
cares
And festive gladness, burns not one that
dares
To twinkle after that dull stroke of thine,
Emblem and instrument, from Thames to
Tyne,
Of force that daunts, and cuiming that ensnares !
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Yet as the terrors of the lordly bell,
That quench, from hut to palace, lamps and
fires,
Touch not the tapers of the sacred quires;
Even so a thraldom, studious to expel
Old laws, and ancient eustoms to derange,
To Creed cr Ritual brings no fatal change.
1821. 1837
CoLDLY we spake. The Saxons, overpowered
By wrong triumphant through its own excess,
From fields laid waste, from house and
home devoured
By flames, look up to heaven and crave redress
From God's eternal justice. Pitiless
Though men be, there are angels that can f eel
For wounds that death alone has power to
heal,
For penitent guilt, and innooent distress.
And has a Champion risen in arms to try
His Country's virtue, fought, and breathes
no more;
Him in their hearts the people canonize;
And far above the mine's most precious ore
The least small pittance of bare mould they
prize
Scooped from the sacred earth where his
dear relics lie.
XXXIII
THE COUNCIL OF CLERMONT
1821. 1822
" And shall," the PontifE asks, " profaneness flow
From Nazareth — source of Christian piety,
From Bethlehem, from the Mounts of
Agony
itAnd glorified Ascension ? Warriors, go,
■ vV^ith prayers and blessings we your path
will sow;
Like Moses hold our hands erect, till ye
Have chased far off by righteous victory
These sons of Amalek, or laid them
low !" —
" God willeth it," the whole assembly
cry;
Shout which the enraptured multitude astounds !

The Council-roof and Clermonfs towers
reply; —
" God willeth it," from hill to hill rebounds,
And, in awe-stricken Countries far and nigh,
Through " Nature's hollow arch " that voice
resounds.
XXXIV
CRUSADES
1821. 1822
The turbaned Race are poured in thickeuing swarms
Along the west; though driven from Aquitaine,
*
The Crescent glitters on the towers of Spain;
And soft Italia feels renewed alarms;
The scimitar, that yields not to the charms
Of ease, the narrow Bosphorus willdisdain;
Nor long (that crossed) would Grecian hüls
detain
Their tents, and check the current of their
arms.
Then blame not those who, by the mightiest
lever
Known to the moral world, Imagination,
Upheave, so seems it, from her natural station
Ali Christendom: —they sweep along (was
never
So huge a host !) — to tear from the tJnbeliever
The precious Tomb, their haven of salvation.
XXXV
RICHARD I
1821. 1822
Redoubted King, of courage leonine,
I mark thee, Richard ! urgent to equip
Thy warlike person with the stafE and scrip;
I watch thee sailing o'er the midland brine;
In conquered Cyprus see thy Bride decline
Her blushing cheek, love-vows upon her lip,
And see love-emblems streaming from thy
ship,
As thence she holds her way to Palestine.
My Song, a fearless homager, would attend
Thy thundering battle-axe as it cleaves the
press
Of war, but duty summons her away
To tell — how, finding in the rash distress
Of those Enthusiasts a subservient friend,
To giddier heights hath clomb the Papal
sway.
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XXXVI
AN INTERDICT
1821. 1822
Realms quake by turns: proud Arbitress
of grace,
The Church, by mandate shadowing forth
the power
She arrogates o'er heaven's eternal door,
Gloses the gates of every sacred place.
Straight from the sun and tainted air's embrace
Ali sacred things are covered: cheerful morn
Gro ws sad as night—no seemly garb is worn,
Nor is a face allowed to meet a face
With natural smiles of greeting. Bells are
dumb;
Ditches are graves — f unereal rites denied;
I And in the churchyard he must take his bride
Who dares be wedded! Fancies thickly come
Into the pensive heart 111 fortified,
And comfortless despairs the soul benumb.
XXXVII
PAPAL ABUSES
1821. 1822
As with the Stream our voyage we pursne,
The gross materiais of this world present
A marvellous study of wild accident;
Uncouth proximities of old and new;
And bold transflgnrations, more mitrue
(As might be deemed) to disciplined intent
Than aught the sky's fantastic element,
When most fantastic, offers to the view.
Saw we not Henry scourged at Beckefs
shrine ?
Lo ! John self-stripped of his insignia: —
erown,
Sceptre and mantle, sword and ring,laid down
At a proud Legate's f eet! The spears that
line
Baronial halls, the opprobrions insult feel;
And angry Ocean roars a vain appeal.
XXXVIII
SCENE IN VENICE
1821. 1822
Black Demons hovering o'er his mitred
head,
To Cíesar's Successor the PontifB spake;
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" Ere I absolve thee, stoop 1 that on thy
neck
Levelled with earth this foot of mine may
tread."
Then he, who to the altar had been led,
He, whose strong arm the Orient could not
check,
He, who had held the Soldan at his beck,
Stooped, of ali glory disinherited,
And even the common dignity of man ! —
Amazement strikes the crowd: while many
turn
Their eyes away in sorrow, others bum
With scorn, invoking a vindictive ban
From outraged Nature; but the sense of
most
In abject sympathy with power is lost.
XXXIX
PAPAL DOMINION
1821. 1822
Unless to Peter's Chair the viewless wind
Must come and ask permission when to
blow,
What further empire would it have ? for
now
A ghostly Domination, unconíined
As that by dreaming Bards to Love assigned,
Sits there in sober truth — to raise the low,
Perplex the wise, the strong to overthrow;
Through earth and heaven to bind and to
unbind ! —
Resist — the thunder quails thee ! — crouch
— rebuff
Shall be thy recompence ! from land to land
The ancient thrones of Christendom are stuff
For occupation of a magic wand.
And 't is the Pope that wields it: — whether
rough
Or smooth his front, our world is in his
hand !
PART II
TO THE CLOSE OF THE TROUBLES IN
THE REIGN OF CHARLES I
I
1821. 1845
How soon — alas ! did Man, created purê —
By Angels guarded, deviate from the line
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Prescribed to duty: — woeful forfeiture
He made by wilful breach of law divine.
With like perverseness did the Church
abjure
Obedience to her Lord, and haste to twine,
'Mid Heaven-born flowers that shall for aye
endure,
Weeds on whose front the world had fixed
her sign.
O Man, — if with thy trials thus it fares,
If good can smooth the way to evil choice,
From ali rash censure be the mind kept
free;
He only judges right who weighs, compares,
And in the sternest sentence which his
voice
Pronounces, ne'er abandons Charity.

1821. 1845
From false assumption rose, and, fondly
hailed
superstition, spread the Papal power;
Yet do not deem the Autocracy prevailed
Thus only, even in error's darkest hour.
She daunts, forth-thundering from her
spiritual tower,
Bruta rapine, or with gentle lure she tames.
Justice and Peace through Her uphold their
claims;
And Chastity finds many a sheltering
bower.
Kealm there is none that if controlled or
swayed
By her commands partakes not, in degree,
Of good, o'er manners, arts and arms,
diJEEused:
Yes, to thy domination, Roman See,
Tho' miserably, oft monstrously, abused
By blind ambition, be this tribute paid.

!•

III
'
CISTERTIAN MONASTERY
1821. 1822
"Hejíe Man more purely lives, less oft
doth fali,
More promptly rises, walks with stricter
heed,
More safely rests, dies happier, is freed
Earlier from cleansing fres, and gains
withal

A brighter crown." — On yon Cistertian
wall
That confident assurance may be read;
And, to like shelter, from the world have
fled
Increasing multitudes. The potent call
Doubtless shall cheat full oft the heart's
desires;
Yet, whUe the rugged Age on pliant knee
Vows to rapt Fancy humble fealty,
A gentler life spreads round the holy spires;
Where'er they rise, the sylvan waste retires.
And aery harvests crown the fertUe lea.

1821. 1835
Deplorable his lot who tills the ground,
His whole life long tills it, with heartless
toil
Of villain-service, passing with the soil
To each new Master, like a steer or hound,
Or like a rooted tree, or stone earth-bound;
But mark how gladly, through their own
domains,
The Monks relax or break these iron chains;
While Mercy, uttering, through their voice,
a somid
Echoed in Heaven, cries out, " Ye Chiefs,
abate
These legalized oppressions ! Man— whose
name
And nature God disdained not; Man —
whose soul
Christ died for — cannot forfeit his high
claim
To live and move exempt from ali control
Which fellow-feeling doth not mitigate ! "
MONKS AND SCHOOLMEN
1821. 1822
Record we too, with iust and faithful
pen,
That many hooded Cenobites there are,
Who in their private cells have yet a care
Of public quiet; unambitious Men,
Cojmsellors for the world, of piercing ken;
Whose fervent exhortations from afar
Move Princes to their duty, peace or war;
And oft-times in the most forbidding den
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Oi solitude, with love of scieiíce strong,
How patiently the yoke of thought they bear,
How subtly glide its finest threads along !
Spirits that crowd the intelleetual sphere
With mazy boundaries, as the astronomer
With orb and cycle girds the starry throng.
VI
OTHER BENEFITS
1821. 1822
And, not in vain embodied to the sight,
Religion flnds even in the stern retreat
Of feudal sway her own appropriate seat;
From the collegiate pomps on Windsor's
height
Down to the humbler altar, which the
Knight
And his retainers of the embattled hall
Seek in domestic oratory small,
For prayer in stillness, or the chanted rite;
Then chiefly dear, when foes are planted
round,
Who teach the intrepid guardians of the
place —
Hourly exposed to death, with famine worn.
And sulfering nnder many a perilous
wound —
How sad would be their duranee, if forlorn
Of offices dispensing heavenly grace !
VII
CONTINUED
1821. 1822
And what melodious sounds at times prevail !
And, ever and anon, how bright a gleam
Pours on the surface of the turbid Stream !
What heartfelt fragrance mingles with the
gale
That swells the bosom of our passing sail !
For where, but on this River's margin, blow
Those flowers of chivalry, to bind the brow
Of hardihood with wreaths that shall not
fail ? —
Fair Court of Edward! wonder of the
world!
I see a matchless blazonry vmfurled
Of wisdom, magnanimity, and love;
And meekness tempering honourable pride;
The lamb is couehing by the lion's side,
And near the flame-eyed eagle sits the dove.

VIII
CRUSADERS
1821. 1822
Furl we the sails, and pass with tardy oars
Through these bright regions, casting many
a glance
Upon the dream-like issues — the romance
Of many-coloured life that Fortime pours
Round the Crusaders, till on distant shores
Their labours end; or they return to lie,
The vow performed, in cross-legged effigy,
Devoutly stretched upon their chancel floors.
Am I deceived ? Or is their requiem
chanted
By voices never mute when Heaven unties
Her inmost, softest, tenderest harmonies;
Requiem which Earth takes up with voice
undaunted,
When she would tell how Brave, and Good,
and Wise,
For their high guerdon not in vain have
panted !
1842. 1845
As faith thus sanctified the warrior's crest
While from the Papal Unity there came,
What feebler means had failed to give, one
aim
Diltused thro' ali the regions of the West;
So does her Unity its power attest
By works of Art, that shed, on the outward frame
Of worship, glory and grace, which who
shall blame
That ever looked to heaven for final rest ?
Hail countless Temples ! that so well befit
Your ministry; that, as ye rise and take
Form,spirit and character from holy writ,
Give to devotion, wheresoe'er awake,
Pinions of high and higher sweep, and make
The unconverted soul with awe submit. ,

1842. 1845
Whebe long and deeply hath been fixed
the root
In the blest soil of gospel truth, the Tree
(Blighted or scathed tho' many branches be,
Put forth to wither, many a hopeful shoot)
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Can never cease to bear celestial fruit.
Witness the Church that oft-times, with
efBect
Dear to the saints, strives earnestiy to eject
Her bane, her vital energies recruit.
Lamenting, do not hopelessly repine,
When such good work is doomed to be uudone,
The conquests lost that were so hardly
won: —
Ali promises vouchsafed by Heaven will
shine
In light conflrmed while years their course
shall run,
Conflrmed alike in progress and decline.
TRANSUBSTANTIATION
1821. 1822
Enoügh ! for see, with dim association
The tapers burn; the odorous incense feeds
A greedy flanie; the pompous mass proceeds;
The Priest bestows the appointed consecration;
And, while the Host is raised, its elevation
An awe and supernatural horror breeds;
And ali the people bow their heads, like
reeds
To a soft breeze, in lowly adoration.
This Valdo brooks not. On the banks of
Rhone
He taught, till persecution chased him
thence,
To adore the Invisible, and Him alone.
Norare his Followers loth to seek defenoe,
'Mid woods and wilds, on Nature's craggy
throne,
From rites that trample uponsoul and sense.
XII
THE VAUDOIS
1821. 1835
But whence carne they who for the Saviour
Lord
Have long borne witness as the Scriptures
teach ? —
Ages ere Valdo raised his voice to preach
In Gallic ears the unadulterate Word,
Their fugitive Progenitors explored
Subalpine vales, in quest of safe retreats

Where that purê Church survives, though
summer heats
Open a passage to the Komish sword,
Far as it dares to foliow. Herbs self-sown.
And fruitage gathered from the chestnut
wood,
Nourish the sufferers then; and mists, that
brood
0'er chasms with new-fallen obstacles bestrown,
Protect them; and the etemal snow that
daunts
Aliens, is God's good winter for their haunts.
XIII
1821. 1835
Praised be the Rivers, from their mountain springs
Sbouting to Freedom, " Plant thy banners
here ! "
To harassed Piety, " Dismiss thy fear,
And in our caverns smooth thy ruffled
wings ! "
Nor be mithanked their final lingerings —
Silent, but not to high-souled Passion's
ear —
'Mid reedy fens wide-spread and marshes
drear,
Their own creation. Such glad welcomings
As Po was heard to give where Venice
rose
Hailed from aloft those Heirsof truth divine
Who near his foimtains sought obscure repose,
Yet came prepared as glorious lights to
shine,
Should that be needed for their sacred
Charge;
Blest Prisoners They, whose spirits were at
large !
XIV
WALDENSES
182T. 1822
Those had given earliest notice, as the
lark
Springs from the ground the morn to gratulate;
Or rather rose the day to antedate,
By striking out a solitary spark.
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When ali the world with inidnight gloom
was dark. —
Then foliowed the Waldensian bands, whom
Hate
In vain endeavours to extermiuate,
Whom Obloquy pursues with hideous
bark:
But they desist not; — and the sacred fire,
Rekindled thus, from dens and savage
woods
Moves, handed on with never-ceasing care,
Through courts, through canips, o'er limitary floods;
Nor lacks this sea-girt Isle a timely share
Of the new Flame, not sufEered to expire.
XV
ARCHBISHOP CHICHELY TO HENRY V
1821. 1822
"What beast in wilderness or cultured
íield
The lively beauty of the leopard shows ?
What flower in meadow-grouiid or garden
grows
That to the towering lily doth not yield ?
Let both meet only on thy royal shield !
Go forth, great King ! claim what thy
birth bestows;
Conquer the Gallic lily whieh thy foes
Dare to usurp; — thou hast a sword to
wield,
And Heaven will crown the right." — The
mitred Sire
Thus spake — and Io ! a Fleet, for Gaul
addrest,
Ploughs her bold course across the wondering seas;
For, sooth to say, ambition, in the breast
Of youthful heroes, is no snllen fire,
But one that leaps to meet the fanning
breeze.
XVI
WARS OF YORK AND LANCASTER
1821. 1822
Thus is the storm abated by the craft
Of a shrewd Counsellor, eager to protect
The Chittch, whose power hath recently
been checked,
Whose monstrous líches threatened. So
the shaft
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Of victory mounts high, and blood is quafEed
In fields that rival Cressy and Poictiers —
Pride to be washed away by bitter tears !
For deep as Hell itself,the avenging draught
Of civil slaughter. Yet, while temporal
power
Is by these shocks exhausted, spiritual
truth
Maintains the else endangered gift of life;
Proceeds from infancy to lusty youth;
And, under cover of this woeful strife,
Gathers unblighted strength from hour to
hour.
XVII
WICLIFFE
1821. 1822
Once more the Church is seized with sudden fear.
And at her call is Wielifle disinhumed:
Yea, his dry bonés to ashes are consumed
And flung into the brook that traveis near;
Forthwith, that ancient Voice whioh Streams
can hear
Thus speaks (that Voice whieh walks upon
the wind,
Though seldom heard by busy hmnan
kind) —
" As thou these ashes, little Brook! wilt bear
Into the Avon, Avon to the tide
Of Severn, Sevem to the narrow seas,
Into main Ocean they, this deed accurst
An emblem yields to friends and enemies
How the bold Teacher's Doctrine, sanctified
By truth, shall spread, throughout the
world dispersed."
XVIII
CORRUPTIONS OF THE HIGHER CLERGY
1821. 1822
" WoE to you, Prelates ! rioting in ease
And cumbrous wealth •— the shame of your
estate;
You, on whose progress dazzling trains
await
Of pompous horses; whom vain titles please;
Who will be served by others on their
knees,
Yet will yourselves to God no service pay;
Pastors who neither take nor point the
way
....
To Heaven; for, either lost in vanities
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Ye have no skill to teach, or if ye know
And speak the word
" Alas ! of fearful things
'Tis the most fearful when the people's
eye
Abuse hath cleared from vain imaginings;
And taught the general voioe to prophesy
Of Justice armed, and Pride to be laid low.
XIX
ABUSE OF MONASTIC POWER
1821. 1822
And what is Penance with her knotted
thong;
Mortification with the shirt of hair,
Wan cheek, and knees indtírated with
prayer,
Vigils, and fastings rigorous as long;
If cloistered Avarice scruple not to wrong
The pious, humble, useful Secular,
And rob the people of his daily care,
Scorning that world whose blindness makes
her strong ?
Iiiversion strange ! that, unto One who
lives
For self, and struggles with himself alone,
The amplest share of heavenly favour
gives;
That to a Monk allots, both in the esteem
Of God and man, place higher than to
him
' Who on the good of others builds his own !
XX
MONASTIC VOLUPTUOUSNESS
1821. 1822
Yet more, — round many a Convent's blazing fire
Unhallowed threads of revelry are spun;
There Venus sits disguisèd like a Nun,—
While Bacchus, clothed in semblance of a
Friar,
Pours out his choicest beverage high and
higher
Sparkling, until it cannot choose but run
Over the bowl, whose silver lip hath won
An instant kiss of masterful desire —
To stay the precious waste. Through
every brain
The domination of the sprightly juice

Spreads high conceits to madding Faucy
dear,
Till the arched roof, with resolute abuse
Of its grave echoes, swells a chorai strain,
Whose votive burthen is — " OüR kingDOM 's HERE ! "
XXI
DISSOLUTION OF THE MONASTERIES
1821. 1822
Threats come which no submission niay
assuage,
No saerifice avert, no power dispute;
The tapers shall be quenched, the belfries
mute,
And, 'mid their choirs unroofed by selfish
rage,
The warbling wren shall find a leafy cage;
The gadding bramble hang herpurple fruit;
And the green lizard and the gilded newt
Lead unmolested lives, and die of age.
The owl of evening and the woodland fox
For their abode the shrines of Waltham
clioose:
Proud Glastonbury can no more refuse
To stoop her head before these desperate
shocks —
She whose high pompdisplaced,as story tells,
Arimathean Joseph's wattled cells.
XXII
THE SAME SUBJECT
1821. 1822
The lovely Nun (submissive, but more meek
Through saintly habit than from effort due
To mirelenting mandates that pursue
• With equal wrath the steps of strong and
weak)
Goes forth — unveiling timidly a cheek
SufEused with blushes of celestial hue,
While through the Convent's gate to open
view
Softly she glides, another home to seek.
Not íris, issuing from her cloudy shrine,
An Apparition more divinely bright!
Not more attractive to the dazzled sight
Those watery glories, on the stormy brine
Poured forth, while summer suns at distance shine.
And the green vales lie hushed in sober
light!
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XXIII
CONTINUED
1821. 1822
Yet many a Novice of the cloistral shade,
And many chained by vows, with eager glee
The warrant hail, exulting to be free;
Like ships before whose keels, full long
embayed
In polar ice, propitious winds have made
Unlooked-for outlet to an open sea,
Their liquid world, for bold diseovery,
In ali her quarters temptingly displayed !
Hope guides the young; but when the old
must pass
The threshold, whither shall they turn to flnd
The hospitality — the alms (alas!
Alms may be needed) whieh that House
bestowed ?
Can they, in faith and worship, train the
mind
To keep this new and questionable road ?
XXIV
SAINTS
1821. 1822
Ye, too, must fly before a chasing hand,
Angels and Saints, in every hamlet
mom-ned !
Ah ! if the old idolatry be spurned,
Let not your radiant Shapes desertthe Land;
Her adoration was not your demand,
The fond heart profEered it — the servile
heart;
And therefore are ye summoned to depart,
Miohael, and thou, St. George, whose flaming brand
The Dragou quelled; and valiant Margaret
Whose rival sword a like Opponent slew:
And rapt Ceeilia,seraph-haunted Queen
Of liarmony; and weeping Magdalene,
Who in the penitential desert met
Gales sweet as those that over Eden blew !
XXV
THE VIRGIN
1821. 1822
Mother ! whose virgin bosom was imcrost
With the least shade of thought to sin
allied; '
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WOman ! above ali women glorifled,
Our tainted nature's solitary boast;
Purer than foam on central ocean tost;
Brighter than eastern skies at daybreak
strewn
With faneied roses, than the unblemished
moon
,
Before her wane begins on heaTen's blue
coast;
Thy Image falls to earth. Yet some, I
ween,
Not unforgiven the suppliant knee might
bend,
As to a visible Power, iu whieh did blend
Ali that was mixed and reconciled in Thee
Of mother's love with maiden purity,
Of high with low, celestial with terrene !
XXVI
APOLOGY
1821. 1822
Not utterly unworthy to endure
Was the supremaey of crafty Rome;
Age after age to the arch of Christendom
Aerial keystone haughtily secure;
Supremaey from Heaven transmitted puíS,
As many hold; and, therefore, to the tomb
Pass, some through fire—and by the scaSold
some —
Like saintly Fisher, and unbending More.
" Lightly for both the bosom's lord did sit
Upon his throne;" nnsoftened, mídismayed
By aught that mingled with tlfe tragic scene
Of pity or fear: and More's gay genius
played
With the inoífensive sword of native wit,
Than the bare axe more luminous and keen.
XXVII
IMAGINATIVE REGRETS
1821. 1822
Deep is the lamentation ! Not alone
From Sages justly honoured by mankind;
But from the ghostly tenants of the wind,
Demons and Spirits, many a dolorous groan
Issues for that dominion overthrown:
Proud Tlber grieves, and far-off Ganges,
blind
As his own worshippers; and Nile, reclined
Upon his moustrous um, the farewell moan
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Renews. Through every forest, cave, and
den,
Where frauds were hatched of old, hath
sorrow past —
Hangs o'er the Arabian Prophefs native
Waste,
Where once his airy helpers schemed and
planned
'Mid speotral lakes bemocking thirsty men.
And stalkíng pillars built of fiery sand.
XXVIII
REFLECTIONS
1821. 1822
GrANT, that by this unsparing hurricane
Green leaves with yellow mixed are torn
away,
And goodly fruitage with the mother
spray;
'T were madness — wished we, therefore, to
detain,
With hands stretched forth iu mollified disdain,
The " trumpery " that aseends in bare display —
Bulls, pardons, relics, cowls black, white,
and grey —
Upwhirled, and flying o'er the ethereal plain
Fast bound for Limbo Lalce. And yet not
choice
But habit rules the unreflecting herd.
And airy bonds are hardest to disown;
Hence, with the spiritual sovereignty transferred
Unto itself, the Crown assumes a voice
Of reckless mastery, hitherto imknown.
XXIX
TRANSLATION OF THE BIBLE
1821. 1822
But, to outweigh ali harm, the sacred Book,
In dusty sequestration wrapt too long,
Assumes the accents of our native tongue;
And he who guides the plough, or wields
the crook,
With understanding spirit now may look
üpon her records, listen to her song.
And sift her laws — much wondering that
the wrong,
Which Faith has sufEered, Heaven could
calmly brook.

Transcendent boon 1 noblest that earthly
King
Ever bestowed to equalize and bless
Under the weight of mortal wretchedness !
But passions spread like plagues, and thousands wild
With bigotry shall tread the Offering
Beneath their feet, detested and deflled.
XXX
THE POINT AT ISSUE
1821. 1827
For what contend the wise ? — for nothing
less
Than that the Soul, freed from the bonds of
Sense,
And to her God restored by evidence
Of things not seen, drawn forth from their
recess,
Root there, and not in forms, her holiness;—
For Faith, which to the Patriarchs did dispense
Sure guidance, ere a ceremonial fence
Was needful round men thirsting to transgress; —
For Faith, more perf ect stUl, with which the
Lord
Of ali, himself a Spirit, in the youth
Of Christian aspiration, deigned to fill
The temples of their hearts who, with his
word
Informed, were resolute to do his will,
And worship him in spirit and in tmth.
XXXI
EDWARD VI
1821. 1822
" SwEET is the holiness of Youth " — so felt
Time-honoured Chaucer speakúig through
that Lay
By which the Prioress beguiled the way,
And many a Pilgrim's rugged heart did
melt.
Hadst thou, loved Bard ! whose spirit often
dwelt
In the clear land of vision, but foreseen
King, child, and seraph, blended iu the mien
Of pious Edward kneeling as he knelt
In meek and simple infancy, what joy
For imiversal Christendom had thrilled
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Thy heart! what hopes inspired thy genius,
skilled
(O great Precursor, genuine moming Star)
The lucid shafts of reason to employ,
Piercing the Papal darkness from afar !
XXXII
EDWARD SIGNING THE WARRANT FOR
THE EXECUTION OF JOAN OK KENT
1821. 1822
The tears of man in various measure gush
From various sources; gently overflow
From blissful transport some — from clefts
of woe
Some with ungovemable impulse rush;
And some, coéval with the earliest blush
Of infant passion, scarcely dare to show
Their pearly lustre — coming but to go;
And some break forth when others' sorrows
crush
The sympathising heart. Nor these, nor yet
The noblest drops to admiration known,
To gratitude, to injuries forgiven —
Claim Heaven's regard like waters that have
wet
The innocent eyes of youthful Monarchs
driven
To pen the mandates nature doth disown.
XXXIII
REVIVAL OF POPERY
1821. 1827
The saintly Youth has ceased to rule, diserowned
By unrelenting Death. O People keen
For ohange, to whom the new looks always
green !
Rejoicing did they cast upon the ground
Their Gods of wood and stone; and, at the
sound
Of counter-proclamation, now are seen
(Proud triumph is it for a sullen Queen !)
Lifting them up, the worship to confound
Of the Most High. Again do they invoke
The Creature, to the Creature glory give;
Again with frankincense the altars smoke
Like those the Heathen served; and mass
is sung;
And prayer, man's rational prerogative,
Runs through blind channels of an unknown
tongue.
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XXXIV
LATIMER AND RIDLEY
1821. 1827
How fast the Marian death-list is unrolled !
See Latimer and Ridley in the might
Of Faith stand coupled for a common flight!
One (like those prophets whom God sent of
old)
Transfigured, from this kmdling hath foretold
A toreh of inextinguishable light;
The Other gains a oonfidence as bold;
And thus they foil their enemy's despite.
The penal instrvmients, the shows of crime.
Are glorifted while this once-mitred pair
Of saintly Friends the " murtherer's chain
partake,
Corded, and burning at the social stake: "
Earth never witnessed objeet more sublime
In constancy, in fellowship more fair !
XXXV
CRANMER
1821. 1822
OuTSTRETCHiNG flameward his upbraided
hand
(O God of mercy, may no earthly Seat
Of judgment such presumptuous doom repeat!)
Amid the shuddering throng doth Cranmer
stand;
Firm as the stake to which with iron band
His frame is tied; firm from the naked feet
To the bare head. The victory is complete;
The shrouded Body to the Soul's command
Answers with more than Indian fortitude,
Through ali her nerves with finer sense endued,
Till breath departs in blissful aspiration:
Then, 'mid the ghastly ruins of the fire,
Behold the unalterable heart entire,
Emblem of faith untouched, miraculous
attestation !
XXXVI
GENERAL VIEW OF THE TROUBLES OF
THE REFORMATION
1821. 1822
Aid, glorious Martyrs, from your flelds of
light,
Our mortal ken ! Inspire a perfect trust
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(While we look round) that Heaven's decrees are just:
Which few can hold committed to a iight
That shows, ev'n on its better side, the might
Of proud Self-will, Rapacity, and Lust,
'Mid clouds enveloped of polemic dust,
Which showers of blood seem rather to incite
Than to allay. Anathemas are hurled
From both sides; veteran thunders (the
brute test
Of truth) are met by fulminations new —
Tartarean flags are caught at, and unf urled—
Friends strike at friends — the flying shall
pursue —
And Vietory sickens, ignorant where to rest!
XXXVII
ENGLISH REFORMERS IN EXILE
1821. 1822
ScATTERiNG, like birds escaped the fowler's
net,
Some seek with timely flight a foreign
strand;
Most happy, re-assembled in a land
By dauntless Luther f reed, could they f orget
Their Country's woes. But scarcely have
they met,
Partners in faith, and brothers in distress,
Free to pour forth their common thankfulness,
Ere hope declines: — their union is beset
With speculative notions rashly sown,
Whence thickly-sprouting growth of poisonous weeds;
Their forms are broken staves; their passions, steeds
That master them. How enviably blest
Is he who can, by help of grace, enthrone
The peace of God within his single breast!
XXXVIII
ELIZABETH
1821. 1822
Hail, Virgin Queen ! o'er many an envious
bar
Triumphant, snatched from many a
treacherous wile !
Ali hail, sage Lady, whom a grateful Isle
Hath blest, respiring from that dismal war
StUled by thy voice ! But quickly from
afar

Deflance breathes with more malignant aim;
And alien storms with home-bred ferments
claim
Portentous fellowship. Her silver car,
By sleepless prudence ruled, glides slowly
on;
Unhurt by violence, from menaced taint
Emerging pure, and seemingly more bright:
Ah ! wherefore yields it to a foul constraint
Black as the clouds its beams dispersed,
while shone,
By men and angels blest, the glorious Iight ?
XXXIX
EMINENT REFORMERS
1821. 1822
Methinks that I could trip o'er heaviest
soil,
Light as a buoyant bark from wave to wave,
Were mine the trusty stafE that Jewel gave
To youthful Hookek, in familiar style
The gift exalting, and with playful smile:
For thus equipped, and bearing on his head
The Donor's farewell blessing, can he dread
Tempest, or length of way, or weight of
toil ? —
More sweet than odours caught by him who
sails
Near spicy shores of Araby the blest,
A thousand times more exquisitely sweet,
The freight of holy feeling which we meet,
In thoughtful moments, wafted by the gales
From fields where good men walk, or bowers
wherein they rest.
XL
THE SAME
1821. 1822
Holy and heavenly Spirits as they are,
Spotless in life, and eloquent as wisè,
With what entire afEection do they prize
Their Church reformed ! labouring with
earnest care
To baffle ali that may her strength impair;
That Church, the unperverted Gospel's seat;
In their afflictions a divine retreat;
Source of their liveliest hope, and tenderest
prayer! —
The truth exploring with an equal mind,
In doctrme and communion they have
sought
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Firmly between the two extremes to steer;
But theirs the wise man's ordinary lot —
To trace right courses for the stubborn
blind,
And prophesy to ears that will not hear.

XLIII
ILLUSTRATION
THE JUNG-FRAU AND THE FALL OF
THE RHINE NEAR SCHAFFHAUSEN
1821. 1822
XLI
The Virgin Mountain, wearing like a Queen
A brilliant crown of everlasting snow,
DISTRACTIONS
Sheds ruin from her sides; and meu below
1821. 1822
Wouder that aught of aspect so serene
Men, who have ceased to reverenoe, soon Can link with desolatiou. Smooth and
green,
defy,
Their forefathers; Io! seets are formed, And seeming, at a little distance, slow,
The waters of the Rhine; but on they go
and split
With morbid restlessness; — the ecstatic flt Fretting and whitening, keener and more
keeu;
Spreads wide; though special mysteries
Till madness seizes on the whole wide Flood,
multiply,
The Saints must govem, is their commou cry; Turned to a fearful Thing whose nostrils
breathe
And so they labour, deeming Holy Writ
Disgraced by aught that seeras content to Blasts of tempestuous smoke — wherewith
he tries
sit
To liide himself, but only magnifles;
Beneath the roof of settled Modesty.
The Romanist exults; fresh hope he draws And doth in more conspicuous torment
writhe,
From the confusion, craftily incites
Deafening the region in his ireful mood.
The overweening, personates the mad —
To heap disgust upon the worthier Cause:
Totters the Throne; the new-born Church
XLIV
is sad,
For every wave against her peace unites.
TROUBLES OF CHARLES THE FIRST
1821. 1822
XLII
Even such the contrast that, where'er we
GUNPOWDER PLOT
move,
To the mind's eye Keligion doth present;
1821. 1822
Now with her own deep quietness conFear hath a hundred eyes that ali agree
tent;
To plague her beating heart; and there is Then, like the mountain, thundering from
one
above
(Nor idlest that!) which holds communion Against the ancient pine-trees of the grove
With things that were not, yet were meant And the Land's humblest comforts. Now
to be.
her mood
Aghast within its gloomy cavity
Recalls the transformation of the flood,
That eye (which sees as if fulfilled and done Whose rage the gentle skies in vain reCrimes that might stop the motion of the
prove;
sun)
Earth cannot check. O terrible excess
Beholds the horrible catastrophe
Of headstroiig will ! Can this be Piety ?
Of an assembled Senate imredeemed
No — some fierce Maniac hath usurped her
From subterraneons Treason's darkling
name;
power:
And scourges England struggling to be
Merciless act of sorrow infinite !
free:
Worse than the product of that dismal night, Her peace destroyed! her hopes a wilderWhen gushing, copions as a thunder-shower,
ness !
The blood of Huguenots through Paris Her blessings cursed — her glory tumed to
shame !
streamed.
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XLV
LAUD
1821. 1822
Prejüdged by foes determined not to spare,
An old weak Man for vengeanoe thrown
aside,
Laud, " in the painful art of dying " tried,
(Like a poor bird entangled iu a snare
Whose heart still flutters, though his wings
forbear
To stir iu useless struggle) hath relied
On hope that conseious innocence supplied,
And in his prison breathes celestial air.
Why tarries then thy chariot ? Wherefore
stay,
O Death ! the ensanguined yet triumphant
wheels,
Which thou prepar'st, full often, to oonvey
(What time a State with madding faction
reels)
The Saint or Patriot to the world that
heals
Ali wounds, ali perturbations doth allay ?
XLVI
AFFLICTIONS OF ENGLAND
1821. 1822
Hakp ! eould'st thou venture, ou thy boldest striug,
The faintest note to echo which the blast
Caught from the hand of Moses as it passed
0'er Sinai's top, or from the Shepherd
king,
Early awake, by Siloa's brook, to sing
Of dread Jehovah; then, should wood and
waste
Hear also of that name, and mercy cast
Off to the mountains, like a coveriug
Of which the Lord was weary. Weep, oh !
weep,
Weep with the good, beholding King and
Priest
Despised by that stern God to whom they
raise
Their suppliant hands; but holy is the
feast
He keepeth; like the flrmament his ways:
His statutes like the chambers of the
deep.

PART 111
FROM THE RESTORATION TO THE
PRESENT TIMES
1821. 1822
When I carne to this part of the series I had
the dream described in this Sonnet. The figure
was that of my daughter, and the whole passed
exactly as here represented. The Sonnet was
composed on the middle road leading from
Grasmere to Ambleside ; it was begun as I left
the last house of the vale, and finisbed, word
for word as it now stands, before I carne in
view of Rydal. I wish I could say the same of
the five or six hundred I have written: most
of them were frequently retouched in the course
of composition, and, not a few, laboriously.
I have only fnrther to observe that the intended Church which prompted these Sonnets
was erected on Coleorton Moor towards the
centre of a very populous parish between three
and four miles from Ashby-de-la-Zouch, on the
road to Loughborough, and has proved, I believe, a great benefit to the neighbonrhood.
I
I 8AW the figure of a lovely Maid
Seated aloue beneath a darksome tree,
Whose foudly-overhanging canopy
Set off her brightness with a pleasing shade.
No Spirit was she; that my heart betrayed,
For she was one I loved exceedingly;
But while I gazed iu tender reverie
(Or was it sleep that with my Fancy
played ?)
The bright corporeal presence — form and
face —
Remaining still distinet grew thin and rare,
Like sunny mist;— at length the golden hair,
Shape, limbs, and heavenly features, keeping pace
Each with the other in a lingering race
Of dissolution, melted into air.
II
PATRIOTIC SYMPATHIES
1821. 1822
Last night,without a voice, that Vision spake
Fear to my Soul, and sadness which might
seem
Wholly dissevered from our present theme;
Yet, my belovèd Country ! I partake
Of kiudred agitations for thy sake;
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Thou, too, dost visit of t my midnight dream;
Thy glory meets me with the earliest beam
Of light, which tells that Moming is awake.
If aught impair thy beauty or destroy,
Or but forebode destruction, I deplore
With filial love the sad vicissitude;
If thou hast fallen, and righteous Heaven
restore
The prostrate, then my spring-time is renewed,
And sorrow bartered for exceeding joy.
m
CHARLES THE SECOND
1821. 1822
Who comes — with rapture greeted, and
. caressed
With frantic love — his kingdomto regain ?
Him Virtue's Nurse, Adversity, in vain
Received, and fostered in her iron breast:
For ali she taught of hardiest and of best,
Or would have taught, by discipline of pain
And long privation, now dissolves amain,
Or is remembered only to give zest
To wantonness. — Away, Circean revels !
But for what gain ? if England soon must
sink
Into a gulf which ali distinction leveis —
That bigotry may swallow the good name,
And, with that draught, the life-blood:
misery, shame,
By Poets loathed; from which Historians
shrink !
IV
LATITUDINARIANISM
1821. 1822
Yet Truth is keenly sought for, and the
wind
Charged with rich words poured out in
thoughfs defence;
Whether the Church inspire that eloquence,
Or a Platonic Piety confined
To the sole temple of the inward mind;
And One there is who builds immortal lays,
Though doomed to tread in solitary ways,
Darkness before and danger's voice behind;
Yet not alone, nor helpless to repel
Sad thoughts; for from above the starry
sphere
Come secrets, whispered nightly to his ear;
And the pure spirit of celestial light

Shines through his soul — " that he may see
and tell
Of thiugs invisible to mortal sight."
V
\VALTON'S BOOK OF LIVES
1821. 1822
There are no colours in the fairest sky
So fair as these. The feather, whence the
pen
Was shaped that traced the lives of these
good men,
Dropped from an Angel's wing. With
moistened eye
We read of faith and purest charity
In Statesman, Priest, and humble Citizen:
Oh could we copy their mild virtues, then
What joy to live, what blessedness to die !
Methinks their very names shine still and
bright;
Apart — like glow-worms on a summer
night;
Or lonely tapers when from far they fling
A guiding ray; or seen — like stars on high,
Satellites burning in a lucid ring
Around meek Waltou's heavenly memory.
VI
CLERICAL INTEGRITY
1821. 1822
Nor shall the eternal roll of praise reject
Those Unconforming; whom one rigorous
day
Drives from their Cures, a volimtary prey
To poverty, and grief, and disrespect.
And some to want — as if by tempeets
wrecked
On a wild coast — how destitute ! did They
Feel not that Conscience never can betray,
That peace of mind is Virtue's sure effect.
Their altars they forego, their homes they
quit,
Fields which they love, and paths they
daily trod,
And cast the future upon Providence;
As men the dictate of whose inward sense
Outweighs the world; whom self-deceiving
wit
Lures not from what they deem the cause
of God.
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VII
PERSECUTION OF THE SCOTTISH
COVENANTERS
1821. 1827
When Alpine Vales threw forth a suppliant
cry,
The Majesty of England interposed
And the sword stopped; the bleeding
wounds were closed;
And Faith preserved her ancient purity.
How little boots that precedent of good,
Scorned or forgotten, Thou canst testify,
For England's shame, O Sister Realm !
from wood,
Mountain, and moor, and crowded street,
where lie
The headless martyrs of the Covenant,
Slain by Compatriot-protestants that draw
From councils senseless as intolerant
Their warrant. Bodies fali by wild swordlaw;
But who would force the Soul, tilts with a
straw
Against a Champion cased in adamant.
VIII
ACQUITTAL OF THE BISHOPS
1821. 1822
A VOICE, f romlong-expecting thousands sent,
Shatters thê air, and troubles tower and
spire;
For Justice hath absolved the innocent,
And Tyranny is balked of her desire:
Up, down, the busy Thames — rapid as fire
Coursing a train of gunpowder — it went,
And transport finds in every street a vent,
Till the whole City rings like one vast quire.
The Fathers urge the People to be still,
With outstretched hands and earnest speech
— in vain !
Yea, many, haply wont to entertain
Small reverence for the mitre's offices,
And to Religion's self no friendly will,
A Prelate's blessing ask on bended knees.
IX
WILLIAM THE THIRD
1821. 1822
Calm as an under-current, strong to draw
Millions of waves into itself, and run,

From sea to sea, impervious to the sun
And ploughing storm, the spirit of Nassau
Swerves not, (how blest if by religious awe
Swayed, and thereby enabled to eontend
With the wide world's commotions) from
its end
Swerves not — diverted by a casual law.
Had mortal action e'er a nobler scope ?
The Hero comes to liberate, not defy;
And, while he marches on with stedfast
hope,
Conqueror beloved ! expected anxiously !
The vacillating Bondman of the Pope
Shrinks from the verdict of his stedfast
eye.
X
OBLIGATIONS OF CIVIL TO RELIGIOUS
LIBERTY
1821. 1822
Ungratefül Country, if thou e'er forget
The sons who for thy civil rights have bled !
How, like a Koman, Sidney bowed his
head.
And RussePs milder blood the scaffold wet;
But these had fallen for profitless regret
Had not thy holy Church her champions
bred,
And claims from other worlds inspirited
The star of Liberty to rise. Nor yet
(Grave this within thy heart !) if spiritual
things
Be lost, through apathy, or scom, or fear,
Shalt thou thy humbler franchises support,
However hardly won or justly dear:
What came from heaven to heaven by
nature clings,
And, if dissevered thence, its course is
short.
XI
SACHEVEREL
1821. 1827
A SüDDEN conflict rises from the swell
Of a proud slavery met by tenets strained
In Liberty's behalf. Fears, true or feigned,
Spread through ali ranks; and Io! the
Sentinel
Who loudest rang his pulpit 'larum bell,
Stands at the Bar, absolved by female eyes
Mingling their glanoes with grave flatteries
Lavished on Him — that England may
rebel
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Against her ancient virtue. High and
Low,
Watchwords of Party, on ali tongues are
rife;
As if a Church, though sprung from heaven,
must owe
To opposites and fierce extremes her life, —
Not to the golden mean, and quiet flow
Of truths that soften hatred, temper strife.
XII
1821. 1827
Dowjf a swift Stream, thus far, a bold
design
Have we pursued, with livelier stir of heart
Than his who sees, borne forward by the
Rhine,
The living landscapes greet him, and depart;
Sees spires fast sinking — up again to start!
And strives the towers to number, that
reoline
0'er the dark steeps, or on the horizon
line
Striding with shattered crests his eye
athwart,
So have we hurried on with troubled pleasure:
Henceforth, as on the bosom of a stream
That slackens, and spreads wide a watery
gleam,
We, nothing loth a lingering course to
measure,
May gather up onr thoughts, and mark at
leisure
How widely spread the interests of our
theme.
XIII
ÀSPECTS OF CHRISTIANITY IN
AMERICA
I. THE PILGRIM FATHERS
1842. 1845
Well worthy to be magnified are they
Who, with sad hearts, of friends and
country took
A last farewell, their loved abodes forsook,
And hallowed ground in which their fathers
lay;
Then to the new-fonnd World explored
their way.
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That so a Church, unforced, unealled to
brook
Ritual restraints, within some sheltering
nook
Her Lord might worship and his word obey
In f reedom. Men they were who could not
bend;
Blest Pilgrims, surely, as they took for
guide
A will by sovereign Conscience sanetified;
Blest while their Spirits from the woods
ascend
Along a Galaxy that knows no end,
But in His glory who for Sinners died.
XIV
11. CONTINUED
1842. 1845
Fkom Rite and Ordinance abused they fled
To Wilds where both were utterly unknown;
But not to them had Providenee foreshown
What benefits are missed, what evils bred,
In worship neither raised nor limited
Save by Self-will. Lo ! from that distant
shore,
For Rite and Ordinance, Piety is led
Back to the Land those Pilgrims left of
yore,
Led by her own free choice. So Tmth
and Love
By Conscience governed do their steps retrace.—
Fathers ! your Virtues, such the power of
grace,
Their spirit, in your Children, thus approve.
Transcendent over time, unbound by place,
Concord and Charity in circles move.
XV
III. CONCLUDED. — AMERICAN
EPISCOPACY
1842. 1845
Patriots informed with Apostolic light
Were they, who, when their Country had
been freed,
Bowing with reverence to the ancient creed,
Fixed on the frame of England's Church
their sight.
And strove in filial love to reunite
What force had severed. Thence they
fetched the seed
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Of Christian unity, and wou a ineed
Of praise from Heaven. To Thee, O
saintly White,
Patriarch of a wide-spreading family,
Kemotest lands and unborn times shall tum,
Whether they would restore or build — to
Thee,
As one who rightly taught how zeal should
burn,
As one who drew froni out raith's holiest
nrn
The purest stream of patient Energy.
XVI
1821. 1845
Bishops and Priests, blessèd are ye, if deep
(As yours above ali offices is high),
Deep in your hearts the sense of duty lie;
Charged as ye are by Christ to feed and
keep
From wolves your portion of his chosen
sheep:
Labouring as ever in yom- Master's sight,
Making your hardest task your best delight,
What perfeet glory ye in Heaven shall
reap ! —
But, in the solemn Office whioh ye sought
And undertook premonished, if unsound
Your practice prove, faithless though but in
thought,
Bishops and Priests, think what a gulf j)rofound
Awaits you then, if they were rightly taught
Who framed the Ordinance by your lives
disowned !
XVII
PLACES OF WORSHIP
1821. 1822
As star that shines dependent upon star
Is to the sky while we look up and love;
As to the deep fair ships which though they
move
Seem flxed, to eyes that watch them from
afar;
As to the sandy desert fountains are,
With palm-groves shaded at wide intervals,
Whose fruit around the sun-bumt Native
falls,

Of roving tired or desultory war —
Such to this British Isle her christian
Fanes,
Each linked to each for kindred services;
Her Spires, her Steeple-towers with glittering vanes
Far-kenned, her Chapeis lurking among
trees,
Where a few villagers on bended knees
Find solace which a busy world disdains.
XVIII
PASTORAL CHARACTER
1821. 1822
A GENIAL hearth, a hospitable board,
And a reflned rusticity, belong
To the neat mansion, where, his flock among,
The learned Pastor dwells, their watchfuí
Lord.
Though meek and patient as a sheathèd
sword;
Though pride's least lurking thought appear
a wrong
To human kind; though peace be on his
tongue,
Gentleness in his heart — can earth afford
Such genuine state, pre-eminence so free,
As when, arrayed in Chrisfs authority,
He from the pulpit lifts his awful hand;
Conjures, implores, and labours ali he
can
For re-subjecting to divine command
The stubborn spirit of rebellious man ?
XIX
THE LITURGY
1821. 1822
Ye8, if the intensities of hope and fear
Attract us still, and passionate exercise
Of lofty thoughts, the way before us lies
Distinct with signs, through which in set
career,
As through a zodiac, moves the ritual
year
Of England's Church; stupendous mysteries 1
Which whoso traveis in her bosom eyes.
As he approaches them, with solemn
cheer.
Upon that circle traced from sacred story
We only dare to cast a transient glance.
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Tnisting in hope that Others may advance
With mind intent upon the King of Glory,
From his mild advent till his countenance
Shall dissipate the seas and mountains
hoary.
XX
BAPTISM
1821. 1827
Dear be the Chureh, that, watching o'er
the needs
Of Infaiícy, provides a timely shower
Whose virtue changes to a chrístian Flower
A Growth from sinful Iíature's bed of
weeds!—
Fitliest beneath the sacred roof proceeds
The mmistration; while parental Love
Looks on, and Grace descendeth from
above
As the high service pledges now, now
pleads.
There, should vain thoughts outspread their
wings and fly
To meet the coming hom-s of festal mirth,
The tombs — which hear and answer that
brief cry,
The Infant's notice of his second birth —
Reeall the wandering Soul to sympathy
With what man hopes from Heaven, yet
fears from Earth.
XXI
SPONSORS
1821. 1822
Father ! — to God himself we cannot give
A holier name ! then lightly do not bear
Both names conjoined, but of thy spiritual
care
Be duly mindful: still more sensitiva
Do Thou, in truth a second Mother, strive
Against disheartening custom, that by Thee
Watched, and with love and pious industry
Tended at need, the adopted Plant may
thrive
For everlasting bloom. Benign and pure
This Ordinance, whether loss it would supPrevent omission, help deficiency,
Or seek to make assurance doubly sure.
Shame if the oonsecrated Vow be found
An idle form, the Word an empty sound !
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XXII
CATECHISING
1821. 1832
From Little down to Least, in dne degree,
Around the Pastor, each in ne w-wrought vest,
Eaeh with a vernal posy at his breast,
We stood, a trembling, earnest Company !
With low soft murmm-, like a distant bee,
Some spake, by thought-perplexing fears
betrayed;
And some a bold mierring answer made:
How fluttered then thy anxious heart for me,
Belovèd Mother ! Thou whose happy hand
Had bound the flowers I wore, with faithful
tie:
Sweet flowers ! at whose inaudible command
Her eomitenance, phantom-like, doth re-appear:
0 lost too early for the frequent tear,
And ill requited by this heartfelt sigh !
XXIII
CONFIRMATION
1821. 1827
The Yonng-ones gathered in from hill and
dale,
With holiday delight on every brow:
'Tis passed away; far other thoughts prevail;
For they are taking the baptismal Vow
Upon their conscious selves; their own lips
speak
The solemn promise. Strongest sinews fail.
And many a blooming, many a lovely, cheek
Under the holy fear of God tums pale;
While on eaeh head his lawn-robed Servant
lays
An apostolic hand, and with prayer seals
The Covenant. The Omnipotent will raise
Their f eeble Souls; and bear with his regrets,
Who, looking round the fair assemblage,
feels
That ere the Sun goes down their childhood
sets.
XXIV
CONFIRMATION CONTINUED
1821. 1827
1 SAW a Mother's eye intensely bent
Upon a Maiden trembling as she knelt;
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In and for whom the pious Mother felt
Things that we judge of by a light too
faint:
Tell, if ye may, some star-crowned Muse,
or Saint 1
Tell what rushed in, from what she was relieved —
Then, when her Child the hallowing touch
received,
And such vibration through the Mother
went
That tears burst forth amain. Did gleams
appear ?
Opened a vision of that blissful plaee
Where dwells a Sister-child ? And was
power given
Part of her lost One's glory back to trace
Even to this Rite ? For thus She knelt,
and, ere
The summer-leaf had faded, passed to
Heaven.
XXV
SACRAMENT
1821. 1827
By chain yet stronger must the Soul be
tied;
One duty more, last stage of this ascent,
Brings to thy food, mysterious Sacrament!
The Offspring, haply, at the Parenfs side;
But not tUl They, with ali that do abide
In Heaven, have lifted up their hearts to
laud
And magnify the glorious name of God,
Fountain of grace, whose Son for sinners
died.
Ye, who have duly weighed the summons,
pause
No longer; ye, whom to the saving rite
The Altar calls, come early under laws
That can secure for you a path of light
Through gloomiest shade; put on (nor dread
its weight)
Armour divine, and conquer in your cause !
XXVI
THE MARRIAGE CEREMONY
1821. 1845
The Vested Priest before the Altar stands;
Approach, come gladiy, ye prepared, in
sight

Of God and chosen friends, your troth to
plight
With the symbolic ring, and willing hands
Solemnly joined. Now sanctify the bands
O Father ! —to the Espoused thy blessing
give,
That mutually assisted they may live
Obedient, as here taught, to thy commands.
So prays the Church, to consecrate a Vow
" The which would endless matrimony
make;"
Union that shadows forth and doth partake
A mystery potent human love to endow
With heavenly, each more prized for the
other's sake;
Weep not, meek Bride ! uplift thy timid
brow.
XXVII
THANKSGIVING AFTER CHILDBIRTH
1821. 1845
WOMAN ! the Power who left his throne on
high.
And deigned to wear the robe of flesh we
wear,
The Power that thro' the straits of Infancy
Did pass dependent on maternal care,
His own humanity with Thee will share,
Pleased with the thanks that in his People's
eye
Thou oííerest up for safe Delivery
From Ghildbirth's perüous throes. And
should the Heir
Of thy fond hopes hereafter walk inclined
To courses fit to make a mother rue
That ever he was born, a glance of mind
Cast upon this observance may renew
A better will; and, in the imagined view
Of thee thus kneeling, safety he may find.
XXVIII
VISITATION OF THE SICK
1821. 1845
The Sabbath bells renew the inviting peal;
Glad music ! yet there be that, worn with
pain
And sickness, listen where they long have
lain,
In sadness listen. With maternal zeal
Inspired, the Church sends ministers to
kneel
Beside the afflicted; to sustain with prayer,
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And soothe the heart confession hatli laid
bare —
That pardon, from God's throne, may set its
seal
On a true Penitent. When breath departs
From one disburthened so, so comforted,
His Spirit Angels greet; and ours be hope
That, if the Suíferer rise from hia sick-bed,
Hence he will gain a firmer mind, to cope
With a bad world, and foil the Tempter's
arts.
XXIX
THE COMMINATION SERVICE
1821. 1845
Shun not this Rite, neglected, yea abhorred,
By some of unrefleoting mind, as ealling
Man to curse man, (thought monstrous and
appalling.)
Go thou and hear the threatenings of the
Lord;
Listening within his Temple see his sword
Unsheathed in wrath to strike the ofEender's
head,
Thy own, if sorrow for thy sin be dead,
Guilt imrepented, pardon imimplored.
Two aspects bears Truth needful for salvation;
Who knows not that f — yet would this
delicate age
Look only on the Gospel's brighter page:
Let light and dark duly onr thoughts emSo shall the fearful words of Commination
Yield timely fruit of peace and love and
joyXXX
FORMS OF PRAYER AT SEA
1821. 1845
To kneeling Worshippers no earthly floor
Gives holier invitation than the deck
Of a storm-shattered Vessel saved from
Wreck
(When ali that Man conld do availed no
more)
By him who raised the Tempest and restrains:
Happy the crew who this have felt, and ponr
Forth for his mercy, as the Church ordains,
Solemn thanksgiving. Nor will they implore
In vain who, forarightful cause, give breath
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To words the Church prescribes, aiding the
lip
For the heart s sake, ere ship with hostile
ship
Encounters, armed for work of pain and
death.
Suppliants 1 the God to whom your cause
ye trust
Will listen, and ye know that He is just.
XXXI
FUNERAL SERVICE
1821. 1845
From the Baptismal hour, thro weal and
woe,
The Church extends her care to thought
and deed;
Nor quits the Body when the Soul is freed,
The mortal weight cast ofiE to be laid low.
Blest Rite for him who hears in faith, " I
know
That my Redeemer liveth," — hears each
word
That follows — striking on some kindred
chord
Deep in the thankful heart; — yet tears will
flow.
Man is as grass that springeth up at morn,
Grows green, and is cut down and withereth
Ere nightfall — truth that well may claim
a sigh,
Its natural eoho; but hope comes rebom
At Jesu's bidding. We rejoice, " O Death,
Where is thy Sting ? — O Grave, where is
thy Victory ? "
XXXII
RURAL CEREMONY
1821. 1822
Closing the sacred Book which long has
fed
Our meditations, give we to a day
Of annual joy one tributary lay;
This day, when, forth by rustic music led,
The village Children, while the sky is red
With evening lights, advance in long array
Through the still churchyard, each with
garland gay,
That, carried seeptre-like, o'ertops the
head
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Of the proud Bearer. To the wide churchdoor,
Charged with these offerings which their
fathers bore
For decoration in the Papal time,
The innocent procession softly inoves: —
The spirit of Laud is pleased in heaven's
purê clime,
And Hooker's voice the spectaole approves 1
XXXIII
REGRETS
1821. 1822
WoULD that our scrupulous Sires had dared
to leave
Less scanty measure of those graoeful rites
And usages, whose due return invites
A stir of mind too natural to deceive;
Giving to Memory help when she would
weave
A crown for Hope ! — I dread the boasted
lights
That ali too often are but fiery blights,
Killing the bud o'er which in vain we grieve.
Go, seek, when Christmas snows discomfort
bring,
The comiter Spirit found m some gay
churoh
Green with fresh holly, every pew a perçh
In which the linnet or the thrnsh might
sing,
.
Merry and loud and safe from prymg search,
Strains ofEered only to the genial Spring.

Of yesterday, which royally did wear
His crown of weeds, but could not even
sustain
Some casual shout that broke the silent
air,
Or the unimaginable touch of Time.
XXXV
OLD ABBEYS
1821. 1822
Monastic Domes 1 following my downward way,
Untouched by due regret I marked your
fali !
Now, ruin, beauty, ancient stillness, ali
Dispose to judgments temperate as we
lay
On our past selves in lLfe's declining day:
For as, by discipline of Time made wise,
We learn to tolerate the infirmities
And faults of others — gently as he may,
So with our own the mild Instructor deals,
Teaching us to forget them or forgive.
Perversely curious, then, for hidden ill
Why should we break Time's charitable
seals ?
Once ye were holy, ye are holy still;
Your spirit freely let me drink, and live !

XXXVI
EMIGRANT FRENCH CLERGY
1821. 1827
Even while I speak, the sacred roofs of
XXXIV
Franee
MUTABILITY
Are shattered into dust; and self-exUed
From altars threatened, levelled, or defiled,
1821. 1822
Wander the Ministers of God, as chance
Opens a way for life, or consonance
From low to high doth dissolution climb,
Of faith invites. More weloome to no land
And sink from high to low, along a scale
Of awful notes, whose concord shall not The fugitives than to the British strand,
Where priest and layman with the vigilance
fail;
Of true compassion greet them. Creed and
A musical but melancholy chime,
test
Which they can hear who meddle not with
Vanish before the unreserved embrace
crime,
Of catholic humanity: — distrest
Nor avarice, nor over-anxious care.
Truth failsnot; but her outward formsthat They carne, — and, while the moral tempest
roars
bear
The longest date do melt like frosty rime, Throughout the Country they have left, our
shores
That in the moming whitened hill and plain
And is no more; drop like the tower sub- Give to their Faith a fearless restingplace.
lime
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XXXVII
XXXIX
CONGRATULATION
CHURCH TO BE ERECTED
1821. 1822
1821. 1822
Thus ali things lead to Charity secured
Be this the chosen site; the virgin sod,
By THEM who blessed the soft and happy Moistened from age to age by dewy eve,
gale
Shall disappear, and grateful earth reeeive
That landward urged the great Deliverer's The corner-stone from hands that build to
sail,
God.
Till in the sunny bay his fleet was moored ! Yonreverend hawthorns, hardened to the rod
Propitious hour ! — had we, like them, en- Of winter storms, yet budding cheerfully;
dured
Those forest oaks of Druid memory,
Sore stress of apprehension, with a mind
Shall long survive, to shelter the Abode
Siokened by injviries, dreading worse de- Of genuine Faith. Where, haply, 'mid
signed,
this band
From month to month trembling and un- Of daisies, shepherds sate of yore and wove
assured,
May-garlands, there let the holy altar stand
How had we then rejoiced ! But we have For kneeling adoration; — while — above,
felt,
Broods, visibly portrayed, the mystic Dove,
As a loved substance, their futurity:
That shall protect from blasphemy the
Good, whieh they dared not hope for, we
Land.
have seen;
XL
A State whose generous will through earth
CONTINUED
is dealt;
A State — whieh, balancing herself be1821. 1822
tween
Mine ear has rmig, my spirit sunk subdued,
Licence and slavish order, dares be free.
Sharing the strong emotion of the crowd,
When each pale brow to dread hosannas
XXXVIII
bowed
While clouds of incense momiting veiled
NEW CHURCHES
the rood,
1821. 1822
That glimmered like a pine-tree dimly
viewed
But liberty, and triumphs on the Main,
Alpinevapours. Suchappallingrite
And laurelled armies, not to be withstood — Through
Our Church prepares not, trusting to the
What serve they ? if, on transitory good
might
Intent, and sedulous of abject gain,
Of simple truth with grace divine imbued;
The State (ah, surely not preserved in Yet
will we not conceal the precious Cross,
vain!)
Forbear to shape due channels whieh the Like men ashamed: the Sun with his first
smile
Flood
Shall greet that symbol crowning the low
Of saored truth may enter — till it brood
0'er the wide realm, as o'er the Egyptian And thePile:
fresh air of incense-breathing mom
plain
The all-sustaining Nile. No more — the Shall wooingly embrace it; and green moss
Creep round its arms through centuries untime
born.
Is conscious of her want; through England's
XLI
bounds,
In rival haste, the wished-for Temples rise !
NEW CHURCHYARD
I hear their sabbath bells' harmonious
1821. 1822
chime
Float on the breeze — the heavenliest of ali The enoircling ground, in native turf arsoimds
rayed,
That vale or hill prolongs or multiplies !
Is now by solemn eonsecration given
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To social interests, and to favouring
Heaven;
And where the rugged colts their gambols
played,
And wild deer bounded through the forest
glade,
Uncheoked as when by merry Outlaw driven,
Shall hymns of praise resound at morn and
even;
And soou, f ull soon, the lonely Sexton's spade
Shall wound the tender sod. Eneincture
small,
But infinite its grasp of weal and woe !
Hopes, fears, in never-ending ebb and
flow; —
The spousal trembling, and the " dust to
dust,"
The prayers, the contrite struggle, and the
trust
That to the Almighty Father looks through
ali.
XLII
CATHEDRALS, ETC.
1821. 1822
Open your gates, ye everlastiug Piles !
Types of the spiritual Church which God
hath reared;
Not loth we quit the uewly-hallowed sward
And humble altar, 'mid your sumptuous
aisles
To kneel, or thrid your intricate defiles,
Or down the nave to pace in motion slow;
Watchiug, with upward eye, the tall tower
grow
And mouut, at every step, with living wiles
Instinct — to rouse the heart and lead the
will
By a bright ladder to the world above.
Open your gates, ye Monuments of love
Divine ! thou Lincoln, ou thy sovereign hill!
Thou, stately York ! and Ye, whose splendours cheer
Isis and Cam, to patient Science dear !
XLIII
INSIDE OF KING'S COLLEGE CHAPEL,
CAMBRIDGE
1821. 1822
Tax not the royal Saint with vain expense,
With ill-matched aims the Architect who
planned —
Albeit labouriug for a scanty band

Of white robed Scholars only — this immense
And glorious Work of fine intelligeuce!
Give ali thou canst; high Heaven rejects
the lore
Of nicely-calculated less or more;
So deemed the man who fashioned for the
sense
These lofty pillars, spread that branching
roof
Self-poised, and scooped into ten thousand
cells,
Where light and shade repose, where musie
dwells
Lingering^—-and wandering on as loth to
die;
Like thoughts whose very sweetness yieldeth proof
That they were born for immortality.
XLIV
THE SAME
1821. 1822
What awful perspective ! while from our
sight
With gradual stealth the lateral windows
hide
Their Portraitures, their stone-work glimmers, dyed
In the soft chequerings of a sleepy light.
Martyr, or King, or sainted Eremite,
Whoe'er ye be, that thus, yourselves unseen,
Imbue your prison-bars with solemn sheen,
Shine on, untilye fade with coming Night!—
But, from the arms of silence — list! O listl
The music bursteth into second life;
The notes luxuriate, every stone is kissed
By sound, or ghost of sound, in mazy strife;
Heart-thrüling strains, that cast, before the
eye
Of the devout, a veil of ecstasy !
XLV
CONTINUED
1821. 1822
They dreamt not of a perishable home
Who thus could build. Be mine, in hours
of fear
Or grovelling thought, to seek a ref uge here;
Or through the aisles of Westminster to
roam;

MEMORY
Where bubbles burst, and folly's dancing
foam
Melts, if it cross the threshold; where the
wreath
Of awe-struck wisdomdroops: orlet my path
Lead to that younger Pile, whose sky-like
dome
Hath typified by reach of daring art
Infimty's embrace; whose guardian crest,
The silent Cross, among the stars shall
spread
As now, when She hath also seen her breast
Filled with mementos, satiate with its part
Of grateful England's overflowing Dead.
'

XLVI
. EJACULATION
1821. 1822
Glory to God ! and to the Power who carne
In filial duty, clothed with love divine,
That made his human tabernacle shine
Like Ocean burning with purpureal flame;
Or like the Alpine Mount, that takes its
name
From roseate hues, far kenned at mornand
even
In hours of peace, or when the storm is
driven
Along the nether region's rugged frame !
Earth prompts — Heaven urges; let us seek
the light,
MEMORY
1823. 1827
A PEN — to register; a key —
That winds through seeret wards,
Are well assig^ed to Memory
By allegoric Bards.
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Studious of that pure intercourse begun
When first our infant brows their lustre won;
So, like the Mountain, may we grow more
bright
From unimpeded commerce with the Sun,
At the approach of all-involving night.
XLVII
CONCLUSION
1821. 1822
Why sleeps the future, as a snake enrolled,
Coil within coil, at noon-tide ? For the
Word
Yields, if with unpresumptuous faith explored,
Power at whose touch the sluggard shall
unfold
His drowsy rings. Look forth ! — that
Stream behold,
That Stkeam upon whose bosom we have
passed
Floating at ease while nations have effaced
Nations, and Death has gatheredto hisfold
Long lines of mighty Kings — look forth,
my Soul!
(Nor in this vision be thou slow to trust)
The living Waters, less and less by guilt
Stained and polluted, brighten as they roll,
Till they have reached the eternal City —
built
For the perféeted Spirit of the just!
Yet, like a tool of Fancy, works
Those Spectres to dilate
That startle Conscience, as she lurks
Within her lonely seat.
Oh! that our lives, which flee so fast,
In purity were sueh,
That not an image of the past
Should fear that pencil's touch !

As aptly, also, might be given
A Pencil to her hand;
That, softening objects, sometimes even
Outstrips the heart's demand;

Retirement then might hourly look
Upon a soothing scene,
Age steal to his allotted nook
Contented and serene;

That smooths foregone distress, the
lines
Of lingering care subdues,
Long-vanished happiness refines,
And clothes in brighter hues;

With heart as calm as lakes that sleep,
In frosty moonlight glistening;
Or mountain rivers, where they creep
Along a chaimel smooth and deep,
To their own far-off murmurs listening.

636

TO THE LADY FLEMING

TO THE LADY FLEMING
ON SEEING THE FOUNDATION PREPARING
FOR THE ERECTION OF RYDAL CHAPEL,
WESTMORELAND
1823. 1827'
After thanking Lady Fleming in prose for
the service she had done to her neighbourhood
by erecting this Chapei, I have nothing to say
beyond the expression of regret that the architect did not furnish an elevation better suited
to the site in a naiTOw luountain-pass, and,
"what is of more eonsequence, better constructed
in the interior for the purposes of worship. It
has no chancel; the altar is unbecomingly confined; the pews are so narrow as to preclnde
the possibility of kneeling with comfort; there
is no vestry; and what ought to have been first
mentioned, the font, instead of standing at its
proper place at the entrance, is thnist into the
farther end of a pew. When these defects shall
be pointed out to the munifieent Patroness, they
will, it is hoped, be corrected.
I
Blest is this Isle — our native Land;
Where battlement and moated gate
Are objects only for the hand
Of hoary Time to decorate;
Where shady hamlet, town that breathes
Its busy smoke in social wreaths,
No ramparfs stern defence require,
Nought but the heaven-directed spire,
And steeple tower (with pealing bells
Far-heard) — our only citadels.
10
II
O Lady ! from a noble line
Of chieftains sprung, who stoutly bore
The spear, yet gave to works divina
A bounteous help in days of yore
(As records mouldering in the Dell
Of Nightshade haply yet may tell);
Thee kindred aspirations moved
To build, within a vale beloved,
For Him upou whose bigh behests
Ali peace depends, ali safety rests.
20
III
How fondly will the woods embrace
This daughter of thy pious care,
Lifting her front with modest grace
To make a fair reeess more fair;
And to exalt the passing hour;
Or soothe it with a healíng power

Drawn from the Sacrifice fulíilled,
Before this rugged soil was tilled,
Or human habitation rose
To interrupt the deep repose !

30

IV
Well may the villagers rejoice !
Nor heat, nor cold, nor weary ways,
Will be a hindranee to the voioe
That would unite in prayer and praise;
More duly shall wild wandering Youth
Receive the curb of sacred truth,
Shall tottering Age, bent earthward, hear
The Promise, with uplifted ear;
And ali shall welcome the new ray
Imparted to their sabbath-day.
40
V
Nor deem the Poet's hope misplaced,
His fancy cheated — that can see
A shade upon the future cast,
Of time's pathetic sanctity;
Can hear the monitory clock
Sound o'er the lake with gentle shook
At evening, when the groimd beneath
Is ruffled o'er with cells of death;
Where happy generations lie,
Here tutored for eternity.

so

VI
Lives there a man whose sole delights
Are trivial pomp and city noise,
Hardening a heart that loathes or slights
What every natural heart enjoys ?
Who never caught a noon-tide dream
From murmur of a nmning stream;
Could strip, for aught the prospect
yields
To him, their verdure from the fields;
And take the radiance from the clouds
In which the sun his setting shrouds.
60
VII
A soul so pitiably forlorn,
If such do on this earth abide,
May season apathy with scorn,
May turn indülerence to pride;
And still be not unblest — compared
With him who grovels, self-debarred
From ali that lies within the scope
Of holy faith and christian hope;
Or, shipwrecked, kindles ou the coast
False fires, that others may be lost.
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"A VOLANT TRIBE OF BARDS ON EARTH ARE FOUND "
vin
Alas ! that such perverted zeal
Should spread on Britain's favoured ground!
That public order, private weal,
Should e'er have felt or feared a wound
From champions of the desperate law
Which from their own blind hearts they
draw;
Who tempt their reason to deny
God, whom their passions dare defy,
And boast that they alone are free
Who reach this dire extremity !
80
IX
But turn we from these " bold bad" men;
The way, mild Lady ! that hath led
Down to their " dark opprobrious den,"
Is ali too rough for Thee to tread.
Softly as morning vapours glide
Down Rydal-cove from Fairfleld's side,
Should move the tenor of his song
Who means to charity no wrong;
Whose ofBering gladly would accord
89
With this day's work, in thought and word.
X
Heaven prosper it! may peace, and love,
And hope, and consolation, fali,
Through its meek influence, from above,
And penetrate the hearts of ali;
Ali who, around the hallowed Fane,
Shall sojourn in this fair domain;
Grateful to Thee, while service pure,
And ancient ordinance, shall endure,
For opportimity bestowed
To kneel together, and adore their God! ic»
ON THE SAME OCCASION
1823. 1827
Oh ! gather whenceaoe'er ye safely may
The help which slackening Piety requirea;
Nor deem that he perforce must go astray
"Who treads upon the footmarks of his sires.
Oar churches, inyariably perhaps, stand east
and west, hut wliy is by few persons exactly
known; nor, that the degree of deviation from
ãue eaât often noticeable in the ancient enes
was determined, in each particular case, by the
point iu the liorizon, at which the sun rose upon
the day of the saint to whom the church was
dedicated. These observances of our ancestors,
and the causes of them, are the subject of the
following stanzas.
When in the antique age of bow and spear
And feudal rapine clothed with iron mail,
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Came ministers of peace, intent to rear
The Mother Church in yon sequesteredvale;
Then, to her Patron Saint a previous rite
Resounded with deep swell andsolemn dose,
Through imremitting vigils of the night,
Till from his couch the wished-for Sim uprose.
He rose, and straight — as by divine command,
They, who had waited for that sign to trace
Their work's foundation, gave with careful
hand
To the high altar its determined place;
Mindful of Him who in the Orient born
There lived, and on the cross his life resigned.
And who, from out the regions of the
morn,
Issuing in pomp, shall come to judge mankind.
So taught their creed; — nor failed the eastern sky,
'Mid these more awful feelings, to infuse
The sweet and natural hopes that shall not
die,
Long as the sun his gladsome course renews.
For us hath such prelusive vigil ceased;
Yet still we plant, like men of elder days,
Our christian altar faithful to the east,
Whence the tall window drinks the morning rays;
That obvious emblem giving to the eye
Of meek devotion, which erewhile it gave,
That symbol of the dayspring from on high,
Triumphant o'er the darkness of the grave.
"A VOLANT TRIBE OF BARDS
ON EARTH ARE FOUND"
1823. 1827
A VOLANT Tribe of Bards on earth are
foimd,
Who, while the flattering Zephyrs round
them play,
On " coignes of vantage " hang their nests
of clay;
How quickly from that aery hold unbound,
Dust for oblivion ! To the solid ground
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Of nature trusts the Mind that builds for aye;
Convinced that there, there only, she can lay
Secnre foundations. As the year runs
round,
Apart she toils within the chosen ring;
While the stars shine, or while day's purple
eye
Is gently closing with the flowers of spring;
Where even flie motion of an AngePs wmg
Would interrupt the intense tranquillity
Of silent hills, and more than silent sky.
"NOT LOVE, NOT WAR, NOR
THE TUMULTUOUS SWELL"
1823. 1827
Not Leve, not War, nor the tumultuous swell
Of civil conflict, nor the wrecks of change,
Nor Duty struggling with afflictions
strange —
Not these alone inspire the tuneful shell;
But where untroubled peace and concord
dwell,
There also is the Muse not loth to range,
Watching the twilight smoke of cot or
grange,
Skyward ascending from a woody deli.
Meek aspirations please her, lone endeavour,
And sage content, and placid melancholy;
She loves to gaze upon a crystal river —
Diaphanous because it traveis slowly;
Soft is the music that would charin for ever;
The flower of sweetest smell is shy and
lowly.
TO
1824. 1827
Written.at Rydal Mount. On Mrs. Wordsworth.
Lkt other hards of angels sing,
Bright suns without a spot;
But thou art no such perfect thing:
Rejoice that thou art not !
Heed not tho' none should call thee fair;
So, Mary, let it be
If nought in loveliness compare
With what thou art to me.
True beauty dwells in deep retreats,
Whose veil is unremoved
TUl heart with heart in concord beats.
And the lover is beloved.

TO
1824. 1827
Written at Rydal Mount. To Mrs. W.
O DEARER far than light and life are dear,
Full oft our human foresight I deplore;
Trembling, through my nnworthiness, with
fear
That friends, by death disjoined, may meet
no more !
Misgivings, hard to vanquish or control,
Mix with the day, and cross the hour of rest;
While ali the future, for thy purer soul,
With " sober certainties " of love is blest.
That sigh of thine, not meant for human ear,
Tells that these words thy humbleness offend;
Yet bear me up — else faltering in the rear
Of a steep march: support me to the end.
Peace settles where the intellect is meek.
And Love is dutiful in thought and deed;
Through Thee communion with that Love
I seek:
The faith Heaven strengthens where he
moulds the Creed.
" HOW RICH THAT FOREHEAD'S
CALM EXPANSE"
1824. 1827
Written at Rydal Mount. Mrs. Word3worth's impression is that the Poem was written at Coleorton: it was certainly suggested hy
a Print at Coleorton Hall.
How rich that forehead's calm expanse !
How bright that heaven-directed glance !
— Waft her to glory, wingèd Powers,
Ere sorrow be renewed.
And intercourse with mortal hours
Bring back a humbler mood !
So looked Cecilia when she drew
An Angel from his station;
So looked; not ceasing to pursue
Her tuneful adoration !
But hand and voice alike are still;
No sound here sweeps away the will
That gave itbirth: in service meek
One upright arm sustains the cheek,
And one across the bosom lic!S —
That rose, and now forgets to rise,
Subdued by breathless harmonies

A FLOWER GARDEN
Of meditative feeling;
Mute strains from worids beyond the skies,
Through the pure light of female eyes,
Their sanctity revealing !
TO
1824. 1827
Written at RydalMount. Prompted by the
undue importance attached to personal beauty
by some dear friends of mine.
Look at the fate of summer flowers,
Which blow at daybreak, droop e'er evensong;
And, grieved for their brief date, confess
that ours,
Measured by what we are and ought to be,
Measured by ali that, trembling, we f oresee,
Is not so long !
If human Life do pass away,
Perishing yet more swiftly than the flower,
If we are creatures of a winter's day;
What space hath Virgin's beauty to disclose
Her sweets, and triumph o'er the breathiiig
rose ?
Not even an hour !
The deepest grove whose foliage hid
The happiest lovers Arcady might boast,
Could not the entrance of this thought forbid:
O be thou wise as they, soul-gifted Maid !
Nor rate too high what must so quickly fade,
So soou be lost.
Then shall love teach some virtuous Youth
" To draw, out of the object of his eyes,"
The while on thee they gaze in simple truth,
Hues more exalted, " a reflnèd Form,"
That dreads not age, nor suffers from the
worm.
And never dies.
A FLOWER GARDEN
AT COLEORTON HALL, LEICESTERSHIRE
1824. 1827
Planned by my friend, Lady Beaumont, in
connection "with the garden at Coleorton.
Tbll me, ye Zephyrs ! that unfold,
While fluttering o'er this gay Recess,
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Pinions that fanned the teeming mould
Of Eden's blissfid wilderness,
Did only softly-stealing hours
There elose the peaceful lives of flowers ?
Say, when the moving creatures saw
Ali kinds commingled without fear,
Prevailed a like indulgent law
For the still growths that prosper here ? 10
Did wanton fawn and kid forbear
The half-blown rose, the lily spare ?
Or peeped they often from their beds
And prematurely disappeared,
Devoured like pleasure ere it spreads
A bosom to the sun endeared ?
If such their harsh untimely doom,
It falls not here on bud or bloom.
Ali summer long the happy Eve
Of this fair Spot her flowers may bind, 20
Nor e'er, with ruffled fanoy, grieve,
From the next glance she casts, to find
That love for little things by Fate
Is rendered yaiu as love for great.
Yet, where the guardian fence is wound,
So subtly are our eyes beguiled
We see not nor suspeet a bound,
No more than in some forest wild;
The sight is f ree ás air — or crost
Only by art in nature lost.
30
And, though the jealous turf refuse
By random footsteps to be prest,
And feed on never-sullied dews,
Ye, gentle breezes from the west,
With ali the ministers of hope
Are tempted to this sunny slope !
And hither throngs of birds resort;
Some, inmates lodged in shady nests.
Some, perched on stems of stately port
That nod to welcome transient guests; 40
While hare and leveret, seen at play,
Appear not more shut out than they.
Apt emblem (for reproof of pride)
This delicate Enclosure shows
Of modest kindness, that would hide
The firm protection she bestows;
Of manners, like its viewless fence,
Ensuring peace to innocence.
Thus spake the moral Muse — her wing
Abruptly spreading to depart,
50
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TO THE LADY E. B. AND THE HON. MISS P.

She left that farewell offering,
Memento for some docile heart;
That may respect the good old age
When Fancy was Truth's willing Page;
And Truth would skim the flowery glade,
Though entering but as Fancy's Shade.
TO THE LADY E. B. AND THE
HON. MISS P.
1824. 1827
Composed in the Grounda of Plass Newidd,
near Llangollen, 1824.
In this Vale of Meditation my friend Jones
reaided, haying been aUowed by his diocesan to
fix himself there without resigning his Living
in Oxfordshire. He was with my wife and
daughter and me when we Tisited these celebrated ladies who had retired, as one may say,
into notice in this Tale. Their cottage lay directly in the road between London and Dublin,
and they were of conrse visited by their Irish
friends as well as innnmerable strangers.
They took much delight in passing jokes on
our friend Jones's plumpness, ruddy cheeks,
and smíling eountenance, as little suited to a
hermit living in the Vale of Meditation. We
ali thonght there was ample room for retort on
his part, so cnrious was the appearance of
these ladies, so elaborately sentimental about
themselves and their Caro Albergo, as they
named it in an inscription ou a tree that stood
opposite, the endearing epithet being preceded
by the word Ecco ! calling npon the sannterer
to look about him. So oddly was one of these
ladies attired that we took her, at a little distance, for a Roman Catholic priest, with a
crucifix and relics hung at his neck. They were
without caps, their hair hushy and white as
snow, which contributed to the mistake.
A Stkeam, to mingle with your favourite
Dee,
Along the Vale of Meditation flovrs;
So styled by those fierce Britons, pleased to
see
In Nature's face the expression of repose;
Gr haply there some pious hermit chose
To live and die, the peace of heaven his aim;
To whom the vfild sequestered region owes
At this late day, its sanctifying name.
Glyn CArAiLLGAROCH, in the Cambrian
tongue,
In ours, the Vale of Friendship, let this
spot
Be named; where, faithful to a low-roofed
Cot.

On Deva's banks, ye have abode so long;
Sisters in love, a love allowed to climb,
Even on this earth, above the reach of
Time !
TO THE TORRENT AT THE
DEVIL'S
BRIDGE,
NORTH
WALES, 1824
1824. 1827
How art thou named ? In search of what
strange land,
From what huge height descending? Can
such force
Of waters issue from a British source,
Or hath not Pindus fed thee, where the
band
Of Patriots scoop their freedom ont, with
band
Desperate as thine ? Or come the incessant shocks
From that yonng Stream, that smites the
throbbing rocks
Of Viamala? There I seem to stand,
As in life's morn; permitted to behold,
From the dread chasm, woods climbing
above woods,
In pomp that fades not; everlastingsnows;
And skies that ne'er relinqnish their repose;
Such power possess the family of floods
Over the minds of Poets, yonng or old!
COMPOSED AMONG THE RUINS
OF A CASTLE IN NORTH WALES
1824. 1827
Throügh shattered galleries, 'mid roofless
halls,
Wandering with timid footsteps oft betrayed,
The Stranger sighs, nor scrnples to npbraid
Old Time, though he, gentiest among the
Thralls
Of Destiny, npon these wonnds hath laid
His lenient touches, soft as light that falls,
From the wan Moon, upon the towers and
walls,
Light deepening the profoundest sleep of
shade.
Relic of Kings ! Wreck of forgotten wars,
To winds abandoned and the prying stars.
Time loves Thee ! at his call the Seasons
twine

CENOTAPH
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Luxuriant wreaths around thy forehead
hoar;
And, though past pomp no changes can
restore,
A soothing reoompence, his gift, is thine 1

But nature to its inmost part
Faith had refined; and to her heart
A peaceful cradle given:
Calm as the dew-drop's, free to rest
Within a breeze-fanned rose's breast
Till it exhales to Heaven.

ELEGIAC STANZAS
ADDRESSED TO SIR G. H. B. UPON THE
DEATH OF HIS SISTER-IN-LAW
1824. 1827
On Mrs. Fermor. This lady had been a
widow long before I knew her. Her husband
wag of the family of the lady celebrated in the
"Rape of the Lock," and was, I believe, a
Roman Catholio. The aorrow which his death
caused her was fearful in its character as described in this poem, but was subdued in
course of time by the strength of her religious
faith. I have been, for many weeks at a time,
an inmate with her at Coleorton Hall, as were
also Mrs. Wordsworth and my Sister. The
truth in the sketch of her character here given
was acknowledged with gratitude by her nearest relatives. She was eloquent in conversation, energetic upon publie matters, open in
respect to those, but slow to communicate her
personal feelings; upon these she never touehed
in her intercourse with me, so that I could not
regard myself as her confídential friend, and
was accordingly surprised when I leamt she
had left me a legacy of £100, as a token of
her esteem. See, in further illustration, the
second stanza inscribed upon her Cenotaph in
Coleorton church.

Was ever Spirit that could bend
So gracíously ? — that could descend,
Another's need to suit,
So promptly from her lofty throne ? —
In works of love, in these alone,
How restless, how minute !
30

We pay a high and holy debt;
No tears of passionate regret
Shall stain this votive lay;
Ill-worthy, Beaumont! were the grief
That flings itself on wild relief
When Saints have passed away.
Sad doom, at Sorrow's shrine to kneei,
For ever covetous to feel,
And impotent to bear !
Such once was hers — to think and think
On severed love, and only sink
From anguish to despair !

Pale was her hue; yet mortal cheek
Ne'er kindled with a livelier streak
When aught had sufEered wrong, —
When aught that breathes had felt a wound;
Such look the Oppressor might confound,
However proud and strong.
But hushed be every thought that springs
From out the bitterness of things;
Her quiet is secure;
No thoms can pierce her tender feet,
40
Whose life was, like the violet, sweet.
As climbing jasmine, pura —
As snowdrop on an infanfs grave,
Or lily heaving with the wave
That feeds it and defends;
As Vesper, ere the star hath kissed
The mountain top, or breathed the mist
That from the vale ascends.
Thou takest not away, O Death !
Thou strikest—absence perisheth,
Indilference is no more;
The future brightens on our sight;
For on the past hath fallen a light
That tempts us to adore.

O FOR a dirge ! But why complain ?
Ask rather a triumphal strain
When Fermob's race is run;
A garland of immortal bonghs
To twine around the Christian's brows,
Whose glorious work is done.

10

20

50

CENOTAPH
1824. 1842
See " Elegiac Stanzas. Addressed to Sir G.
H. B. upon the death of his Sister-in-Law."
In affectionate remembranee of Francês Fermor, whose remains are deposited in the church
of Claines, near Worcester, this stone is erected
by her sister, Dame Margaret, wife of Sir Qeorge
Beaumont, Bart., who, feeling not lesa than the
love of a brother for the deceased, commends
this memorial to tho care of his heirs and suo*
cessors in the poàsession of this place.

642

EPITAPH

By vain affections unenthralled,
Though resolute when duty called
To meet the world's broad eye,
Purê as the holiest oloistered nun
That ever feared the tempting sun,
Did Fermor live and die.
This Tablet, hallowed by her name,
One heart-relieving tear may claim;
But if the pensive gloom
Of fond regret be still thy choiee,
Exalt thy spirit, hear the voice
Of Jesus from her tomb !
"I AM THE WAY, THE TKUTH, AND THE
LIFE "

Here, broiight from far, his corse found
rest, —
Fulfllmeut of his own request; —
ürged less for this Yew's shade, though he
Planted with sueh fond hope the tree;
Less for the love of stream and rock,
Dear as they were, than that his Flock,
When they no more their Pastor's voice
Could hear to guide them in their choice
Through good and evU, help might have,
Admonished, from his silent grave,
Of righteousness, of sins forgiven,
For peaoe on earth and bliss in heaven.
1824.

EPITAPH
IN THE CHAPEL-YARD OF LANGDALE,
WESTMORELAND
1824. 1842
Owen Lloyd, the subject of this epitaph, was
bom at Old Brathay, near Ambleside, and was
the son of Charles Lloyd and his wife Sophia
(née Pemberton), both of Bimiingham, who
carne to reside in this part of the eountry soon
after their marriage. They had many children,
both sons and danghters, of "whom the most
remarkable was the subject of this epitaph. He
was educated under Mr. Dawes, at Ambleside,
Dr. Butler, of Shrewsbury, and lastly at Trinity
College, Cambridge, where he would have been
greatly distinguished as a scholar but for inherited infirmities of bodily constitution, which,
from early childhood, affected his mind. His
love for the neighbourhood in which he waa
born, and his sympathy with the habits and
characters of the mountain yeomanry, in conjunction with irregular spirits, that nnfitted him
for facing dnties in situations to which he was
unaccnstomed, induced him to accept the retired curacy of Langdale. How much he was
beloTed and honoured there, and with what
feelings he discharged his duty under the oppression of severe malady, is set forth, though
imperfectly, in the epitaph.

THE CONTRAST
THE PARROT AND THE WREN
1825. 1827
The Parrot belonged to Mrs. LuÉE while living at Fox-Ghyll. The Wren was one that
haunted for many years the summer-house between the two terraces at Rydal Mount.
I
WiTHiN her gilded cage confined,
I saw a dazzling Belle,
A Parrot of that famous kind
Whose name is Non-pareil.

By playful smiles (alas ! too oft
A sad heart's sunshine), by a soft
And gentle nature, and a free
Yet modest hand of charity,
Through life was Owen Lloyd endeared
To yoimg and old; and how revered
Had been that pious spirit, a tide
Of humble mourners testified,
When, after pains dispensed to prove
The measure of God's chastening love,

Like beads of glossy jet her eyes;
And, smoothed by Nature's skill,
With pearl or gleaming agate vies
Her finely-curvèd bill.
Her plumy mantle's living hues
In mass opposed to mass,
Outshine the splendour that imbues
The robes of pictured glass.

10

And, sooth to say, an apter Mate
Did never tempt the choice
Of feathered Thing most delicate
In figure and in voice.
But, exiled from Australian bowers.
And singleness her lot,
She trills her song with tutored powers,
Or mocks each casual note.
10
No more of pity for regrets
With which she may have striven !
Now but in wantonness she frets,
Or spite, if cause be given;

ODE
Arch, volatile, a sportive bird
By social glee inspired;
Ambitious to be seen or heard,
And pleased to be admired !
II
This moss-lined shed, green, soft, and dry,
Harbours a self-contented Wren,
30
Not shunning man's abode, though shy,
Almost as thought itself, of human ken.
Strange places, coverts unendeared,
She never tried; the very nest
In which this Child of Spring was reared,
Is warmed, thro' winter, by her feathery
breast.
To the bleak winds she sometimes gives
A slender unexpected strain;
Proof that the hermitess still lives,
Though she appear not, and be sought in
vain.
40
Say, Dora! tell me, by yon plaoid moon,
If called to choose between the favoured
pair,
Which would you be, — the bird of the
saloon
By lady-fingers tended with nice eare,
Caressed, applauded, upon dainties fed,
Or líature's Dakkling of this mossy shed ?
TO A SKY-LARK
1825. 1827
Written at Rydal Mount.
Ethereal minstrel! pilgrim of the sky !
Dost thou despise the earth where cares
abound ?
Or, while the wings aspire, are heart and eye
Both with thy nest upon the dewy ground ?
Thy nest which thou canst drop into at will,
Those quivering wings composed, that music still !
Leave to the nightingale her shady wood;
A privacy of glorious light is thine;
Whence thou dost pour upon the world a
flood
Of hamiony, with instinot more divine;
Type of the wise who soar, but never roam;
True to the kindred points of Heaven and
Home !

643

"ERE WITH COLD BEADS OF
MIDNIGHT DEW"
1826. 1827
Written at Rydal Mount. Suggested by the
condition of a friend.
Eke with cold beads of midnight dew
Had mingled tears of thine,
I grieved, fond Youth ! that thou shouldst
sue
To haughty Geraldine.
Immoveable by generous sighs,
She glories in a train
Who drag, beneath our native skies,
An oriental chain.
Pine not like them with arms across,
Forgetting in thy care
How the fast-rooted trees can toss
Their branches in mid air.

,
í

The humblest rivulet will take
Its own wild liberties;
And, every day, the imprisoned lake
Is flowing in the breeze.
Then, crouch no more on suppliant knee,
But scom with scorn outbrave;
A Briton, even in love, should be
A subject, not a slave !
ODE
COMPOSED ON MAY MORNING
1826. 1835
This and the following poem originated in the
Unes " How delicate the leafy Teil," etc. — My
daughter and I left Rydal Mount upon a tour
through our mouutains with Mr. and Mrs. Carr
in the month of May 1826, and as we were going
«p the Tale of Newlands I was struok with the
appearanceof thelittlechapel gleamíngthrough
the veil of half-opened leaves; and the feeling
which was then conveyed to my mind was expressed in the stanza referred to above. As in
the case of " Liberty " and " Humanity," my
first intention was to write only one poem, but
subsequently I broke it into two, making additions to each part so as to produce a consistent
and appropriate whole.
While from the purpling east departs
The star that led the dawn.
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TO MAY

Blithe Flora from her couch upstarts,
For May is on the lawn.
A quickening hope, a freshening glee,
Foreran the expected Power,
Whose first-drawn breath, from bush and
tree,
Shakes ofE that pearly shower.
Ali Nature welcomes Her whose sway
Tempers the year's extremes;
Who scattereth lustres o'er noon-day,
Like morning's dewy gleams;
While mellow warble, sprightly trill,
The tremulous heart excite;
And hums the balmy air to still
The balance of delight.

lo

Time was, blest Power ! when youths and
maids
At peep of dawn would rise,
And wander forth, in forest glades
Thy birth to solemnize.
20
Though mute the song — to grace the
rite
Untouched the hawthorn bough,
Thy Spirit trimnphs o'er the slight;
Man changes, but not Thou !
Tlw feathered Lieges bill and wings
In love's disport employ;
Warmed by thy influehce, ereeping things
Awake to silent joy:
Queen art thou still for each gay plant
Where the slim wild deer roves;
30
And served in depths wheró flshes
haunt
Their own mysterious greves.
Cloud-piercing peak, and trackless heath,
Instinctive homage pay;
Nor wants the dim-lit cave a wreath
To honour thee, sweet May!
Where cities fanned by thy brisk airs
Behold a smokeless sky,
Their puniest flower-pot-nursling dares
To open a bright eye.
40
And if, on this thy natal morn,
The pole, from which thy name
Hath not departed, stands forlorn
Of song and dance and game;
Still from the village-green a vow
Aspires to thee addrest,
Wherever peace is on the brow,
Or love within the breast.

Yes ! where Love nestles thou canst teaeh
The soul to love the more; .
50
Hearts also shall thy lessons reach
That never loved bafore.
Stript is the haughty one of pride,
The bashful freed from fear,
While rising, like the oeean-tide,
In flows the joyous year.
Hush, feeble lyre ! weak words refuse
The serviee to prolong !
To yon exulting thrush the Muse
Entrusts the imperfect song;
His voice shall chant, in accents clear,
Throughout the live-long day,
Till the first silver star appear,
The sovereignty of May.

6c

TO MAY
1826-34. 1835
Though many suns have risen and set
Since thou, blithe May, wert born,
And Bards, who hailed thee, may forget
Thy gifts, thy beauty scorn;
There are who to a birthday strain
Confine not harp and voice,
But evermore throughout thy reign
Are grateful and rejoice !
Delicious odours ! music sweet,
Too sweet to pass away !
Oh for a deathless song to meet
The soul's desire — a lay
That, when a thousand year.s are told,
Should praise thee, genial Power !
Through summer heat, autumnal cold,
And winter's dreariest hour.

10

Earth, sea, thy presence feel — nor less,
If yon ethereal blue
With its soft smile the truth express,
The heavens have felt it too.
20
The inmost heart of man if glad
Partakes a livelier cheer;
And eyes that cannot but be sad
Let fali a brightened tear.
Since thy return, through days and weeks
Of hope that grew by stealth,
How man^ wan and faded cheeks
Have kmdled into health !
The Old, by thee revived, have said,
" Another year is ours;"
30

"ONCE I COULD HAIL (HOWE'ER SERENE THE SKY)"
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And wayworn Wanderers, poorly fed,
Have smiled upon thy flowers.

Curlmg with unconfirmed intent,
On that green mountarn's side.

Who tripping lisps a merry song
Amid his playful peers ?
The tender Infant who was long
A prisoner of fond fears;
But now, when every sharp-edged blast
Is quiet in its sheath,
His Mother leaves him free to taste
Earth's sweetness in thy breath.
40

How delicate the leafy veil
Through which yon house of God
Gleams, mid the peace of this deep dale
By few but shepherds trod !
And lowly huts, near beaten ways,
No sooner staud attired
In thy fresh wreaths, than they for praise
Peep forth, and are admired.

Thy help is with the weed that oreeps
Along the humblest ground;
No clifE so bare but on its steeps
Thy favours may be found;
But most on some peculiar nook
That our own hands have drest,
Thou and thy train are proud to look,
And seem to love it best.

Season of fancy and of hope,
Permit not for one hour,
A blossom from thy crown to drop,
Nor add to it a flower I
Keep, lovely May, as if by touch
Of self-restraining art,
This modest charm of not too much,
Part seen, imagined part!

And yet how pleased we wander forth
When May is whispering, " Come !
50
Choose from the bowers of virgin earth
The happiest for your home;
Heaven's bounteous love through me is
spread
From sunshine, clouds, winds, waves,
Drops on the mouldering turrefs head,
And on your turf-clad graves ! "
Sueh greeting heard, away with sighs
For lilies that must fade,
Or " the rathe primrose as it dies
Forsaken " in the shade !
Vernal fruitions and desires
Are linked in endless ohase;
While, as one kindly growth retires,
Another takes its place.

60

And what if thou, sweet May, hast known
Mishap by worm and blight;
If expectations newly blown
Have perished in thy sight;
If loves and joys, while up they sprung,
Were caught as in a snare;
70
Such is the lot of ali the young,
However bright and fair.
Lo ! Streams that April could not check
Are patient of thy rule;
Gurgling in foamy water-break,
Loitering in glassy pool:
By thee, thee only, could be sent
Sueh gentle mists as glide.

80
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"ONCE I COULD HAIL (HOWE'ER SERENE THE SKY)"
1826. 1827
" No faculty yet given me to espy
The dusky Shape within her arms imbound."
Aftervrards, when I could not avoid seeing it,
I wondered at this, and the more so because,
like most children, 1 had been in the habit of
watching the moon throug^h ali her changes,
and had often continued to gaze at it when at
the fuU, till half blinded.
*' Late, late yestreen I saw the new moone
Wi* the auld moone in hír arme."
Ballad of Sir Patrick Spence^
Percy''s Beliques.
Once I could hail (howe'er serene the sky)
The Moon re-entering her monthly round,
No faculty yet given me to espy
The dusky Shape within her arms imbound,
That thin memento of effulgence lost
Which some have named her Predecessor's
ghost.
Young, like the Crescent that above me shone,
Nought I perceived within it dull or dim;
Ali that appeared was suitable to One
Whose fancy had a thousand fields to
skim;
lo
To expectations spreading with wild growth,
And hope that kept with me her plighted
troth.

646 " THE MASSY WAYS, CARRIED ACROSS THESE HEIGHTS "
I saw (ambition quickening at the view)
A silver boat lamiched on a boundless flood;
A pearly crest, like Dian's when it threw
Its brightest splendour round a leafy wood;
But not a hint from under-ground, no sign
Fit for the glimmering brow of Proserpine.
Or was it Dian's self that seemed to move
Bafore me ? — nothing blemished the fair
sight;
20
On her I looked whom jocund Fairies love,
Cynthia, who puts the little stars to flight,
And by that thinning magnifles the great,
For exaltation of her sovereign state.
And when I learned to mark the spectral
Shape
As each new Moon obeyed the call of Time,
If gloom fell on me, swift was my escape;
Such happy privilege hath life's gay Prime,
To see cr not to see, as best may please
A bnoyant Spirit, and a heart at ease. 30
Now, dazzling Stranger ! when thou meefst
my glanee,
Thy dark Assoeiate ever I diseern;
Emblem of thoughts too eager to advance
WhUe I salute my joys, thoughts sad or
stern;
Shades of past bliss, or phantoms that, to
gíii»
. .
Therr fill of promised lustre, wait m vam.
So changes mortal Life with fleeting years;
A mournful change, should Reason fail to
bring
The timely insight that can temper fears,
And from vioissitude remove its sting; 40
While Faith aspires to seats in that domain
Where joys are perfect — neither wax nor
wane.
"THE MASSY WAYS, CARRIED
ACROSS THESE HEIGHTS"
1826. 1835
The walk is what we call the Far-terrace,
beyond the summer-honse at Rydal Mount.
The Unes x^ere written when we were afraid of
being oblig^ed to quit the place to which we
were so much attached.
The massy Ways, carried across these
heights
By Roman perseveranee, are destroyed,

Or hidden under ground, like sleeping
worms.
How ventura then to hope that Time will
spare
This humble Walk? Yet on the mountain's side
A Poet'8 hand flrst shaped it; and the
steps
Of that same Bard — repeated to and fro
At morn, at noon, and under moonlight
skies
Through the vicissitudes of many a year —
Forbade the weeds to creep o'er its grey
line.
No longer, scattering to the heedless winds
The vocal raptures of fresh poesy,
Shall he frequent these precincts; locked
no mora
In eamest converse with belovèd Friends,
Here will he gather stores of ready bliss,
As from the beds and borders of a garden
Choice flowers are gathered! But, if
Power may spring
Out of a f are well yearning — f avoured mora
Than kindred wishes mated suitably
With vain regrets — tha Exila would consign
This Walk, his loved possession, to the care
Of those pure Minds that reverance the
Mnse.
THE PILLAR OF TRAJAN
1826. 1827
These verses perhaps had better he transferred to the class of " Italian Poems." I had
observed in the Newspaper, that the Filiar of
Trajan was given as a subject for a prize-poem
in English verse. I had a wish perhaps that
my son, who was then an undergraduate at
Oxford, should try his fortune, and I told him
so; but he, not having been accustomed to
write verse, wisely declined to enter on the
task ; whereupon I showed him these Unes as a
proof of what might, without difficulty, be
done on such a subject.
Where towers are crushed, and unforbidden weeds
0'ar mutilated arches shed thair seeds;
And temples, doomed to müdar change,
unfold
A new magnificence that vies with old;
Firm in its pristine majesty hath stood
A votiva Column, spared by flre and
flood: —

FAREWELL LINES
And, though the passions of man's fretful
race
Have never ceased to eddy round its base,
Not injured more by touch of meddling
hands
Than a lone obelisk, 'mid Nubian sands, 10
Or aught in Syrian deserts left to save
From death the memory of the good and
brave.
Historio figures round the shaft embost
Ascend, with lineaments in air not lost;
Still as he turns, the charmed spectator
sees
Group winding after group with dream-like
ease;
Triumphs in sunbright gratitude displayed,
Or softly stealing into inodest shade.
— So, pleased with purple clusters to entwine
Some lofty elm-tree, mounts the daring
vine;
20
The woodbine so, with spiral grace, and
breathes
Wide-spreading odonrs from her flowery
wreaths.
Bome by the Muse from rills in shepherds' ears
Murmuring but one smooth story for ali
years,
I gladly commune with the mind and
heart
Of him who thus survives by classic art,
His actions witness, venerate his mien.
And study Trajan as by Pliny seen;
Behold how fought the Chief whose conquering sword
Stretched far as earth might own a single
lord;
30
In the delight of moral prudence sohooled,
How feelingly at home the Sovereign ruled;
Best of the good — in pagan faith allied
To more than Man, by virtue deified.
Memorial Pillar! 'mid the wrecks of
Time
Preserve thy eharge with confidenee sublime —
The exultations, pomps, and cares of Rome,
Whence half the breathing world received
its doom;
Things that recoil from language; that, if
shown
39
By apter pencil, from the light had flown.
A Pontiff, Trajan here the Gods implores,
Tkere greets an Embassy from Indian
shores;
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Lo ! he harangues his cohorts — there the
storm
Of battle meets him in authentic form !
Unharnessed, naked, troops of Moorish
horse
Sweep to the eharge; more high, the
Dacian force.
To hoof and finger mailed; — yet, high or
low,
None bleed, and none lie prostrate but the
foe.
In every Roman, through ali turns of fate,
Is Roman dignity inviolate;
50
Spirit in him pre-eminent, who guides,
Supports, adorns, and over ali presides;
Distinguished only by inherent state
From honoured Instrtmients that round
him wait;
Rise as he may, his grandeur scorns the test
Of outward symbol, nor will deign to rest
On aught by which another is deprest.
— Alas ! that One thus disciplined could toil
To enslave whole nations on their native soil;
So emulous of Macedonian fame,
60
That, when his age was measured with his
aim,
He drooped, 'mid else unclouded victories.
And turned his eagles back with deepdrawn sighs:
O weakness of the Great! O folly of the
Wise !
Where now the haughty Empire that
was spread
With such fond hope ? her very speech is
dead;
Yet glorious Art the power of Time defies.
And Trajan still, through various enterprise,
Mounts, in this fine illusion, toward the
skies:
Still are we present with the imperial Chief,
Nor cease to gaze upon the bold Relief 71
Till Rome, to silent marble unconflned,
Becomes with ali her years a vision of the
Mind.
FAREWELL LINES
1826. 1842
These lines were designed as a farewell to
Charles Lamh and his sister, who had retired
from the throngs of London to comparative
solitude in the TÍllage of Enfield.
" High bliss is only for a higher state,"
But, surely, if severe afflictions borne
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ON SEEING A NEEDLECASE IN THE FORM OF A HARP

With patience merit tlie reward of peace,
Peace ye deserve; and may the solid good,
Sought by a wise though late exchange, and
here
With bounteous hand beneath a oottage-roof
To you accorded, never be withdrawn,
Nor for the world's best promises renounced.
Most soothing was it for a weloome Friend,
Fresh from the crowded city, to behold
That lonely union, privacy so deep,
Such calm employments, such entire content.
So when the rain is over, the storm laid,
A pair of herons oft-times have I seen,
Upon a rooky islet, side by side,
Drying their feathers in the sun, at ease;
And so, when night with grateful gloom
had fallen,
Two glow-worms in such nearness that they
shared,
As seemed, their soft self-satisfying light,
Eaoh with the other, on the dewy ground,
Where He that made them blesses their
repose. —
When wandering among lakes and hills I
note,
Onoe more, those creatures thus by nature
paired.
And guarded in their tranquU state of life,
Even, as your happy presence to my mind
Their union bronght, will they repay the
debt.
And send a thankful spirit baek to you,
With hope that we, dear Friends ! shall
meet again.
ON SEEING A NEEDLECASE IN
THE FORM OF A HARP
THE WORK OF E. M. S.
1827. 1827
Frowns are on every Muse's face,
Reproaehes from their lips are sent,
That mimicry should thus disgrace
The noble Instrument.
A very Harp in all but size !
Needles for strings in apt gradation !
Minerva's self would stigmatize
The unclassie profanation.
Even her ovm needle that subdued
Arachne's rival spirit,

10

Though wrought in Vulcan's happiest
mood,
Such honour could not merit.
And this, too, from the Laureate's Child,
A living lord of melody!
How will her Sire be reconciled
To the refined indignity ?
I spake, when whispered a low voice,
" Bard ! moderate your ire;
Spirits of all degrees rejoice
In presence of the lyre.

jo

The Minstrels of Pygmean bands,
Dwarf Genii, moonlight-loving Fays,
Have shells to flt their tiny hands
And suit their slender lays.
Some, still more delicate of ear,
Have lutes (believe my words)
Whose framework is of gossamer,
While sunbeams are the chords.
Gay Sylphs this miniature will court,
Made vocal by their brushing wings, 30
And sullen Gnomes will learn to sport
Around its polished strings;
Whence strains to love-sick maiden dear,
While in her lonely bower she tries
To cheat the thought she cannot cheer,
By fanciful embroideries.
Trust, angry Bard ! a knowing Sprite,
Nor think the Harp her lot deplores !
Though 'mid the stars the Lyre shine bright,
Love stoops as fondly as he soars."
40
TO
1827. 1827
In the cottag^e, Town-end," Grasmere, one
afternoon in 1801, my sister read to me the
Sonnets of Milton. I had long been well acquainted with them, but I was particularly
struck on that oecasion by the dignified simplicity and majestio harmony that runs through
most of them, — in eharacter so totally different from the Italian, and still more so from
Shakspeare's fine Sunnets. I took fire, i£ I
may be allowed to say so, and produced three
Sonnets the same afternoon, the first I ever
wrote except an irregular one at sehool. Of
these three, the only one I distinctly remember

DECAY OF PIETY
is " I grieved for Buonaparté." One was never
written down: the third, which was, I believe,
preserved, I cannot particularise.
Happy the feeling from the bosom thrown
In perfect shape (whose beauty Time shall
spare
Though a breath made it) like a bubble blown
For summer pastime into wanton air;
Happy the thought best likened to a stone
Of the sear-beach, when, polished with nice
care,
Veins it discovers exquisite and rare,
Which for the loss of that moist gleam atone
That tempted íirst to gather it. Tliat here,
O chief of Friends ! suoh feelings I present,
To thy regard, with thoughts so fortunate,
Were a vain notion; but the hope is dear,
That thou, if not with partial joy elate,
Wilt smile upon this gift with more than
mild content!
"HER ONLY PILOT THE SOFT
BREEZE"
1827. 1827
Her only pilot the soft breeze, the boat
Lingers, but Fancy is well satisfied;
With keen-eyed Hope, with Memory, at
her side,
And the glad Muse at liberty to note
Ali that to eaoh is precious, as we float
Gently along; regardless who shall ehide
If the heavens smile, and leave us free to
glide,
Happy Associates breathing air remote
From trivial cares. But, Fancy and the
Muse,
Why have I crowded this small bark with
you
And others of your kind, ideal crew !
While here sits One whose brightness owes
its hues
To flesh anel blood; no Goddess from above,
No fleeting Spirit, but my own true love ?
"WHY, MINSTREL, THESE UNTUNEFUL MURMURINGS "
1827. 1827
" Why, Minstrel, these untuneful murmurings —
Dull, flagging notes that with each other
jar?"
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" Think, gentle Lady, of a Harp so far
From its own country, and forgive the
strings."
A simple answer ! but even so forth springs,
From the Castalian fountain of the heart,
The Poetry of Life, and ali that Art
Divine of words quickening insensate things.
From the submissive necks of guiltless men
Stretched on the block, the glittering axe
recoils;
Sun, moon, and stars, ali struggle in the
toils
Of mortal sympathy; what wonder then
That the poor Harp distempered music
yields
To its sad Lord, far from his native flelds ?
TO S. H.
1827. 1827
Excüse is needless when with love sincere
Of occupation, not by fashion led,
Thou turn'st the Wheel that slept with
dust o'erspread;
My nerves from no suoh murmur shrink, —
tho' near,
Soft as the Dorhawk's to a distant ear,
When twilight shades darken the mountain'8 head.
Even She who toils to spin our vital thread
Might smile on work, O Lady, once so dear
To household virtues. Venerable Art,
Tom from the Poor ! yet shall kind Heaven
protect
Its own; though Rulers, with undue respect,
Trusting to crowded faotory and mart
And proud discoveries of the intellect,
Heed not the pillage of man's ancient heart.
DECAY OF PIETY
1827. 1827
Attendance at church on prayer-days,
Wednesdays and Fridays and Holidays, received a shock at the Eevolution. It is now,
however, happily reviving. The ancient people described in this Sonnet were among the
last of that pions class. May we hope that the
practice, now in some degree renewed, will continue to spread.
Oft have I seen, ere Time had ploughed
my cheek,
Matrons and Sires — who, punctual to the
call

"SCORN NOT THE SONNET"
Of their loved Church, on fast or festival
Through the long year the house of Prayer
would seek:
By Christmas snows, by visitation bleak
Of Easter winds, unscared, from liut or hall
They came to lowly bench or seulptured
stall,
But with one fervour of devotion meek.
I see the places where they once were known.
And ask, surrounded even by kneeling
crowds,
Is ancient Piety for ever flown ?
Alas ! even then they seemed like fleecy
clouds
That, struggling through the western sky,
have won
Their pensive light from a departed sun !

Faib Prime of life ! were it enough to gild
With ready simbeams every straggling
shower;
And, if an unexpected cloud should lower,
Swiftly thereon a rainbow arch to build
For i ancy's errands, — then, from flelds
half-tüled
Gathering green weeds to mix with poppy
flower,
Thee might thy Minions crown, and chant
thy power,
Unpitied by the wise, ali censure stilled.
Ah ! show that worthier honours are thy
due;
Fair Prime of life ! arouse the deeper heart;
Confirm the Spirit glorying to pursue
Some path of steep ascent and lofty aim;
And, if there be a joy that slights the claim
Of grateful memory, bid that joy depart.

"SCORN NOT THE SONNET"
1827. 1827
Composed, almost eztempore, in a sbort walk
on the -(Testern side of Rydal Lake.
ScoRN not the Sonnet; Critic, you have
frowned,
Mindless of its just honours; with this key
Shakspeare unlooked his heart; the melody
Of this small lute gave ease to Petrarch's
wound;
A thousand times this pipe did Tasso sound;
With it Camõens soothed an exile's grief;
The Sonnet glittered a gay myrtle leaf
Amid Ih cypress with whieh Dante crowned
His visionary brow: a glow-worm lamp,
It cheered mild Spenser, called from Faeryland
To struggle through dark ways; and, when
a damp
Fell round the path of Milton, in his hand
The Thing became a trumpet; whence he
blew
Soul-animating strains — alas, too few !

RETIREMENT
1827. 1827
If the whole weight of what we think and
feel,
Save only far as thought and feeling blend
With action, were as nothing, patriot
Friend!
From thy remonstrance would be no appeal;
But to promote and fortify the weal
Of our own Being is her paramount end;
A truth which they alone sball comprehend
Who shun the mischief which they cannot
heal.
Peace in these feverish times is sovereign
bliss:
Here, with no thirst but what the stream
can slake.
And startled only by the rustling brake,
Cool air I breathe; while the unincumbered
Mind
By some weak aims at services assigned
To gentle N atures, thanks not Heaven amiss.

«FAIR PRIME OF LIFE! WERE
IT ENOUGH TO GILD"
1827. 1827
Snggested by observation of the way in
which a young friend, whom I do not choose to
name, misspent his time and misapplied his
talents. He took afterwards a better course,
and became a nseful member of society, respected, I believe, wherever he has been known.

"THERE IS A PLEASURE IN
POETIC PAINS"
1827. 1827
There is a pleasure in poetic pains
Which only Poets know;—'t was rightly said;
Whom could the Muses else allure to tread
Their smoothest paths, to wear their lightest chains ?

TO THE CUCKOO
When happiest Fancy has inspired the
strains,
How oft the inalice of one luckless word
Pursues tlie Enthusiast to the social board,
Haunts him belated on the silent plains !
Yet he repines not, if his thought stand
olear,
At last, of hindranoe and obscurity, ■ •
Fresh as the star that crowns the brow of
morn;
Bright, speckless, as a softly-moulded tear
The moment it has left the virgm's eye,
Or rain-drop lingering ou the pointed thorn.

Disperse the tear, or to the sigh give vent,
Slackening the pains of ruthless banishment
From his loved home, and from heroic toü.
And trust that spiritual Creatnres round us
move,
Griefs to allay which Beason cannot heal;
Yea, veriest reptiles have sufticed to prove
To fettered wretchedness, that no Bastile
Is deep enough to exclude the light of love,
Though man for brother man has ceased to
feel.

RECOLLECTION OF THE PORTRAIT
OF KING
HENRY
EIGHTH, TRINITY
LODGE,
CAMBRIDGE
1827. 1827
The imperial Stature, the colossal stride,
Are yet before me; yet do I behold
The broad full visage, chest of amplest
mould,
The vestments 'broidered with barbaric
pride:
And Io ! a poniard, at the Monarch's side,
Hangs ready to be grasped in sympathy
With the keen threateniugs of that fulgent
eye,
Below the white-rimmed bounet, far-descried.
Who trembles now at thy capricious mood ?
'Mid those surrounding Worthies, haughty
King,
We rather think, with grateful mind sedate,
How Providence educeth, from the spring
Of lawless will, unlooked-for streams of
good,
Which neither force shall check nor time
abate !

"WHILE ANNA'S PEERS AND
EARLY PLAYMATES TREAD"
1827. 1827
This is taken from the account giren by
Miss Jewsbury of the pleasure she derived,
when long conâned to her bed by sickness, from
the inanimate object on which this Sonnet
turns.
While Anna's peers and early playmates
tread,
In freedom, mountain-turf and river's
marge;
Or float with music in the festai barge;
Rein the proud steed, or through the dance
are led;
Her doom it is to press a weary bed —
Till oft her guardian Angel, to some charge
More urgent called, will stretch his wings
at large.
And friends too rarely prop the langnid
head.
Yet, helped by Genius — mitired comforter,
The presence even of a stnffed Owl for her
Can cheat the time; sending her fancy out
To ivied castles and to moonlight skies,
Though he can neither stir a plume, nor
shout;
Nor veil, with restless film, his staring eyes.

"WHEN PHILOCTETES IN THE
LEMNIAN ISLE"
1827. 1827
When Philoctetes in the Lemnian isle
Like a form sculptured on a monnment
Lay conched; on him or his dread bow unbent
Some wild Bird oft might settle and beguile
The rigid features of a transient smile,

TO THE CUCKOO
1827. 1827
Not the whole warbling grove in concert
heard
When sunshine follows shower, the breast
can thrill
Like the flrst summons, Cuckoo ! of thy
bill,
With its twin notes inseparably paired.
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The captive 'mid damp vaults vmsvmned,
imaired,
Measuring the periods of his lonely doom,
That cry can reach; and to the sick inan's
room
Sends gladness, by no languid smile declared.
The lordly eagle-race through hostile
search
May perish; time may come when never
more
The wilderness shall hear the lion roar;
But, long as cock shall crow from household perch
To rouse the dawn, soft gales shall speed
thy wing,
And thy erratic voioe be faithful to the
Spring !

M-

Pledged till thou reach the verge of womanhood,
And shalt become thy own sufficient stay:
Too late, I feel, sweet Orphan ! was the day
For stedfast hope the contract to fulfil;
Yet shall my blessing hover o'er thee still,
Embodied in the music of this Lay,
Breathed forth beside the peaceful mountain Stream
Whose murmur soothed thy languid Mother's ear
Af ter her throes, this Stream of name more
dear
Since thou dost bear it, — a memorial
theme
For others; for thy future self, a spell
To summon fancies out of Time's dark cell.
TO

THE INFANT M
M
1827. 1827
The infant was Mary Monkhouse, the only
daughter of my friend and cousin Thomas
Monkhouse.
UNQtUET Childhood here by special giace
Forgets her natm-e, opening like a flower
That neither feeds nor wastes its vital power
In painful struggles. Months each other
chase,
And nought untunes that Infanfs voice; no
trace
Of fretful temper sullies her pure cheek;
Prompt, lively, self-sufficing, yet so meek
That one enrapt with gazing on her face
(Which even the placid innocence of death
Could scarcely make more placid, heaven
more bright)
Might learn to picture, for the eye of faith,
The Virein, as she shone with kindred
light;
A nursling couched upon her mother's knee,
Beneath some shady palm of Galilee.
TO ROTHA Q
1827. 1827
Rotha, the daughter of my son-in-law Mr.
Quillinan.
Botha, my Spiritual Child ! this head was
grey
When at the sacred font for thee I stood;

, IN HER SEVENTIETH
YEAR
1827. 1827
Lady Fitzgerald, as described to me hy Lady
Beaumont.
SuCH age how beautiful ! O Lady bright,
Whose mortal lineaments seem ali refined
By favouring Nature and a saiutly Mind
To something purer and more exquisite
Than flesh and blood; whene'er thou
meefst my sight,
When I behold thy blanched unwithered
cheek,
Thy temples fringed with locks of gleaming white,
And head that droops because the soul is
meek,
Thee with the weleome Snowdrop I compare;
That child of winter, prompting thoughts
that climb
From desolation toward the genial prime;
Or with the Moon conquering earth's misty
air.
And filling more and more with crystal
light
As pensive Evening deepens into night.
"IN MY MIND'S EYE A TEMPLE,
LIKE A CLOUD "
1827. 1827
In my mind's eye a Temple, like a cloud
Slowly surmounting some invidious hill,

A MORNING EXERCISE
Rose out of darkuess: the bright Work
stood still:
And might of its own beauty have been
proud,
But it was fashioned and to God was vowed
By Virtues that diííused, in every part,
Spirit divine through forms of human art:
Faith had her areh — her arch, when winds
blow loud,
Into the consoiousness of safety thrilled;
And Love her towers of dread foundation
laid
Under the grave of things; Hope had her
spire
Star-high, and pointing still to something
higher;
Trembling I gazed, but heard a voice — it
said,
" Hell-gates are powerless Phantoms when
we build."
'GO BACK TO ANTIQUE AGES,
IF THINE EYES "
1827. 1827
60 baek to antique ages, if thine eyes
The genuine mien and character would
trace
Of the rash Spirit that still holds her
place,
Prompting the world's audacious vanities !
Go back, and see the Tower of Babel rise;
The pyramid extend its monstrous base,
For some Aspirant of our short-lived race,
Anxious an aery name to immortalize.
There, too, ere wiles and politic dispute
Gave specious colouring to aim and act,
See the flrst mighty Hunter leave the
brute —
To ehase mankind, with men in armies
paeked
For his fleld-pastime high and absolute,
While, to dislodge his game, cities are
sacked!
IN THE WOODS OF RYDAL
1827. 1827
WiLD Redbreast! hadst thou at Jemima's
lip
Pecked, as at mine, thus boldly, Love might
say,
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A half-blown rose had tempted thee' to sip
Its glistening dews; but hallowed is the clay
Which the Muse warms; and I, whose head
is grey,
Am not unworthy of thy fellowship;
Nor could I let one thought — one notion
— slip
That might thy sylvan confidence betray.
For are we not ali His without whose care
Vouchsafed no sparrow falleth to the
ground ?
Who gives his Angels wings to speed
through air.
And rolls the planeta through the blue
profound;
Then peck or pereh, fond Flutterer ! nor
forbear
To trust a Poet in still musings bound.
CONCLUSION
TO
1827. 1827
Ir these brief Records, by the Muses' art
Produced as lonely Nature or the strife
That animates the seenes of public life
Inspired, may in thy leisure elaim a part;
And if these Transcripts of the private
heart
Have gained a sanction from thy falling
tears;
Then I repent not. But my soul hath fears
Breathed from etemity; for, as a dart
Cleaves the blank air, Life flies: now every
day
Is but a glimmering spoke in the swift
wheel
Of the revolving week. Away, away,
Ali fitful cares, ali transitory zeal!
So timely Graee the immortal wing may
heal.
And honour rest upon the senseless clay.
A MORNING EXERCISE
1828. 1832
Written at Rydal Mount. I could wish the
last five stanzas of thia to be read with the
põem addressed to the skylark.
Fancy, who leads the pastimes of the glad,
Full oft is pleased a wayward dart to throw;
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THE TRIAD

Sending sad shadows after things not sad,
Peopling the harmless fields with sigiis of
woe:
Beneath her sway, a simple forest cry
Becomes au echo of man's misery.
Blithe ravens croak of death; and when
the owl
Tries his two voices for a favourite strain —
Tu-whit — Tu-whoo ! the unsuspecting fowl
Forebodes mishap or seems but to complain;
lo
Fancy, intent to harass and annoy,
Can thus pervert the evidence of joy.
Through border wilds where náked Indians stray,
Myriads of notes attest her subtle skill;
A feathered task-master cries, " WoEK
AWAY ! "
And, in thv iteration, "Whip poor
■WILL!"
Is heard the spirit of a toil-worn slave,
Lashed out of life, not quiet in the grave.
What wonder ? at her bidding, ancient
lays
19
Steeped in dire grief the voice of Philomel;
And that fleet messenger of summer days,
The Swallow, twittered subject to like spell;
But ne'er could Fancy bend the buoyant
Lark
To melancholy service — hark! O hark!
The daisy sleeps npon the dewy lawn,
Not lifting yet the head that evening bowed;
But He is risen, a later star of dawn,
Glittering and twinkling near yon rosy
cloud;
Bright gem instinot with music, vocal spark;
The happiest bird that sprang out of the
Ark!
30
Hail, blest above ali kinds ! — Supremely
skilled,
Restless with flxed to balance, high with low,
Thou leav'st the halcyon free her hopes to
buUd
On such forbearance as the deep may show;
Perpetuai flight, unchecked by earthly ties,
Leav'st to the wandering bird of paradise.
Faithful, though swift as lightning, the
meek dove;
Yet more hath Nature reconciled in thee;

So constant with thy downward eye of love,
Yet, in aerial singleness, so free;
40
So humble, yet so ready to rejoice
In power of wing and never-wearied voice.
To the last point of vision, and beyond,
Mount, daring warbler! — tliat loveprompted strain
('Twixt thee and thine a never-failing bond)
Thrills not the less the bosom of the plain:
Yet inight'st thou seem, proud privilege !
to sing
Ali independent of the leafy spring.
How would it please old Ocean to partake,
With sailors longing for a breeze in vain, 50
The harmony thy notes most gladly make
Where earth resembles most his own domain !
Urania's self might welcome with pleased
ear
These matins moimting towards her native
sphere.
Chanter by heaven attracted, whom no
bars
To day-light known deter from that pursuit,
'T is well that some sage instinct, when the
stars
Come forth at evening, keeps Thee still and
mute;
For not an eyelid could to sleep incline
Wert thou among them, singing as they
shine I
60
THE TRIAD
1828. 1829
Written at Rydal Mount. The Girls, Edith
Southey, my daughter Dora, and Sara Coleridge.
Show me the noblest Youth of present
time,
Whose trembling fancy would to love give
birth;
Some God or Hero, from the Olympian
clime
Returned, to seek a Consort upon earth;
Or, in no doubtful prospect, let me see
The brightest star of ages yet to be.
And I will mate and match him blissfully.
I will not fetch a Naiad from a flood
Pure as herself — (song lacks not mightier
power)

THE TRIAD
Nor leaf-crowned Dryad from a pathless
wood,
10
Nor Sear-nymph glistening from her coral
bower;
Mere Mortais bodied forth in vision still,
Shall with Mount Ida's triple lustre fill
The chaster coverts of a British hill.
" Appear ! — obey my lyre's eommand !
Come, like the Graces, hand in hand !
For ye, though not by birtli allied,
Are Sisters in the bond of love;
Nor shall the tongue of envious pride
Presume those interweavings to reprove 20
In you, whioh that fair progeny of Jove,
Learned from the tuneful spheres that
glide
In endless union, earth and sea above."
— I sing in vain; — the pines have hnshed
their waving:
A peerless Youth expectant at my side,
Breathless as they, with imabated craving
Looks to the earth, and to the vacaut air;
And, with a wandering eye that seems to
chide,
Asks of the clouds what oecupants they
hide:—
But why solicit more than sight eonld bear,
By casting on a moment ali we dare ? 31
Invoke we those bright Beings one by one;
And what was boldly promised, truly shall
be done.
" Fear not a constraining measure !
— Yielding to this gentle spell.
Lúcida ! from domes of pleasure,
Or from cottage-sprinkled deli,
Come to regions solitary,
Where the eagle builds her aery,
Above the hermifs long-forsaken cell!" 40
— She comes ! — behold
That Figure, like a ship with snow-white
saU !
Nearer she draws; a breeze uplifts her veil;
üpon her coming wait
As pure a sunshine and as soft a gale
As e'er, on herbage covering earthly mould,
Tempted the bird of Juno to unfold
His riehest splendour — when his veering
gait
And every motion of his starry train
Seem governed by a strain
50
Of music, audible to him alone.
" O Lady, worthy of earth's proudest
throne !
Nor less, by excellence of nature, fit
Beside an unambitious hearth to sit
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Domestic queen, where grandeur is unknown;
What living man could fear
The worst of Fortune's malice, wert Thou
near,
Humblinç that lily-stem, thy soeptre meek,
That its fair flowers may from his cheek
Brush the too happy tear ?
60
Queen, and handmaid lowly !
Whose skill can speed the day with lively
cares.
And banish melanoholy
By ali that mind invents or hand prepares;
O Thou, against whose lip, without its smile
And in its silence even, no heart is proof;
Whose goodness, sinking deep, would reconcile
The softest Nursling of a gorgeous palace
To the bare life beneath the hawthorn-roof
Of Sherwood's Archer, or in caves of
Wallace —
70
Who that hath seen thy beauty could content
His soul with but a glimpse of heavenlj
day?
Who that hath loved thee, but would lay
His strong hand on the wind, if it were bent
To take thee in thy majesty away ?
Pass onward (even the glancing deer
Till we depart intrude not here);
That mossy slope, o'er which the woodbine
throws
A canopy, is smoothed for thy repose ! "
— Glad moment is it when the throng 80
Of warblers in full concert strong
Strive, and not vainly strive, to rout
The lagging shower, and force coy Phcebus
out,
Met by the rainbow's form divine,
Issuing from her cloudy shrine; —
So may the thrillings of the lyre
Prevail to further our desire,
WhUe to these shades a sister Nymph í
call.
" Come, if the notes thine ear may
pierce,
Come, youngest of the lovely Three,
Submissive to the might of verse
And the dear voice of harmony,
By none more deeply felt than Thee ! "
— I sang; and Io ! from pastimes virginal
She hastens to the tents
Of nature, and the lonely elements.
Air sparkles round her with a dazzling
sheen;
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But mark her glowing cheek, her vesture
green !
And, as if wishful to disarm
Or to repay the potent Charm,
loo
She bears the stringèd lute of old romance,
That cheered the trellised arbour's privaey,
And soothed war-wearied knights in raftered hall.
How vivid, yet how delicate, her glee !
So tripped the Muse, inventress of the
dance;
So, truant in waste woods, the blithe Euphrosyne !
But the ringlets of that head
Why are they ungarlanded ?
Why bedeck her temples less
Than the simplest shepherdess ?
no
Is it not a brow invitiiig
Choicest flowers that ever breathed,
Whieh the myrtle would delight in
With Idalian rose enwreathed ?
But her humility is well content
With one wild floweret (call it not forlorn),
Flo^ver of the winds, beneath her bosom
worn —
Yet more for love than omament.
Open, ye thickets ! let her fly,
Swift as a Thracian Nymph o'er field and
height !
I20
For She, to ali but those who love her, shy,
Would gladly vanish from a Stranger's
sight;
Though where she is beloved and loves,
Light as the wheeling butterfly she moves;
Her happy spirit as a bird is free,
That rifles blossoras on a tree,
Turning them inside out with arch audaoity.
Alas ! how little can a moment show
Of an eye where feeling plays
In ten thousand dewy rays;
130
A face o'er which a thousand shadows go !
— She stops — is fastened to that rivulet's
side;
And there (while, with sedater mien,
0'er timid waters that have scarcely left
Their birthplace in the rocky cleft
She bends) at leisure may be seen
Features to old ideal grace allied,
Amid their smiles and dimples dignified —
Fit countenance for the soul of primai truth;
The bland composure of eternal youth ! 140
What more changeful than the sea ?
But over his great tides
Fidelity presides;

And this light-hearted Maiden constant is
as he.
High is her aim as heaven above,
And wide as ether her good-will;
And, like the lowly reed, her love
Can drink its nurture from the scantiest
rill:
Insight as keen as frosty star
Is to her charity no bar,
150
Nor interrupts her frolic graces
When she is, far from these wild plaoes,
Encircled by familiar faces.
O the charm that manners draw,
Nature, from thy genuine law !
If from what her hand would do,
Her voice would utter, aught ensue
Untoward or unfit;
She, in benign affections pure,
In self-forgetfulness secure,
160
Sheds round the transient harm or vague
mischance
A light unknown to tutored elegance:
Hers is not a cheek shame-stricken,
But her blushes are joy-flushes;
And the fault (if fault it be)
Only ministers to quicken
Laughter-loving gaiety.
And kindle sportive wit —
Leaving this Daughter of the mountains free
As if she knew that Oberon king of Faery
Had crossed her purpose with some quaint
vagary,
171
And heard his viewless bands
Over their mirthful triumph clapping hands.
" Last of the Three, though eldest bom,
Reveal thyself, like pensive Morn
Touched by the skylark's earliest note,
Ere humbler gladness be afloat.
But whether in the semblance drest
Of Dawn — or Eve, fair vision of the west,
Come with each anxious hope subdued 180
By woman's gentle fortitude,
Each grief, through meekness, settling into
rest.
— Or I would hail thee when some highwrought page
Of a closed volume lingering in thy hand
Has raised thy spirit to a peaceful stand
Among the glories of a happier age."
Her brow hath opened on me — see it there,
Brightening the umbrage of her hair;
So gleams the crescent moon, that loves
To be descried through shady groves. 190
Tenderest bloom is ou her cheek;
Wish not for a richer streak;

THE WISHING-GATE
Nor dread the depth of meditative eye;
But let thy love, upon that azure field
Of thoughtfulness and beauty, yield
Its homage ofEered up in purity.
What would'st thou more ? In sunny glade,
Or under leaves of thickest shade,
Was such a stillness e'er diffused
Since earth grew calm while angels
mused ?
200
Softly she treads, as if her foot were loth
To crush the mountain dew-drops — soon
to melt
On the flower's breast; as if she felt
That flowers themselves, whateVr their hue,
With ali their f ragrance, ali their glistening,
Call to the heart for inward listening —
And though for bridal wreaths and tokens
true
Welcomed wisely; though a growth
Which the careless shepherd sleeps on,
As fitly spring from turf the mourner weeps
on —
210
And without wrong are cropped the marble
tomb to strew.
The Charm is over; the mute Phantoms
gone,
Nor wUl return — but droop not, favoured
Youth;
The apparition that before thee shone
Obeyed a summons covetous of truth.
From these wild rocks thy footsteps I will
guide
To bowers in which thy fortune may be
tried,
And one of the bright Three become thy
happy Bride.
THE WISHING-GATE
1828. 1829
Written at Hydal Mount. See also " Wishing-gate Destroyed."
In the Tale of Grasmere, by the side of the
old high-way leading to Ambleside, is a gate,
which, time out of mind, has been called the
Wishing-gate, from a belief that •wishes formed
or indulged there hare a favourable issue.
Hope rules a land for ever green:
Ali powers that serve the bright-eyed
Queen
Are confident and gay;
Clouds at her bidding disappear;
Points she to aught ? — the bliss draws near,
And Fancy smooths the way.
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Not such the land of Wishes — there
Dwell fruitless day-dreams, lawless prayer,
And thoughts with things at strife;
Yet how forlorn, should ye depart,
10
Ye superstitions of the heart,
How poor, were human life !
When magic lore abjured its might,
Ye did not forfeit one dear right,
One tender claim abate;
Witness this symbol of your sway,
Surviving near the public way,
The rustic Wishing-gate !
Inquire not if the faery race
Shed kindly influence on the place,
Ere northward they retired;
If here a warrior left a spell,
Panting for glory as he fell;
Or here a saint expired.
Enough that ali around is fair,
Composed with Nature's finest care,
And in her fondest love —
Peace to embosom and content —
To overawe the turbulent,
The selfish to reprove.

jo

3c

Yea ! even the Stranger from afar,
Reclining on this moss-grown bar,
Unknowing, and unknown,
The infection of the ground partakes,
Longing for bis Beloved — who makes
Ali happiness ber own.
Then why should conscious Spirits fear
The mystic stirrings that are here,
The ancient faith disclaim ?
The local Genius ne'er befriends
40
Desires whose course in folly ends,
Whose just reward is shame.
Smile if thou wilt, but not in scorn,
If some, by ceaseíess pains outworn,
Here crave an easier lot;
If some have thirsted to renew
A broken vow, or bind a true,
With firmer, holier knot.
And not in vain, when thoughts are cast
Upon the irrevocable past,
50
Some Penitent sincere
May for a worthier future sigh,
While trickles from bis downcast eye
No imavailing tear.
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The Woridling, pining to be freed
From turmoil, who would turn or speed
The curreut of his fate,
Might stop before this favoured scene,
At Nature's call, nor blush to lean
üpon the Wishing-gate.
6o

Alas ! for him who gave the word;
Could he no sympathy afford,
Derived from earth or heaven.
To hearts so oft by hope betrayed;
Their very wishes wanted aid
Which here was freely given ?
3c
Where, for the love-lom maiden's wound,
The Sage, who feels how blind, how weak
Will now so readily be found
Is man, though loth such help to seek,
A balm of expectation ?
Yet, passing, here might pause.
Anxious for far-off children, where
And thirst for insight to allay
Shall mothers breathe a like sweet air
Misgiving, while the crimson day
Of home-felt consolation ?
In quietness withdraws;
And
not imfelt will prove the loss
Or when the church-olock's knell pro'Mid trivial care and petty cross
found
And each day's shallow grief;
To Time's first step across the bound
Though the most easily beguiled
40
Of midnight makes reply;
Time pressing on with starry crest,
70 Were oft among the first that smiled
At their own fond belief.
To filial sleep upon the breast
Of dread eternity.
If still the reckless change we mourn,
A reconoiling thought may turn
To harm that might lurk here,
THE WISHING-GATE
Ere judgment prompted from within
DESTROYED
Fit aims, with courage to begin,
And strength to persevere.
1828. 1842
"T 18 gone — with old belief and dream
Not Fortune's slave is Man: our state
That romid it clung, and tempting soheme
Enjoins, while firm resolves await
50
Released from fear and doubt;
On wishes just and wise.
And the bright laudsoape too must lie,
That strenuous action follow both.
By this blank wall, from every eye,
And life be one perpetuai growth
Kelentlessly shut out.
Of heaven-ward enterprise.
So taught, so trained, we boldly face
Bear witness ye who seldom passed
Ali accidents of time and place;
That opening — but a look ye cast
Whatever props may fail,
Upon the lake below,
What spirit-stirring power it gained
10 Trust in that sovereign law ean spread
New glory o'er the mountain's head,
From faith whieh here was entertained,
Fresh beauty through the vale.
60
Though reason might say no.
truth informing mind and heart,
Blest is that grouud, where, o'er the That
The simplest cottager may part,
springs
Ungrieved, with charm and spell;
Of history, Glory claps her wings,
And yet, lost Wishing-gate, to thee
Fame sheds the exulting tear;
The voiee of grateful memory
Yet earth is wide, and many a nook
Shall bid a kind farewell!
Unheard of is, like this, a book
For modest meanings dear.
A JEWISH FAMILY
It was in sooth a happy thought
IN
A
SMALL
VALLEY OPPOSITE ST. GOAR,
That grafted, on so fair a spot,
20
UrON THE RHINE
So confldent a token
Of coming good; — the eharm is fled,
1828. 1835
Indulgent centuries spun a thread,
Coleridge, my daughter, and I, in 1828, passed
Which one harsh day has broken.
a fortnight upon the banks of the Rhine, prin-

THE GLEANER
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cipally under the hospitable roof of Mr. Aders Refined, as with intent to show
of Gotesburg, but two days of the time we
The holiness within;
spent at St. Goar in rambles among the neigh- The grace of parting Infancy
bonring valleys. It was at St. Goar that I aaw
By blushes yet untamed;
30
the Jewish family here desoribed. Though Age faithful to the mother's knee,
exceedingly poor, and in rags, they were not
Nor of her arms asbamed.
les3 beautiful than I have endeavoured to make
them appear. We had taken a little dinner Two lovely Sisters, still and sweet
with us in a basket, and invited them to parAs flowers, stand side by side;
take of it, which the mother refused to do,
both for herself and children, saying it was Their soul-subduing looks might cheat
The Christian of his pride:
with them a fast-day; adding dif&dently, that
whether such observanees were right or wrong, Such beauty hath the Eternal poured
she felt it her duty to keep them strictly.
Upon them not forlorn,
The Jews, who are numeroiis on this part of Though of a lineage once abhorred,
the Rhine, greatly surpass the Qerman peasNor yet redeemed from scorn.
40
antry in the beauty of their features and in
the intelligence of their countenances. But Mysterious safeguard, that, in spite
the lower classes of the German peasantry
Of poverty and wrong,
have, here at least, the air of people grievously
opprest. Nursing mothers, at the age of seven Doth here preserve a living light,
From Hebrew fountains sprung;
or eight and twenty, often look haggard and
far more deeayed and withered than women That gives this ragged group to cast
Around the deli a gleam
of Cumberland and Westmoreland twice their
age. This comes from being underfed and Of Palestina, of glory past,
overworked in their vineyards in a hot and
And proud Jerusalem!
glaring sun.
Genius of Raphael! if thy wings
THE GLEANER
Might bear thee to this glen,
With faithful memory left of things
SUGGESTED BY A PICTURE
To pencil dear and pen,
1828. 1829
Thou would'st forego the neighbouring
Rhine,
This
poem
was
first printed in the Annual
And ali his majesty —
ealled the Keepsake. The painter's name I am
A studious forehead to incline
not sure of, but I think it was Holmes.
0'er this poor family.
That happy gleam of vernal eyes,
Those locks from summer's golden skies,
The Mother — her thou must have seen,
That o'er thy brow are shed;
In spirit, ere she came
lo
That cheek — a kindling of the morn,
To dwell these rifted rooks between,
That lip — a rose-bud from the thorn,
Or found on earth a name;
I saw; and Fancy sped
An image, too, of that sweet Boy,
To scenes Arcadian, whispering, through
Thy inapirations give —
sof t, air,
Of playfulness, and love, and joy,
Of bliss that grows without a care,
Predestined here to live.
And happiness that never flies —
(How can it where love never dies ?)
10
Downcast, or shooting glanoes far,
Whispering of promise, where no blight
How beautiful his eyes,
Can reach the innocent delight;
That blend the nature of the star
With that of summer skies !
20 Where pity, to the mind conveyed
In pleasure, is the darkest shade
I speak as if of sense beguiled;
That Time, unwrinkled grandsire, flings
Uncounted months are gone,
From his smoothly gliding wings.
Yet am I with the Jewish Child,
What mortal form, what eaxthly face
That exquisite Saint John.
Inspired the pencil, lines to trace.
And mingle colours, that should breed
I see the dark-brown eurls, the brow,
Such rapture, nor want power to feed; 20
The smooth transparent skin,
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ON THE POWER OF SOUND

For had thy charge been idle flowers,
Fair Damsel! o'er my captive mind,
To truth and sober reason blind,
*Mid that soft air, those long-lost bowers,
The sweet illusion might have hung, for
hours.
Thanks to this tell-tale sheaf of corn,
That touchingly bespeaks thee born
Life's daily tasks with them to share
Who, whether from their lowly bed
They rise, or rest the weary head,
30
Ponder the blessing they entreat
From Heaven, and feel what they repeat,
While they give utteranee to the prayer
That asks for daily bread.
ON THE POWER OF SOUND
1828. 1835
Written at Kydal Mount. I have often
regretted that my tour in Irelaud, chiefly
performed in the short days of October in a
Carriage-and-four (I was •with Mr. Marshall),
supplied my memory with so few images that
were new, and with so little motive to write.
The lines however in this poem, " Thou too
be heard, lone eagle ! " were suggested near
the Gianfs Causeway, or rather at the promontory of Fairhead, where a pair of eagles
wheeled above our heads and darted oíf as if to
hide themselyes in a blaze of sky made by the
setting sun.
ARGUMENT
The Ear addressed, as occupied by a spiritual
functionary, in communion with sounds, individual, or combined in stndied harmony —
Sources and efEects of those sounds (to the
dose of 6th Stanza) — The power of music,
whence prooeeding, exeraplified in the idiot —
Origin of music, aud its eífect in early ages —
How produced (to the middle of lOth Stanza)
— The mind recalled to sounds aoting oasually
and severally — Wish uttered (llth Stanza)
that these could be united into a scheme or
system for moral interests and intellectual
contemplation — (Stanza 12th) The Pythagorean theory of numbers and music, with
their supposed power over the motions of the
universe — Imaginations consonant with such a
theory — Wish expressed (in 1 Ith Stanza) realised, in some degree, by the representation of ali
sounds under the form of thanksgiving to the
Creator — (Last Stanza) The destruction of
earth and the planetary system —The survival
of audible harmony, and its support in the
Divina Nature, as revealed in Holy Writ.

I
Thy functions are ethereal,
As if within thee dwelt a glancing mind,
Organ of vision ! And a Spirit aerial
Informs the cell of Hearing, dark and blind;
Intricate labyrinth, more dread for thought
To enter than oraoular cave;
Striot passage, through which sighs are
brought,
And whispers for the heart, their slave;
And shrieks, that revel in abuse
Of shivering flesh; and warbled air,
10
Whose piercing sweetness can unloose
The chains of frenzy, or entice a smile
Into the ambush of despair;
Hosannag, pealing down the long-drawn
aisle,
And requiems answered by the pulse that
beats
Devoutly, in life's last retreats!
II
The headlong streams and fomitains
Serve Thee, invisible Spirit, with untired
powers;
Cheering the wakeful tent on Syrian mountains,
They lull perehanee ten thousand thousand
flowers.
20
That roar, the prowling lion's Here I am,
How fearful to the desert wide !
That bleat, how tender ! of the dam
Calling a straggler to her side.
Shout, cuckoo ! — let the vernal soul
Go with thee to the frozen zone;
Toll from thy loftiest pereh, lone bell-bird,
toll!
At the still hour to Mercy dear,
Mercy from her twilight throne
Listening to nun's faint throb of holy fear,
To sailor's prayer breathed from a darkening sea,
31
Or widow's cottage-lullaby.
III
Ye Voices, and ye Shadows
And Images of voice — to hound and horn
From roelcy steep and roek-bestudded meadows
Flmig baek, and, in the sky's blue caves,
reborn —
On with your pastime ! till the church-towei
bells
A greeting give of measured glee;
And milder eehoes from their cells

ON THE POWER OF SOUND
Repeat the bridal symphony.
40
Then, or far earlier, let us rove
Where mists are breaking up or gone,
And from aloft look down iuto a cove
Besprinkled with a careless quire,
Happy milk-maids, one by oue
Scattering a ditty eaoh to her desire,
A liquid concert matchless by nice Art,
A stream as if from one full heart.
IV
Blest be the song that briglitens
The blind man's gloora, exalts the veteran's
mirth;
50
Unscorned the peasanfs whistling breath,
that lightens
His duteous toil of furrowing the green
earth.
For the tired slave, Song lifts the languid
oar,
And bids it aptly fali, with chime
That beautifies the fairest shore,
And mitigates the harshest clime.
Yon pilgrims see — in lagging file
They move; but soon the appointed way
A chorai Ave Marie shall beguile,
And to their hope the distant shrine
60
Glisten with a livelier ray:
Nor friendless he, the prisoner of the
mine,
Who from the weU-spring of his own clear
breast
Can draw, and sing his griefs to rest.
V
When civio renovation
Dawns on a kingdom, and for needful haste
Best eloquence avails not, Inspiration
Mounts with a time, that traveis like a
blast
Piping through cave and battlemented
tower;
Then starts the sluggard, pleased to meet
That voice of Freedom, in its power
71
Of promises, shrill, wild, and sweet!
Who, from a martial pageant, spreads
Incitements of a battle-day,
Thrilling the unweaponed crowd with
plumeless heads ?—
Even She whose Lydian airs inspire
Peaceful striving, gentle play
Of timid hope and innocent desire
Shot from the dancing Graces, as they
move,
Fanned by the plausive wings of Love. 80
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VI
How oft along thy mazes,
Regent of sound, have dangerous Passions"
trod!
O Thou, through whom the temple rings
with praises.
And blackening clouds in thunder speak of
God,
Betray not by the cozenage of sense
Thy votaries, wooingly resigned
To a voluptuous influence
That taints the pnrer, better, mind;
But lead siek Fancy to a harp
That hath in noble tasks been tried;
90
And, if the virtuous feel a pang too sharp,
Soothe it into patience, — stay
The uplifted arm of Suicide;
And let some mood of thine in flrm array
Knit every thought the impending issue
needs,
Ere martyr bums, or patriot bleeds I
VII
As Consoience, to the centre
Of being, smites with irresistible pain
So shall a solemn cadence, if it enter
The mouldy vaults of the dull idiofs brain,
Transmute him to a wretch from quiet
hurled —
loi
Qonvulsed as by a jarring din;
And then aghast, as at the world
Of reason partially let in
By concords winding with a sway
Terrible for sense and soul!
Or, awed he weeps, struggling to qnell
dismay.
Point not these mysteries to an Art
Lodged above the starry pole;
Pure modulations flowing from the heart
Of divine Love, where Wisdom, Beauty,
Truth
III
With Order dwell, in endless youth?
VIII
Oblivion may not cover
Ali treasures hoarded by the miser, Time,
Orphean Insight! trnth's undaunted lover.
To the first leagues of tutored passion climb,
When Music deigned within this grosser
sphere
Her subtle essence to enfold,
And voice and shell drew forth a tear
Softer than Nature's self could mould. 120
Yet strenuous was the infant Age:
Art, daring because souls could feel.
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Stirred nowhere but an m-gent equipage
Of rapt imagination sped her march
Through the realms of woe and weal:
Hell to the lyre bowed low ; the upper
arch
Kejoiced that clamorous spell and magic
verse
Her wan disasters could disperse.
IX
The Gift to king Amphion
That walled a city with its melody
130
Was for belief no dream: — thy skill,
Arion!
Could humanise the creatures of the sea,
Where men were monsters. A last grace
he craves,
Leave for one chant;— the dulcet sound
Steals from the deck o'er willing waves,
And listening dolphins gather round.
Self-cast, as with a desperate course,
'Mid that strange audience, he bestrides
A proud One docile as a managed horse;
And singing, while the accordant hand 140
Sweeps his harp, the Master rides;
So shall he touch at length a friendly
strand,
And he, with his preserver, shine starbright
In memory, through sUent night.
X
The pipe of Pan, to shepherds
Couehed in the shadow of Msenalian pines,
Was passing sweet; the eyeballs of the
leopards,
That in high triumph drew the Lord of
vines,
How did they sparkle to the cymbal's
clang!
WhUe Fauns and Satyrs beat the ground 150
In cadence, — and Silenus swang
This way and that, with wild-flowers
crowned.
To life, to life give back thine ear:
Ye who are longing to be rid
Of fable, though to truth subservient, hear
The little sprinkling of cold earth that
fell
Echoed from the coffin-lid;
The conviefs summons in the steeple's
knell;
"The vain distress-gun," from a leeward
shore,
Repeated — heard, and heard no more ! 160

XI
For terror, joy, or pity,
Vast is the compass and the swell of notes;
From the babe's first cry to voice of regai
city,
Rolling a solemn sea-like bass, that floats
Far as the woodlands — with the trill to
blend
Of that shy songstress, whose love-tale
Might tempt an angel to descend,
While hovering o'er the moonlight vale.
Ye wandering Utterances, has earth no
scheme,
No scale of moral music — to unite
170
Powers that survive but in the faintest
dream
Of memory ? — O that ye might stoop to
bear
Chains, siieh precious chains of sight
As laboured minstrelsies through ages
wear !
O for a balance fit the truth to tell
Of the ünsubstantial, pondered well!
XII
By one pervading spirit
Of tones and numbers ali things are controlled.
As sages taught, where faith was found to
merit
Initiation in that mystery old.
180
The heavens, whose aspect makes our minds
as still
As they themselves appear to be,
Iimumerable voices fill
With everlasting harmony;
The towering headlands, crowned with mist,
Their feet among the billows, know
That Ocean is a mighty harmonist;
Thy pinions, universal Air,
Ever waving to and fro,
Are delegates of harmony, and bear
190
Strains that support the Seasons in their
round;
Stern Winter loves a dirge-like sound.
XIII
Break forth into thanksgiving,
Ye banded Instruments of wind and chords
Unite, to magnify the Ever-living,
Your inarticulate notes with the voice of
words !
Nor hushed be service from the lowlng
mead,
Nor mute the forest hum of noon;

GOLD AND SILVER FISHES IN A VASE
Thou too be heard, lone eagle ! freed
From snowy peak and cloud, attune
200
Thy hungry barkings to tlie hymu
Of joy, that from her utmost walls
The six-days' Work, by flaming Seraphim
Transmits to Heaven ! As Deep to Deep
Shouting through one valley calls,
Ali worlds, ali natures, mood and measure
keep
For praise and ceaseless gratulation, poured
Into the ear of God, their Lord !
XIV
A Voice to Light gave Being;
To Time, and Man, his earth-born chronicler;
210
A Voice shall flnisli doubt and dim foreseeing.
And sweep away life's visionary stir;
The trimipet (we, intoxicate with pride,
Arm at its blast for deadly wars)
To archangelie lips applied,
The grave shall open, quench the stars.
O Silence ! are Man's noisy years
No more than moments of thy life ?
Is Harmony, blest queen of smiles and
tears,
With her sraooth tones and discords just, 220
Tempered into rapturous strife,
Thy destined bond-slave ? No ! though
earth be dust
And vanish, though the heavens dissolve,
her stay
Is in the WoRD, that shall not pass away.
INCIDENT AT BRUGÈS
1828. 1835
This occurred at Brugès in 1828. Mr. Coleridge, my Daughter, and I made a tour together
in Flanders, upon the Rhine, and returned by
Holland. Dora and I, while taking a walk
along a retired part of the town, heard the
voice as here described, and were afterwards
informed it was a Convent in which were many
Englisli. We were both mnchtouched, I might
say affeoted, and Dora moved as appears in
the verses.
In Brugès town is many a street
Whence bnsy life hath fled;
Where, withont hnrry, noiseless feet
The grass-grown pavement tread.
There heard we, halting in the shade
Flung from a Convent-tower,
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A harp that tnneful prelude made
To a voice of thrilling power.
The measure, simple trutli to tell,
Was flt for some gay throng;
m
Though from the same grim turret fell
The shadow and the song.
When silent were both voice and chords,
The strain seemed doubly dear,
Yet sad as sweet, — for English words
Had fallen upon the ear.
It was a breezy hour of eve;
And pinnacle and spire
Quivered and seemed almost to heave,
Clothed with innocuous flre;
But, where we stood, the setting sun
Showed little of his state;
And, if the glory reached the Nun,
'T was through au iron grate.
Not always is the heart unwise,
Nor pity idly bom,
If even a passing Stranger sighs
For them who do not mourn.
Sad is thy doom, self-solaced dove,
Captive, whoe'er thou be !
Oh ! what is beauty, what is love,
And opening life to thee ?
Such feeling pressed upon my soul,
A feeling sanetifled
By one soft trickling tear that stole
From the Maiden at my siJe;
Less tribute could she pay than this,
Borne gaily o'er the sea,
Fresh from the beauty and the bliss
Of English liberty ?

20

30

40

GOLD AND SILVER FISHES IN
A VASE
1829. 1835
They were a present from Miss Jewsbury, of
whom mention is made in the note at the end
of the next poem. The fish were healthy to
ali appearance in their confinement for a long
time, but at last, for some cause we could not
make ont, they langnished, and, one of them
being ali but dead, they were taken to the pool
under the old Pollard oak. The apparently
dying one lay on its side nnable to move. I
used to watch it, and about the tenth day it began to right itself, and in a few days more was
able to swim about with its companions. Foi
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many months they continued to prosper in their
new place of abode; but one ni^ht by an unusually great flood they were swept out of the
pool, and perished to onr great regret.
The soaring lark is blest as proud
When at heaven's gate she sings;
The roving bee proclaims aloud
Her flight by vocal wings;
While Ye. iu lasting durance pent,
- Your silent lives employ
For something more than dull content,
Though haply less than joy.

When, like essential Forms of light,
Ye mingle, or divide.
For day-dreams soft as e'er beguiled
Day-thoughts while limbs repose;
50
For moonlight fascinations mild,
Your gift, ere shutters close —
Accept, mute Captives ! thanks and praise;
And may this tribute prove
That gentle admirations raise
Delight resembling love.

LIBERTY
(SEQUEL TO THE ABOVE)
ADDRESSED TO A FRIEND ; THE GOLD AND SILVER
FISHES HAVING BEEN REMOVED TO A POOL IN
THE PLEASURE-GROUND OF RYDAL MOUNT
1829. 1835
" The liberty of a people consista in being
governed by laws which they have made for
Type of a sunny human breast
themselves, under -whatever form it be of govIs your transparent cell;
ernment. The liberty of a private man, in
Where Fear is but a transient guest,
master of his own time and actions, as
No sullen Humours dwell;
20 being
far as may consist with the laws of God and of
Where, sensitive of every ray
his country. Of this latter we are here to disThat smites this tiny sea,
course." — Cowlet,
Your scaly panoplies repay
Those breathing Tokens of your kind reThe loan with usury.
gard,
(Suspect not, Arnia, that their fate is hard;
How beautiful ! — Yet none knows why
Not soon does aught to which mild fancies
This ever-graceful change,
cling
Renewed — renewed incessantly —
In lonely spots, become a slighted thing;)
Within your quiet range.
Those silent Inmates now no longer share,
Is it that ye with eonscious skill
For mutual pleasure glide;
30 Nor do they need, our hospitable care,
Removed in kindness from their glassy Cell
And sometimes, not without your will,
To the fresh waters of a living Well —
Are dwarfed, or magnified ?
An elfin pool so sheltered that its rest
No winds disturb; the mirror of whose
Fays, Genii of gigantic size !
breast
10
And now, in twilight dim,
Is smooth as clear, save where with dimClustering like constellated eyes,
ples small
In wings of Cherubim,
A fly may settle, or a blossom fali.
When the flerce orbs abate their glare; —
— There swims, of blazing sun and beating
Whate'er your forms express,
shower
Whate'er ye seem, whate'er ye are —
Ali leads to gentleness.
40 Fearless (but how obscured !) the golden
Power,
That from his bauble prison used to cast
Cold though your natnre be, 't is pure;
Gleams by the richest jewel unsurpast;
Your birthright is a fence
And near him, darkling like a sullen
From ali that haughtier kinds endure
Gnome,
Through tyranny of sense.
The silver Tenant of the crystal dome;
Ah ! not alone by colours bright
Dissevered both from ali the mysteries
Are ye to heaven allied,

Yet might your glassy prison saem
A place where joy is known,
Where golden flash and silver gleam
Have meanings of their own;
While, high and low, and ali about,
Your motions, glittering Eives !
Ye weave — no danger from without,
And peace among yoursclves.

10
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Of hue and altering shape that charméd ali
eyes.
20
Alas ! they pined, they languished while
they shone;
And, if not so, what matters beauty gone
And admiration lost, by ehange of place
That brings to the inward creature no disgrace ?
But if the change restore his birthright,
then,
Whate'er the difterence, boundless is the
gain.
Who can divine what impulses from God
Reach the caged lark, within a town-abode,
From his poor inch or two of daisied sod ?
0 yield him baok his privilege ! — No sea
Swells like the bosom of a man set free; 31
A wilderness is rich with liberty.
RolI on, ye spouting whales, who die or keep
Your independenee in the fathomless Deep !
Spread, tiny nautilus, the living sail;
Dive, at thy choice, or brave the freshening
gale !
If nnreproved the ambitious eagle mount
Sunward to seek the daylight in its fount,
Bays, gnlfs, and ocean's Indian width, shall
be,
Till the world perishes, a fíeld for thee ! 40
While musing here I sit in shadow cool,
And watch these mute Companions, in the
pool,
(Among reflected boughs of leafy trees)
By glimpses caught — disporting at their
ease,
Enlivened, braced, by hardy luxuries,
1 ask what warrant fixed them (like a spell
Of witcheraft flxed them) in the erystal
cell;
To wheel with languid motion round and
round,
Beautiful, yet in mournful durance bonnd.
Their peace, perhaps, our lightest footfall
marred;
50
On their quick sense our sweetest music
jarred;
And whither could they dart, if seized with
fear?
No sheltering stone, no tangled root was
near.
When flre or taper ceased to cheer the
room,
They wore away the night in starless
gloom;
And, when the sun first dawned upon the
streams.
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How faint their portion of his vital beams !
Thus, and unable to complain, they fared,
While not one joy of ours by them was
shared.
Is there a cherished bird (I venture now
To snatch a sprig from Chaueer's reverend
brow) —
61
Is there a brilliant fondling of the cage,
Though sure of plaudits on his costly stage,
Though fed with dainties from the snowwhite hand
Of a kind mistress, fairest of the land,
But gladly would escape; and, if need were,
Scatter the colours from the plumes that
bear
The emancipated captive through blithe air
Into strange woods, where he at large may
live
On best or worst which they and Nature
give ?
70
The beetle loves his unpretending track,
The snail the house he carries on his back;
The far-fetched worm with pleasure would
disown
The bed we give him, though of softest
down;
A noble instinct; in ali kinds the same,
Ali ranks ! What Sovereign, worthy of
the name,
If doomed to breathe against his lawful wUl
An element that flatters liim — to kill,
But would rejoice to barter outward show
For the least boon that freedom can bestow ?
80
But "most the Bard is true to inborn
right,
Lark of the dawn, and Philomel of night,
Exults in freedom, can with rapture vouch
For the dear blessings of a lowly eouoh,
A natural meai — days, months, from Nature's hand;
Time, place, and business, ali at his command ! —
Who bends to happier duties, who more wise
Than the industrious Poet, taught to prize,
Above ali grandeur, a pure life uncrossed
By cares in which simplicity is lost ?
90
That life — the flowery path that winds by
stealth —
Which Horace needed for his spirifs health",
Sighed for, in heart and genius, overcome
By noise and strife, and questions wearisome.
And the vain splendours of Imperial
Home ? —
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Let easy mirth his social hours inspire
And fiction animate his sportive lyre,
Attuned to verse that, orowning light Distress
With garlands, cheats her into happiness;
Give me the hmnblest note of those sad
strains
loo
Drawn forth by pressure of his gUded
chains,
As a chanoe-sunbeam from his memory
fell
Upon the Sabine farm he loved so well;
Or when the prattle of Blandusia's spring
Haunted his ear — he only listening —
He, proud to please, above ali rivais, fit
To win the palm of gaiety and wit;
He, doubt not, with involimtary dread,
Shrinking from each new favour to be
shed,
By the world's Kuler, on his honoured
head!
no
In a deep vision's intellectual scene,
Such earnest longings and regrets as keen
Depressed the melancholy Cowley, laid
Under a faneied yew-tree's luckless shade;
A doleful bower for penitential song,
Where Man and Musa complained of mutual wrong;
While Cain's ideal current glided by.
And antique towers nodded their foreheads
high,
Citadels dear to studious privacy.
But Fortune, who had long been used to
sport
I20
With this tried Servant of a thankless Court,
Kelenting met his wishes; and to you
The remnant of his days at least was true;
You, whom, though long deserted, he loved
best;
You, Muses, books, fields, liberty, and rest!
Far happier they who, fixing hope and
aim
On the humanities of peaceful fame.
Enter betimes with more than martial fire
The generous course, aspire, and still aspire;
Upheld by warnings heeded not too late 130
Stifle the contradictions of their fate.
And to one purpose cleave, their Being's
godlike mate !
Thus, gifted Friend, but with the placid
brow
That woman ne'er should forfeit, keep thy
vow;
With modest scorn reject whate'er would
blind

The ethereal eyesight, cramp the wingèd
mind !
Then, with a blessing granted from above
To every act, word, thought, and look of
love,
Life's book for Thee mav lie unclosed, till
age
Shall with a thankful tear bedrop its latest
page.
140
HUMANITY
1829. 1835.
These verses and those entitled " Liherty "
were coniposed as one pieee, which Mrs. Wordsworth complained of as unwieldy and ill-proportioned; and accordingly it was divided into
two on her judieious recommendation.
The Rocking-stones, allnded to in the beginning of the following verses, are supposed to
have been used, by our British ancestors, both
for judicial and religious pnrposes. Such
stones are not nncommonly found, at this day,
both in Great Britain and in Ireland.
What though the Aecused, upon his own
appeal
To righteous Gods when man has ceased to
feel,
Or at a doubting Judge's stem command,
Before the Stone of Powbr no longer
stand —
To take his sentence from the balanced
Block,
As, at his touch, it rooks, or seems to rock;
Though, in the depths of sunless groves, no
more
The Druid-priest the hallowed Oak adore;
Yet, for the Initiate, rocks and whispering
trees
Do still perform mysterious offices !
10
And functions dwell in beast and bird that
sway
The reasoning mind, or with the fancy play,
Inviting, at ali seasons, ears and eyes
To wateh for undelusive auguries: —
Not uninspired appear their simplest ways;
Their voices mount symbolical of praise —
To mix with hymns that Spirits make and
hear;
And to fallen man their innocence is dear.
Enraptured Art draws from those sacred
springs
Streams that reflect the poetry of things !
Where christian Martyrs stand in hues
portrayed,
21
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That, might a wish avail, would never fade;
Borne in their hands the lily and the palm
Shed roíuid the altar a celestial calm;
There, too, behold the lamb and guileless
dove
Prest in the tenderness of virgin love
To saintly bosoras ! — Glorious is the blending
Of right affections climbing or desoending
Along a scale of light and life, with cares
Alternate; carrying holy thoughts and
prayers
30
Up to the sovereign seat of the Most High;
Descendiiig to the worm in charity;
Like those good Angels whom a dream of
night
Gave, in the field of Luz, to Jacob's sight,
Ali, while he slept, treading the pendent
stairs
Earthward or heavenward, radiant messengers,
That, with a perfect will in one accord
Of strict obedieuce, serve the Almighty
Lord;
And with untired humility forbore
To speed their errand by the wings they
wore.
40
What a fair world were ours for verse to
paint,
If Power could live at ease with self-restraint!
Opinion bow before the naked sense
Of the great Vision, — faith in Providence;
Merciful over ali bis creatures, just
To the least partiole of sentient dust:
But, fixing by iminutable decrees,
Seedtime and harvest for bis purposes !
Then would be closed the restless oblique
eye
That looks for evil like a treacherous spy; 50
Disputes would then relax, like stormy winds
That into breezes sink; impetuous minds
By discipline endeavour to grow meek
As Truth herself, whom they prof ess to seek.
Then Genius, shunning fellowship with
Pride,
Would braid bis golden locks at Wisdom's
side;
Love ebb and flow untroubled by caprice;
And not alone harsh tyranny would cease,
But unoffending creatures find release
From qualifled oppression, whose defenoe 60
Kests on a hollow plea of recompence;
Thought-tempered wrongs, for each humane
respect
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Oft worse to bear, or deadlier in effect.
Witness those glances of indignant scorn
From some high-minded Slave, impelled to
spum
The kindness that would make him less
forlom;
Or, if the soul to bondage be subdued,
His look of pitiable gratitude !
Alas for thee, bright Galaxy of Isles,
Whose day departs in pomp, returns with
smiles —
70
To greet the flowers and fruitage of a land,
As the sun mounts, by sea-born breezes
fanned;
A land whose azure mountain-tops are seats
For Gods in cotmcil, whose green vales,
retreats
Fit for the shades of heroes, mingling there
To breathe Elysian peace in upper air.
Though cold as winter, gloomy as the
grave,
Stone-walls a prisoner make, but not a
slave.
Shall man assume a property in man ?
Lay on the moral will a withering ban ? 80
Shame that our laws at distance still protect
Enormities, which they at home reject!
" Slaves cannot breathe in England " — yet
that boast
Is but a moekery ! when from coast to coast,
Though fetlered slave be none, her floors
and soil
Groan underneath a weight of slavish toil.
For the poor Many, measured out by rules
Fetched with cupidity from heartless
schools,
That to an Idol, falsely called " the Wealth
Of Nations," sacrifice a People's health, 90
Body and mind and soul; a thirst so keen
,Is ever urging on the vast machine
Of sleepless Labour, 'mid whose dizzy
wheels
The Power least prized is that which thinks
and feels.
Then, for the pastimesof this delicate age.
And ali the heavy or light vassalage
Which for their sakes we fasten, as may
suit
Our varying moods, on human kind or
brute,
'T were well in little, as in great, to pause,
Lest Fancy trifle with eternal laws.
100
Not from his fellows only man may learn
Rights to compare and duties to discem!
Ali creatures and ali objects, in degree.
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This scarcely spoken, she again
Was seated in her gleaming shallop,
That, o'er the yet-distempered Deep,
Pursued its way with bird-like sweep,
Or like a steed, without a rein,
ürged o'er the wildemess in sportive
gallop.
120
Soon did the gentle Nina reach
That Isle without a house or haven;
Landing, she found not what she sought,
Nor saw of wreck or ruin aught
But a carved Lotus oast upon the beach
By the fierce waves, a flower in marble
graven.
Sad relique, but how fair the while !
For gently each from each retreating
With backward curve, the leaves revealed
The bosom half, and half coneealed, 130
Of a Divinity, that seemed to smile
On Nina, as she passed, with hopeful
greeting.
No quest was hers of vague desire,
Of tortured hope and purpose shaken;
Following the margin of a bay,
She spied the lonely Castaway,
Unmarred, unstripped of her attire,
But with closed eyes, — of breath and bloom
forsaken.
Then Nina, stooping down, embraced,
With tenderness and mild emotion, 140
The Damsel, in that trance embound;
And, whUe she raised her from the
ground,
And in the pearly shallop placed,
Sleep f ell upon the air, and stiUed the ocean.
The turmoil hushed, celestial springs
Of music opened, and there carne a
blending
Of fragrance, underived from earth,
With gleams that owed not to the sun
their birth,
And that soft rustling of invisible wings
Whioh Angels make, on works of love descending.
150
And Nina heard a sweeter voice
Than if the Goddess of the flower had
spoken;
" Thou hast achieved, fair Dame ! what
none

Less pure in spirit could have done;
Go, in thy enterprise rejoice !
Air, earth, sea, sky, and heaven, success
betoken."
So cheered, she left that Island bleak,
A bare rock of the Scilly cluster;
And, as they traversed the smooth brine,
The self-illumined Brigantine
160
Shed, on the Slumberer's cold wan cheek
And pallid brow, a melancholy lustre.
Fleet was their course, and when they
came
To the dim cavem, whence the river
Issued into the salt-sea flood,
Merlin, as fixed in thought he stood,
Was thxis accosted by the Dame;
" Behold to thee my Charge I now deliver !
But where attends thy chariot —
where ? " —
Quoth Merlin, " Even as I was bidden, 170
So have I done; as trusty as thy barge
My vehicle shall prove — O precious
Charge !
If this be sleep, how soft ! if death, how
fair!
Much have my books disclosed, but the end
is hidden."
He spake; and gliding into view
Forth from the grotto's dimmest chamber
Came two mute Swans, whose plumes of
dusky white
Changed, as the pair approached the
light,
Drawing an ebou car, their hue
(Like clouds of sunset) into lucid amber.
Once more did gentle Nina lift
181
The Princess, passive to ali changes:
The car received her: — then up-went
Into the ethereal element
The Birds with progress smooth and swift
As thought, when through bright regions
memory ranges.
Sage Merlin, at the Slumberer's side,
Instructs the Swans their way to measure;
And soon Caerleon's towers appeared.
And notes of minstrelsy were heard 190
From rich pavilions spreading wide.
For some high day of long-expected pleasure.
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Awe-stricken stood both Knights and
Dames
Ere on flrm ground the car alighted;
Eftsoons astonishment was past,
For in that face they saw the last,
Last lingering look of clay, that tames
Ali pride; by whioh ali happiness is blighted.
Said Merlin, " Mighty King, fair Lords,
Away with feast and tilt and tourney ! 200
Ye saw, throughout this royal House,
Ye heard, a rocking marvellous
Of turrets, and a elash of swords
Self-shaken, as I closed my airy journey.
Lo ! by a destiny well known
To mortais, joy is turned to sorrow;
This is the wished-for Bride, the Maid
Of Egypt, from a rock conveyed
Where she by shipwreck had been thrown,
111 sight! but grief may vanish ere the
morrow."
210
" Though vast thy power, thy words are
■weak,"
Exclaimed the King," a mockery hateful;
Dutiful Child, her lot how hard !
Is this her piety's reward ?
Those watery locks, that bloodless eheek!
O winds without remorse! O shore ungrateful!
Rich robes are fretted by the moth;
Towers, temples, fali by stroke of thunder;
Will that, or deeper thoughts, abate
A Father's sorrow for her fate ?
220
He will repent him of his troth;
His brain will bum, his stout heart split
asunder.
Alas ! and I have eaused this woe;
For, when my prowess from invading
Neighbours
'
Had freed his Realm, he plighted word
That he would turn to Christ our Lord,
And his dear Daughter on a Knight bestow
Whom I should choose for love and matchless labours.
Her birth was heathen; but a fenee
Of holy Angels round her hovered:
A Lady added to my court
Sc fair, of such divine report

230
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And worship, seemed a recompenoe
For iifty kingdoms by my sword reeoYered
Ask not for whom, O Champions true !
She was reserved by me her life's betrayer;
She who was meant to be a bride
Is now a corse: then put aside
Vain thoughts, and speed ye, with observance due
Of Christian rites, in Christian groimd to
lay her."
240
" The tomb," said Merlin, " may not close
Upon her yet, earth hide her beauty;
Not froward to thy sovereign will
Esteem me, Liege ! if I, whose skill
Wafted her hither, interpose
To check this pious haste of erring duty.
My books command me to lay bare
The secret thou art bent on keeping:
Here must a high attest be given,
WTiat Bridegroom was for her ordained
by Heaven.
250
And in my glass signiflcants there are
Of things that may to gladuess turn this
weeping.
For this, approaehing, One by One,
Thy Knights must touch the cold hand
of the Virgin;
So, for the favoured One, the Flower
may bloom
Onee more; but, if unchangeable her
doom,
If life departed be for ever gone.
Some blest assurance, from this cloud
emerging,
May teach him to bewaU his loss;
Not with a grief that, like a vapour, rises
And melts; but grief devout that shall
endure,
261
And a perpetuai growth secure
Of purposes which no false thought shall
cross,
A harvest of high hopes and noble enterprises."
" So be it," said the King; — " anon,
Here, where the Prinoess lies, begin the
trial;
Knights each in order as ye stand
Step forth." — To touch the pallid hand
I
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Sir Agravaine advaneed; no sign he woii
From Heaven or earth; — Sir Kaye had like
denial.
270
Abashed, Sir Dinas turned away;
Even for Sir Percival was no diselosure;
Though he, devoutest of ali Champions,
ere
He reached that ebon car, the bier
Whereon diffused like snow the Damsel
lay,
Full thrice had crossed himself in meek
composure.
Imagine (but ye Saints ! who can ?)
How in stUl air the balance trembled —
The wishes, peradventure the despites
That overcame some not ungenerous
Knights;
280
And ali the thoughts that lengthened out
a span
Of time to Lords and Ladies thus assembled.
What patient coníidence was here !
And there how many bosoms panted !
While drawing toward the car Sir Gawaine, mailed
For tonrnament, his beaver vailed,
And softly touched; but, to his princely
cheer
And high expectancy, no sign was granted.
Next, disencumbered of his harp,
Sir Tristram, dear to thousands as a
brother,
290
Came to the proof, nor grieved that there
ensued
No change; — the fair Izonda he had
wooed
With love too true, a love with pangs too
sharp,
From hope too distant, not to dread another.
Not so Sir Launcelot; — from Heaven's
grace
A sign he craved, tired slave of vain contrition;
The royal Guinever looked passing glad
When his touch faUed. — Next came Sir
Galahad;
He paused, and stood entranced by that
still face
Whose features he had seen in noontide
vision.
300

For late, as near a murmnring stream
He rested 'mid an arbour green and shady.
Nina, the good Enchantress, shed
A light around his mossy bed;
And, at her call, a waking dream
Prefigured to his sense the Egyptian Lady.
Now, while his bright-haired front he
bowed.
And stood, far-kenned by mantle furred
with ermine.
As o'er the insensate Body hung
The enrapt, the beautiful, the young, 310
Belief sank deep into the crowd
That he the solemn issue would determine.
Nor deem it strange; the Youth had worn
That very mantle on a day of glory,
The day when he achieved that matchless
feat,
The marvel of the Periloüs Seat,
Which whosoe'er approaohed of strength
was shom,
Though King or Knight the most renowned
in story.
He touched with hesitating hand —
And Io ! those Birds, far-famed through
Love's dominions,
320
The Swans, in triumph clap their wings;
And their necks play, involved in rings,
Like sinless snakes in Eden's happy
land;—
"Mine is she," cried the Knight; — again
they clapped their pinions.
"Mine was she — mine she is, though
dead,
And to her name my soul shall cleave in
sorrow;"
Whereat, a tender twilight streak
Of colour dawned upon the DamsePs
cheek;
And her lips, quickening with uncertain
red,
Seemed from each other a faint warmth to
borrow.
330
Deep was the awe, the rapture high,
Of love emboldened, hope with dread
entwining,
When, to the mouth, relenting Death
Allowed a soft and flower-like breath,
Precursor to a timid sigh.
To lifted eyelids, and a doubtful shining.
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In silence did King Arthur gaze
üpon the signs that pass away or tarry;
In silence watched the gentle strife
Of Nature leading back to life;
340
Then eased his soul at length by praise
Of God, and Heaven's pure Queen — the
blissful Mary.
Then said he, " Take her to thy heart,
Sir Galahad ! a treasure, that God giveth,
Bound by indissoluble ties to thee
Through mortal change and immortality;
Be happy and unenvied, thou who art
'A. goodly Knight that hath no peer that liveth ! "
Not long the Nuptials were delayed;
And sage tradition still rehearses
350
The pomp, the glory of that hour
When toward the altar from her bower
King Arthur led the Egyptian Maid,
And Angels earolled these far-echoed
verses; —
Who shrinks not from alliance
Of evil with good Powers,
To God proclaims defiance,
And mocks whom he adores.
A Ship to Christ devoted
From the Land of Nile did go;
Alas ! the bright Ship floated,
An Idol at her prow.
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By magic domination,
The Heaven-permitted vent
Of purblind mortal passion,
Was wrought her punishment.
The Flower the Form within it,
What served they in her need ?
Her port she could not win it,
Nor from mishap be freed.
The tempest overcame her,
And she was seen no more;
But gently, gently blame her —
She cast a Pearl ashore.
The Maid to Jesu hearkened,
And kept to him her faith,
Till sense in death was darkened,
Or sleep akin to death.
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But Angels round her pillow
Kept watch, a viewless band;
And, billow favouring billow,
She reached the destined strand.
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Blest Pair ! whate'er befall you,
Your faith in Him approve
Who from frail earth can call you
To bowers of endless love !
THE POET AND THE CAGED
TURTLEDOVE
1830. 1835
Written at Rydal Mouut. This dove was
one of a pair that had been given to my
daughter by our excellent friend, Miss Jewsbury, who went to índia with her husband, Mr.
Fletcher, where she died of cholera, The dove
survived ita mate many years, and was killed,
to our fjreat sorrow, by a neighbour's cat that
got in at the window and dragged it partly out
of the cage. These verses were composed extempore, to the letter, in the Terrace Sunamerhouse before spoken of. It was the habit of
the bird to begin cooing and murmuring whenever it heard me making my verses.
As often as I murmur here
My half-formed melodies,
Straight from her osier mansion near,
The Turtledove replies:
Though silent as a leaf before,
The captive promptly coos;
Is it to teaeh her own soft lore,
Or second my weak Muse ?
I rather think, the gentle Dove
Is murmuring a reproof,
Displeased that I from lays of love
Have dared to keep aloof;
That I, a Bard of hill and dale,
Have earolled, fancy free.
As if nor dove nor nightingale,
Had heart or voice for me.
If such thy meaning, O forbear,
Sweet Bird ! to do me wrong;
Love, blessèd Love, is everywhere
The spirit of my song:
'Mid grove, and by the calm fireside,
Love animates my lyre —
That coo again ! — 't is not to chide.
I feel, but to inspire.
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PRESENTIMENTS
1830. 1835
Written at Rydal Monnt.
PRESENTIMENTS ! they judge not right
Who deem that ye from open light
Retire in fear of shame;
Ali heaven-born Instincts shim the touch
Of vulgar sense, — and, being such,
Sueh privilege ye claim.

And daily, in the conseious breast,
Your visitations are a test
And exercise of love.
When some great change gives boundless
scope
To an exulting Nation's hope,
50
Oft, startled and made wise
By your low-breathed interpretings,
The simply-meek foretaste the springs
Of bitter contraries.

The tear whose source I could not guess,
The deep sigh that seemed fatherless,
Were mine in early days;
And now, nnforced by time to part
10
With fanoy, I obey my heart.
And venture on your praise.
What thongh some busy foes to good,
Too potent over nerve and blood,
Lnrk near you — and combine
To taint the health which ye infnse;
This hides not from the moral Muse
Your origin divine.
How oft from you, derided Powers !
Comes Faith that in auspicious hours
20
Builds castles, not of air:
Bodings unsanetioned by the will
Flow from your visionary skill,
And teach us to beware.

Ye daunt the proud array of war,
Pervade the lonely ocean far
As sail hath been mifurled;
For dancers in the festive hall
What ghastly partners hath your call
Fetched from the shadowy world.

The bosom-weight, your stubborn gift,
That no philosophy can lift,
Shall vanish, if ye please,
Like morning mist: and, where it lay,
The spirits at your bidding play
In gaiety and ease.

30

Star-guided contemplations move
Through space, though calm, not raised above
Prognostics that ye rule;
The naked Indian of the wild.
And haply, too, the cradled Child,
Are pupils of your school.
But who can fathom your intents,
líumber their signs or instrimients ?
A rainbow, a sunbeam,
A subtle smell that Spring unbinds,
Dead pause abrupt of midnight winds,
An echo, or a dream.
The laughter of the Christmas hcarth
With sighs of self-exhausted mirth
Ye feelingly reprove;

40

60

'T is said, that warnings ye dispense,
Emboldened by a keener sense;
That men have lived for whom,
With dread precision, ye made clear
The hour that in a distant year
Should knell them to the tomb.
Unwelcome insight ! Yet there are,
Blest times when mystery is laid bare,
Truth shows a glorious face,
While on that isthmus which commands 70
The councils of both worlds, she stands,
Sage Spirits ! by your grace.
God, who instructs the brutes to scent
Ali changes of the element,
Whose wisdom fixed the soale
Of natures, for our wants provides
By higher, sometimes humbler, guides,
When lights of reason faU.
"IN THESE FAIR VALES HATH
MANY A TREE"
1830. 1835
Engraven, during my absence in Italy, upon
a brass plate inserted in the Stone.
In these fair vales hath many a Tree
At Wordsworth's suit been spared;
And from the builder's hand this Stone,
For some rude beauty of its own,
Was rescued by the Bard:
So let it rest; and time will come
When here the tender-hearted
May heave a gentle sigh for him,
As one of the departed.

ELEGIAC MUSINGS
ELEGIAC MUSINGS
IN THE GROUNDS OF COLEORTON HALL,
THE SEAT OF THE LATE SIR G. H.
BEAUMONT, BART.
1830. 1835
These verses were in part oomposed on horseback durinof a storm, wMle I was on my way
froin Coleorton to Cambridge: they are alluded
to elsewhere.
In tliese grounds stands the Parish Church,
wherein is a mural monument bearing an luscription which, in deference to the earnest
request of the deceased, is conflned to name,
dates, and these words:—"Enter not into
judgment with thy servant, O Lokd ! "
WiTH copious eulogy in prose cr rhyme
Graven on the tomb we struggle agaúist
Time,
Alas, how feebly ! but our feelings rise
And still we struggle when a good man
dies:
Sueh ofíering Beatjmoxt dreaded and forbade,
A spirit meek in self-abasement elad.
Yet here at least — though few have numbered days
That shunned so modestly the light of
praise —
His graeeful manners, and the temperate ray
Of that arch faney whieh would round him
play,
10
Brightening a converse never known to
swerve
From courtesy and delicate reserve;
That sense, the bland philosophy of life,
Whieh checked diseussion ere it warmed to
strife —
Those rare aeoomplishments, and varied
powers,
Might have their record among sylvan
bowers.
Oh, fled for ever ! vanished like a blast
That shook the leavea in niyriads as it
passed; —•
Gone from this world of earth, air, sea, and
sky,
From ali its spirit-moving imagery,
20
Intensely studied with a painter's eye,
A poefs heart; and, for congenial view,
Portrayed with happiest pencil, not untrue
To eommon recoguitions while the line
Flowed in a course of sympathy divine, —
Oh ! severed, too abrnptly, from delights
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That ali the seasons shared with equal
rights; —
Rapt in the grace of mídismantled age,
From soul-felt music, and the treasured
page
Lit by that evening lamp whieh loved to
shed
30
Its mellow lustre round thyhonoured head;
While Friends beheld thee give with eye,
voiee, mien,
More than theatric force to Shakspeare's
scene;—
If thou hast heard me — if thy Spirit know
Aught of these bowers and whence their
pleasures flow;
If things in our remembrance held so dear,
And thoughts and projects fondly eherished
here,
To thy exalted nature only seem
Time's vanities, light fragments of earth's
dream —
Rebuke us not! — The mandate is obeyed
That said, "Let praise be mute where I
amlaid;"
41
The holier deprecation, given in trust
To the cold marble, waits upon thy dust;
Yet have we found how slowly genuína
grief
From silent admiration wins relief.
Too long abashedjthy Name is like a rose
That doth " within itself its sweetness
dose;"
A drooping daisy changed into a cup
In whieh her bright-eyed beauty is shut up.
Within these groves, where still are flitting
ty
... 5°
Shades of the Past, oft noticed with a sigh,
Shall stand a votive Tablet, haply free,
When towers and temples fali, to speak of
Thee !
If seulptured emblems of our mortal doom
Recall not there the wisdom of the Tomb,
Green ivy risen from out the cheerful earth,
Will fringe the lettered stone; and herbs
spring forth,
Whose fragrance, by soft dews and rain
unbound,
Shall penetrate the heart without a wound;
While truth and love their purposes fulfil,
Commemorating genius, talent, skill,
6t
That could not lie concealed where Thou
wert known;
Thy virtues He must judge, and He alone,
The God upon whose mercy they are
thrown.
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"CHATSWORTH! THY STATELY MANSION"

"CHATSWORTH! THY STATELY
MANSION, AND THE PRIDE "
1830. 1835
I have reason to remember the day that gave
rise to this Sonnet, the 6th of November 1830.
Having undertaken, a great feat for me, to ride
my daughter'8 pony from Westmoreland to
Cambridge, that she might have the use of it
while on a visit to her uncle at Trinity Lodge,
on my way from Bakewell to Matlock I turned
aside to Chatsworth, and had searcely gratified
my curiosity by the sight of that celebrated
place before there carne on a severe storm of
wind and rain whieh oontinued till I reached
Derby, both man and pony in a pitiable plight.
For myself, I went to bed at noon-day. In the
course of that journey I had to encounter a
storm, worse if possible, in which the pony
could (or would) only make his way slantwise.
I mention this merely to add that notwithstanding this battering I composed, on horseback,
the lines to the memory of Sir George Beaumont, suggested during my recent visit to
Coleorton.
Chatsworth ! thy stately mansion, and the
pride
Of thy domain, strange contrast do present
To house and home iu many a craggy rent
Of the wild Peak; where new-born waters
glide
Through flelds whose thrifty oceupants
abide
As in a dear and chosen banishment,
With every semblance of entire content;
So kind is simple Nature, fairly tried !
Yet He whose heart in childhood gave her
troth
To pastoral dales, thin-set with modest
farms,
May learn, if judgment strengthen with his
growth,
That, not for Fancy only, pomp hath
charms;
And, strenuous to proteot from lawless
harms
The extremes of favoured life, may honour
both.

worm rock from the number of glow-worms
■we have often seen hanging on it as described.
The tuft of primrose has, I fear, been washed
away by the heavy rains.
A Rock there is whose homely front
The passing traveller slights;
Yet there the glow-worms hang their
lamps,
Like stars, at various heights;
And one coy Primrose to that Rock
The vemal breeze invites.

THE PRIMROSE OF THE ROCK
1831. 1835
Written at Rydal Mount. The Rook stands
on the right hand a little way leading up the
middle road from Rydal to Grasmere. We
have been in the habit of calling it the glow-

That love which changed — for wan disease,
For sorrow that had bent
0'er hopeless dust, for withered age —
Their moral element,
40
And turned the thistles of a curse
To types beneficent.

What hideous warfare hath been waged,
What kingdoms overthrown,
Sinoe first I spied that Primrose-tuft
And marked it for my own;
10
A lasting link in Nature's chain
From highest heaven let down !
The flowers, still faithful to the stems,
Their fellowship renew;
The stems are faithful to the root,
That worketh out of view;
And to the rock the root adheres
In every fibra true.
Close clings to earth the living rock,
Though threatening still to fali;
20
The earth is constant to her sphere;
And God npholds them ali;
So blooms this lonely Plant, nor dreads
Her annual funeral.
Hera closed the meditative strain;
But air breathed soft that day,
The hoary mountain-heights were cheered,
The sunny vale looked gay;
And to the Primrose of the Rock
I gave this after-lay.
30
I sang — Let myriads of bright flowers,
Like Thee, in fleld and ^ove
Revive unenviad; — mightier far,
Than tremblings that reprove
Our vernal tendencies to hope,
Is God's redeeming love;
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Sin-blighted though we are, we too,
The reasoning Sons of Men,
From one oblivious winter called
Shall rise, and breathe again;
And in eternal summer lose
Onr threeseore years and ten.
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To humbleness of Aeart descenda
This prescience from on high,
The faith that elevates the just,
Before and when they die;
And makes each soul a separate heaven,
A court for Deity.

YARROW REVISITED, AND OTHER POEMS
COMPOSED (TWO EXCEPTED) DURING A TOUR IN SCOTLAND
AND ON THE ENGLISH BORDER, IN THE AUTUMN OF 1831
In the autumn of 1831, my daughter and I set off from Rydal to visit Sir Walter Scott before
his departure for Italy. This journey had been delayed by an inflammation in my eyes till we
found that the time appointed for his leaving home would be too near for him to reeeive us witbont considerable inoonvenience. Nevertheless we proceeded and reached Abbotsford on Monday.
I was then scarcely able to lift up my eyes to the light. How sadly changed did I find him from
the man I had seen so healthy, gay, and hopeful, a few years before, when he said at the inn at
Paterdale, in my presenee, his daughter Anne also being there, with Mr. Lockhart, my own wife
and daughter,and Mr. Qnillinan, —"Imean to live till I ameighty,a.nà. shallwrite aslong asilive."
Bnt to retum to Abbotsford, the inraates and guests we found there were Sir Walter, Major Seott,
Anne Scott, and Mr. and Mrs. Lockhart, Mr. Liddell, his Lady and Brother, and Mr. Allan the
painter, and Mr. Laidlow, a very old friend of Sir Walter's. One of Bums's sons, an officer in the
Indian service, had left the house a day or two before, and had kindly expressed his regret that
he could not await my arrival, a regret that I may truly say was mutual. In the evening, Mr. and
Mrs. Liddell sang, and Mrs. Lockhart chanted old ballads to her harp; and Mr. Allan, hanging
over the back of a chair, told and acted odd stories in a humorons way. With this exhibition and
his daughter's singing, Sir Walter was muoh amused, as indeed were we ali as far as. circumstances
would allow. But what is most worthy of mention is the admirable demeanour of Major Scott
during the following evening, when the Liddells were gone and only ourselves and Mr. Allan
were present. He had much to sufEer from the sight of his father's infirmities and from the great
change that was about to take place at the residenee he had built, and where he had long lived
in so much prosperity and happiness. But what struck me most was the patient kindness with
which he supported himself uuder the many fretful expressions that his sister Anne addressed to
him or uttered in his hearing. She, poor thing, as mistress of that house, had been subjeot, after
her mother's death, to a heavier load of care and responsibility and greater sacrifices of time than
oi.e of such a constitution of body and mind was able to bear. Of this, Dora and I were made
so sensible, that, as soon as we had crossed the Tweed on our departure, we gave vent at the same
moment to our apprehensions that her brain would fail and she would go out of her mind, or that
she would sink under the trials she had passed and those which awaited her. On Tuesday morning
Sir Walter Seott accompanied us and most of the party to Newark Castle on the Yarrow. When we
alighted from the carriages he walked pretty stoutly, and had great pleasure in revisiting those
his favourite haunts. Of that excursion the Terses " Yarrow revisited " are a memorial. Notwithstanding the romance that pervades Sir Walter's works and attaches to many of his habits, there
is too much pressure of fact for these verses to barmonise as much as I could wish with other
poems. Ou our return in the afternoon we had to cross the Tweed directly opposite Abbotsford.
The wheels of our carriage grated upon the pebbles in the bed of the stream, that there flows
somewhat rapidly ; a rich but sad light of rather a purple than a golden hue was spread over the
Eildon hills at that moment; and, thinking it probable that it might be the last time Sir Walter
would cross the stream, I was not a little moved, and expressed some of my feelings in the sonnet
beginning —" A trouble, not of clouds, or weeping rain." At noon on Thursday we left Abbotsford, and in the moming of that day Sir Walter and I had a serious conversation téte-à-tête, when
he spoke with gratitude of the happy life which upon the whole he had led. He had written in
my daughter^s Albnm, before he came into the breakfast-room that morning, a few stanzas addressed to her, and, while putting the book into her hand, in his own study, standing by his desk,
he said to her in my presenee — "I should not have done anything of this kind but for your
father's sake : they are probably the last verses I shall ever write." They show how much his
mind was impaired, not by the strain of thought but by the execution, some of the lines being
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imperfect, and one stanza wanting corresponding rhymes: one letier, the initial S, had been
omitted in the spelling of his owii name. In this interview also it was that, upon my expresslng
a hope of his health heing benefíted by the climate of the country to which he was going, and hy
the interest he would take in the classic rememhrances of Italy, he made use of the qnotation
from " Yarrow unvisited " as recorded by me in the " Musings at Aquapendente " six years afterwards. Mr. Lockhart has mentioned in his Life of him what I heard from several quarters while
abroad, both at Home and elsewhere, that little seemed to intei'est him but what he could collect
or heard of the fugitive Stuarts and their adherents who had followed them into exile. Both the
** Yarrow revisited " and the " Sonnet" were sent him before his departure from Sngland. Some
further particulars of the conversations whieh occurred during this visit I should have set down
had they not been already accurately recorded by Mr. Lockhart. I first became acquainted with
this great and amiable man — Sir Walter Scott—in the year 1803, when my sister and I, making
a tour in Scotland, were hospitably received by him in Lasswade upon the banks of the Esk,
where he was then living. We saw a good deal of him in the course of the following week : the
particulars are given in my sister's Journal of that tour.
TO
SAMUEL ROGERS, Esq.,
A'S A TESTIMONY OF FRIENDSHIP,
AND ACKNOWLEDGMENT
OF INTELLECTÜAL OBLIGATIONS,
THESE MEMORIALS ARE AFFECTIONATELY INSCRIBED
Rydal Mount, Dec. ii, 1834.
I
1831-1835
The following Stanzas are a memorial of a
day passed with Sir Walter Scott and other
Friends visiting the Banks of the Yarrow under
his gnidance, immediately before his departure
from Abbotsford, for Naples.
The title " Yarrow Revisited " will stand in
no need of explanation for Beaders acquainted
with the Author's preyious poema suggested by
that celebrated Stream.
The gallant Youth, who may have gained,
Or seeks, a " winsome Marrow,"
Was but an Infant in the lap
When first I looked on Yarrow;
Once more, by Newark's Castle-gate
Long left without a warder,
I stood, looked, listened, and with Thee,
Great Minstrel of the Border !
Grave thoughts ruled wide on that sweet day,
Their dignity installing
lo
In gentle bosoms, while sere leaves
Were on the bough, or falling;
But breezes played,and sunshine gleamed—
The forest to embolden;
Reddened the fiery hues, and shot
Transparence through the golden.
For busy thoughts the Stream flowed on
In foamy agitation;

And slept in many a crystal pool
For quiet contemplation:
No public and no priva te care
The freeborn mind enthralling,
We made a day of happy hours,
Our happy days recalling.

lo

Brisk Youth appeared, the Morn of youth,
With freaks of graceful folly, —
Life's temperate Noon, her sober Eve,
Her ííight not melancholy;
Past, present, future, ali appeared
In harmony united,
30
Like guests that meet, and some from
far,
By cordial love invited.
And if, as Yarrow, through the woods
And down the meadow ranging,
Did meet us with unaltered face,
Though we were changed and changing;
If, then, some natural shadows spread
Our inward prospect over,
The soul's deep valley was not slow
Its brightness to recover.
40
Etemal blessings on the Muse,
And her divine employment !
The blamcless Muse, who trains her Sons
For hope and calm enjoyment;
Albeit sickness, lingering yet,
Has o'er their pillow brooded;
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And Care waylays their steps — a Sprite
Not easily eluded.
For thee, O ScoTT ! compelled to change
Green Eildon-hill and Cheviot
50
For warm Vesuvio's vine-olad slopes;
And leave thy Tweed and Tiviot
For mild Sorento's breezy waves;
May elassic Fancy, linking
With native Fancy her fresh aid,
Preserve thy heart from sinking !
Oh ! while they minister to thee,
Each vying with the other,
May Health return to mellow Age
With Strength, her venturous brother; 60
And Tiber, and each brook and rill
Renowned in song and story,
With unimagined beauty shine,
Nor lose one ray of glory !
For Thou, npon a hundred streams,
By tales of love and sorrow,
Of faithful love, imdaunted truth,
Hast shed the power of Yarrow;
And streams unknown, hills yet unseen,
Wherever they invite Thee,
70
At parent ííature's grateful call,
With gladness must requite Thee.
A gracious welcome shall be thine,
Such looks of love and honour
As thy own Yarrow gave to me
When first I gazed upon her;
Beheld what I had feared to see,
Unwilling to surrender
Dreams treasured up from early days,
The holy and the tender.

80

And what, for this frail world, were ali
That mortais do or suffer,
Did no responsive harp, no pen.
Memorial tribute offer ?
Yea, what were mighty Iíature's self ?
Her features, could they win us,
Unhelped by the poetic voice
That honrly speaks within us ?
Nor deem that localised Romance
Plays false with our afüeetions;
Unsanctifies our tears — made sport
For fanciful dejections:
Ah, no ! the visions of the past
Sustain the heart in feeling
Life as she is — our changeful Life,
With friends and kindred dealing.

90
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Bear witness, Ye, whose thoughts that day
In Yarrow's groves were centred;
Who through the silent portal arch
Of mouldering Newark entered;
100
And clomb the winding stair that onee
Too timidly was mounted
By the " last Minstrel," (not the last!)
Ere he his Tale recounted.
Flow on for ever, Yarrow Stream !
Fulfil thy pensive duty,
Well pleased that future Bards should chant
For simple hearts thy beauty;
To dream-light dear while yet unseen,
Dear to the eommon sunshine,
no
And dearer stUl, as now I feel.
To memory's shadowy moonshine !
II
ON THE DEPARTURE OF SIR
WALTER SCOTT FROM ABBOTSFORD, FOR NAPLES
1831. 1835
A TKOüBLE, not of clouds, or weeping rain,
Nor of the setting sun's pathetic light
Engendered, hangs o'er Eildon's triple
height:
Spirits of Power, assembled there, complain
For kindred Power departing from their
sight;
Whüe Tweed, best pleased in ehanting a
blithe strain,
Saddens his voice again, and yet again.
Lift up your hearts, ye Mourners ! for the
might
Of the whole world's good wishes with him
goes;
Blessings and prayers, in nobler retinue
Than sceptred king or laurelled conqueror
knows
Follow this wondrous Potentate. Be true,
Ye winds of ocean, and the midland sea,
Wafting your Charge to soft Parthenope !
III
A PLACE OF BURIAL IN THE
SOUTH OF SCOTLAND
1831. 1835
Similar places for burial are not unfrequent
in Scotland. The one that sug-gested this Sonnet lies on the banks of a small stream called
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the Wauchope that flows into the Esk near
Langholme. Mickle, wto, as it appears froin
his põem on Sir Martin, was not without genuine
poetic feeling's, was bom and passed Ms boyhood in this neighbourhood, under his father,
who was a minister of the Scotch Kirkr The
Esk, both above and below Langholme, flows
through a beautiful country, and the two
streams of the Wauchope and the Ewes, which
join it near that place, are such as a pastoral
poet would delight in.
PART fenced by man, part by a rugged
steep
That curbs a foaming brook, a Grave-yard
lies;
The hare*s best couching-place for fearless
sleep;
Which moonlit eives, far seen by credulous
eyes,
Enter in dance. Of church, or sabbath ties,
ISTo vestige now remains; yet thither creep
Bereft Ones, and in lowly anguish weep
Their prayers out to the wind and naked
skies.
Proud tomb is none; but rudely-sculptured
knights,
By humble choice of plain old times, are
seen
Levei with earth, among the hillocks green:
Union not sad, when sunny daybreak
smites
The spangled turf, and neighbonring thickets ring
jubilate from the choirs of spring !
IV
ON THE SIGHT OF A MANSE IN
THE SOUTH OF SCOTLAND
1831. 1835
The manses in Scotland and the gardens and
grounds about thera have seldom that attractive appearance which is common about our
Knglish parsonages, even when the clergyman's
income falls below the average of the Scotch
minister's. This is not merely owing to the
one country being poor in comparison with the
other, but arises rather out of the equality of
their benefices, so that no one has enough to
spare for decorations that might serve as an
example for others; whereas, with us, the taste
of the richer incumbent extends its influence
more or less to the poorest. After ali, in these
observations the surface only of the matter is 1

touched. I once heard a conversation in which
the Roman Catholic Religion was decried on
account of its abuses. " You cannot deny,
however," said a lady of the party, repeating
an expression used by Charles H., " that it is
the religion of a gentleman." It niay be left
to the Scofch themselves to determine how far
this observation applies to their Kirk, while it
cannot be denied, if it is wanting in that characteristic quality, the aspect of common life,
so far as concerus its beauty, must suffer. Sincere christian piety may be thought not to
stand in need of refinement or studied ornament; but assuredly it is ever ready to adopt
them, whenthey fali within its notice, as means
allow; and this observation applies not only to
manners, but to everything a christian (truly
so in spirit) cultivates and gathers round him,
however humble his social condition.
Say, ye far-travelled clouds, far-seeing
hills,—
Among the happiest-looking homes of men
Scattered ali Britain over, through deep
glen,
On airy upland, and by forest rills,
And o'er wide plains cheered by the lark
that trills
His sky-born warblings — does aught meet
your ken
More flt to aniraate the Poefs pen,
Aught that more surely by its aspect fills
Pure minds with sinless envy, than the
Abode
Of the good Priest: who, faithful through
ali hours
To his high charge, and truly serving God,
Has yet a heart and hand for trees and
flowers,
Enjoys the walks his predeeessors trod,
Norcovets lineal rights in lands and towers.
V
COMPOSED IN ROSLIN CHAPEL
DURING A STORM
1831. 1835
We were detained by incessant rain and
storm at the small inn near Roslin Chapei, and I
passed a great part of the day pacing to and
fro in this beautiful structure, whieh, though
not used for public serviee, is not allowed to
go to min. Here this Sonnet was composed. and
I shall be fully satisíied if it has at ali done justice to the feeling which the place and the storm
raging without inspired. I was as a prisoner: a
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painter delineating the interior of the chapei and
Its minute features under such circumstances
TTOuld have, no donbt, fonnd his time agreeably
shortened. But the movements o£ the mind
must be more free while dealing with words
than with lines and eolonrs; such at least was
then and has been on many other occasions my
belief, and, as it is allotted to few to follow
both arts with success, I am grateful to my
own calling for this and a thousand other
recommendations which are denied to that of
the painter.
The wind is now thy organist; — a clank
(We know not whence) ministers for a bell
To mark some change of service. As the
swell
Of music reached its height, and even when
sank
The notes, in prelude, Roslin ! to a blank
Of silence, how it thrilled thy sumptuous
roof,
Pillars, and arches, — not in vain timeproof,
Though Christian rites be wanting ! From
what bank
Carne those live herbs ? by what hand were
they sowu
Where dew falls not, where rain-drops seem
unknown ?
Yet in the Temple they a friendly niche
Share with their sculptured fellows, that,
green-grown,
Copy their beauty more and more, and
preach,
Though mute, of ali things blending into
one.
VI
THE TROSACHS
1831. 1835
As recorded in my sister's Journal, I had first
seen the Trosachs in her and Coleridge*s corapany. The sentiment that runs through this
Sonnet was natural to the season in wbich I
again saw tbis beautiful spot; but this and
some other sonnets that follow were coloured
by the remembrance of my recent visit to Sir
Walter Scott, and the melancholy errand on
which lie was going.
Tiieee 's not a nook within this solemn Pass,
But were an apt confessional for One
Taught by his summer spent, his autumn
gone,
That Life is but a tale of morning grass
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Withered at eve. From scenes of art which
chase
That thought away, tm-n, and with watchful
eyes
Feed it 'mid Nature's old felicities,
Rocks, rivers, and smooth lakes more clear
than glass
Untouched, unbreathed upon.
Thrice
happy quest,
If from a golden perch of aspen spray
(October's workmanship to rival May)
The pensive warbler of the ruddy breast
That moral sweeten by a heaven-taught
lay,
Lulling the year, with ali its cares, to rest!
Vil
1831. 1835
The pibroch's note, disconntenanced or
mute;
The Roman kilt, degraded to a toy
Of quaint apparel for a half-spoilt boy;
The target mouldering like ungathered
fruit;
The smoking steam-boat eager in pursuit,
As eagerly pursued; the umbrella spread
To weather-fend the Celtic herdsman's
head —
Ali speak of manners withering to the
root,
And of old honours, too, and passions high:
Then may we ask, though pleased that
thought should range
Among the conquests of civility,
Survives imagination — to the change
Superior ? Help to virtue does she give ?
If not, O Mortais, better cease to live !
VIII
COMPOSED AFTER READING A
NEWSPAPER OF THE DAY
1831. 1835
" People ! your chains are severing link
by link;
Soon shall the Rich be levelled down — the
Poor
Meet them half way." Vain boast! for
These, the more
They thus would rise, must low and lower
sink
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Till, by repentance stung, they fear to
think;
While ali lie prostrate, save the tyrant
few
Bent in quick turns eaoh other to undo,
And mix the poison, they themselves must
drink.
Mistrust thyself, vain Country ! cease to
cry,
" Knowledge will save me from the threatened woe."
For, if than other rash ones more thou know,
Yet on presmnptuous wing as far would
fly
Above thy knowledge as they dared to
gp,
Thou wilt provoke a heavier penalty.
IX
COMPOSED IN THE GLEN OF
LOCH ETIVE
1831. 1835
" That make the Patriot-spirit." It was mortifying to haTe frequent oceasions to observe the
bitter hatred of the lower orders of the Highlanders to their superiors; leve of country
seemed to have passed into its opposite. Emigration was the only relief looked to with
hope.
" This Land of Rainbows spanning glens
whose walls,
Rook-built, are hung with rainbow-eoloured
mists —
Of far-stretched Meres whose salt flood
never rests —
Of timeful Caves and playful Waterfalls —
Of Mountains varying momently their
crests —
Proud be this Land! whose poorest huts
are halls
Where Fancy entertains becoming guests;
While native song the heroic Past recalls."
Thus, in the net of her own wishes caught,
The Muse exclaimed; but Story now must
hide
Her trophies, Faney erouch; the oonrse of
pride
Has been diverted, other lessons taught,
That make the Patriot-spirit bow her head
Where the all-conquering Roman feared to
tread.

X
EAGLES
COMPOSED AT DUNOLLIE CASTLE IN THE
BAY OF OBAN
1831. 1835
"The last I saw was on the wing," ofE the
promontory of Fairhead, county of Antrim. I
mention this because, though mj tour in Ireland with Mr. Marshall and bis son was made
many years ago, this allusion to the eagle is the
only image supplied by it to the poetry I have
since written. We travelled through that country in October, and to the shortness of the days
and the speed with which we travelled (in a
carriage and four) may be ascribed this want
of notices, in my verse, of a country so interesting. The deficiency I am somewhat ashawed
of, and it is the more remarkable as contrasted
with my Scotch and Continental tours, of which
are to be found in this volume so many memoriais.
Dishonouked Rock and Ruin ! that, by
law
Tyrannic, keep the Bird of Jove embarred
Like a lone criminal whose life is spared.
Vexed is he, and screams loud. The last
I saw
W^as on the wing; stooping, he struck with
awe
Man, bird, and beast; then, with a consort
paired,
From a bold headland, their loved aery's
guard,
Flew high above Atlantic waves, to draw
Light from the fountain of the setting sun.
Suoh was this Prisoner once; and, when his
pliunes
The sea-blast ruffles as the storm comes
on,
Then, for a moment, he, in spirit, resumes
His rank 'mong freeborn creatures that live
free,
His power, his beauty, and his majesty.
XI
IN THE SOUND OF MULL
1831. 1835
Touring late in -the season in Scotland is an
uncertain specnlation. We were detained a
week by rain at Bunaw on Loch Etive in a vain
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hope that tlie weather would elear up and allow me to show my daughter the beauties of
Glencoe. Two days we were at the isle of Mull,
on a visit to Major Campbell ; but it rained
ineessantly, and we were obliged to give up
our intention of going to Staffa. The rain pursued U3 to Tyndrum, where the Twelfth Sonnet was composed in a storm.
Tradition, be thou mute ! Oblivion, throw
Thy veil in mercy o'er the records, hung
Round strath and mountain, stamped by
the ancient tongue
On rock and ruin darkening as we go, —
Spots where a word, ghostlike, survives to
show
What crimes from hate, cr desperate leve,
have sprung;
From honour misconceived, or fancied
wrong,
What feuds, not quenched but fed by mutual woe.
Yet, though a wild vindictive Race, imtamed
By civil arts and labours of the pen,
Could gentleness be scorned by those fieroe
Men,
Who, to spread wide the reverence they
claimed
For patriarchal occupations, named
Yen towering Peaks, " Shepherds of Etive
Glen?"
XII
SUGGESTED AT TYNDRUM IN
A STORM
1831. 1835
Enough of garlands, of the Arcadian crook,
And ali that Greece and Italy have sung
Of Swains reposing myrtle greves among !
Ours couch on naked rocks, — will cross a
brook
Swoln with chill rains, nor ever cast a look
This way or that, or give it even a thought
More than by smoothest pathway may be
brought
Into a vacant mind. Can written book
Teach what they leam ? Up, hardy Mountaineer!
And guide the Bard, ambitious to be One
Of Nature's privy councU, as thou art,
On cloud-sequestered heights, that see and
hear
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To what dread Powers He delegates his part
On earth, who works in the heaven of
heavens, alone.
XIII
THE EARL OF BREADALBANE'S
RUINED MANSION AND FAMILY BURIAL-PLACE, NEAR KILLIN
1831. 1835
Well sang the Bard who called the grave,
in strains
Thoughtful and sad, the " narrow bouse."
No style
Of fond sepulchral flattery can beguile
Grief of her sting; nor cheat, where he
detains
The sleeping dust, stern Death. How
reeoncile
With truth, or with each other, decked remains
Of a once warm Abode, and that new PUe,
For the departed, built with curious pains
And mausolean pomp ? Yet here they stand
Together, — 'mid trim walks and artful
bowers.
To be looked down upon by ancient hilis,
That, for the living and the dead, demand
And prompt a harmony of genuine powers;
Concord that elevates the mind, and stUls.
XIV
"REST AND BE THANKFUL!"
AT THE HEAD OF GLENCROE
1831. 1835
Doubling and doubling with laborious walk,
Who, that has gained at length the wishedfor Height,
This brief, this simple wayside Call can slight.
And rests not thankful ? Whether cheered
by talk
With some loved friend, or by the miseen
hawk
Whistiing to clouds and sky-born streams
that shine,
At the sun's outbreak, as with light divine,
Ere they descend to nourish root and stalk
Of valley flowers. Nor, while the limbs
repose,
Will we forget that, as the fowl can keep

692

YARROW REVISITED, AND OTHER POEMS

Absolute stillness, poised aloft in air,
And fishes front, unmoved, the torrenfs
sweep, —
So may the Soul, through powers that
Faith besto ws,
Win rest, and ease, and peace, with bliss
that Angels share.
XV
HIGHLAND HUT
1831. 1835
See what gay wild flowers deck this earthbuilt Cot,
Whose smoke, forth-issuing whence and
how it may,
Shines in the greeting of the sun's first ray
Like wreaths of vapour without stain or blot.
The limpid mountain rill avoids it not;
And why shouldst thou ? — If rightly trained
and bred,
Humanity is humble, finds no spot
Which her Heaven-guided feet refuse to
tread.
The walls are oracked, sunk is the flowerv
roof,
Undressed the pathway leading to the door;
But love, as Nature loves, the lonely Poor;
Seareh, for their worth, some gentle heart
wrong-proof,
Meek, patient, kind, and, were its trials
fewer,
Belike less happy. — Stand no more aloof !
XVI
THE BROWNIE
1831. 1835
Upon a small island, not far from the head
of Loch Lomond, are some remains of an ancient building^, which was for several years the
abode of a solitary Individual, one of the last
survivors of the clan of Macfarlane, once powerful in that neighbourhood. Passing along the
shore opposite this island in the year 1814,
the Author learned these partieulars, and that
this person then living there had acquired the
appellation of "The Brownie." See "The
BrowTiie's Cell," p. 529, to which thefollowing
is a sequei.
" How disappeared he ? " Ask the newt
and toad;
Ask of his fellow-men, and they will tell

How he was fonnd, cold as an icicle,
Under an arch of that forlorn abode;
Where he, unpropped, and by the gathering
flood
Of years hemmed round, had dwelt, prepared to try
Privation's worst extremities, and die
With no one near save the omnipresent God.
Verily so to live was an awful choice —
A choice that wears the aspect of a doom;
But in the monld of mercy ali is cast
For Souls familiar with the eternal Voice;
And this forgotten Taper to the last
Drove from itself, we trust, ali frightful
gloom.
XVII
TO THE PLANET VENUS, AN
EVENING STAR
COMPOSED AT LOCH LOMOND
1831. 1835
Though joy attend Thee orient at the birth
Of dawn, it cheers the lofty spirit most
To watch thy course when Day-light, fled
from earth,
In the grey sky hath left his lingering Ghost,
Perplexed as if between a splendonr lost
And splendonr slowly mnstering. Since
the Sun,
The absolute, the world-absorbing One,
Relinquished half his empire to the host
Emboldened by thy guidanee, holy Star,
Holy as prineely — who that looks on thee,
Touching, as now, in thy humility
The mountain borders of this seat of cara,
Can question that thy countenanee is bright,
Celestial Power, as much with love as
light?
XVIII
BOTHWELL CASTLE
PASSED UNSEEN, ON ACCOUNT OF
STORMY WEATHER
1831. 1835
. In my Sister's Journal is an account of Bothwell Castle as it appeared to ns at that time.
Immüked m Bothwell's towers, at times the
Brave
(So beautiful is Clyde) forgot to moum
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The liberty they lost at Bannockburn.
Once on those steeps I roamed at large,
and liave
In mind the landscape, as if still in sight;
The river glides, the woods before me wave;
Then why repine that now in vain I crave
Needless renewal of an old delight ?
Better to thank a dear and long-past day
For joy its sunuy hours were free to give
Than blame the present, that our wish hath
crost.
Memory, like sleep, hath powers whieh
dreams obey,
Dreams, vivid dreams, that are not f ugitive:
How little that she cherishes is lost!
XIX
PICTURE OF DANIEL IN THE
LIONS' DEN, AT HAMILTON
PALACE
1831. 1835
Amid a fertile region green with wood
And fresh with rivers, well did it become
The ducal Owner, ia his palace-home
To natm-alise this tawny Lion brood;
Children of Art, that olaim strange brotherhood
(Couched in their den) with those that
roam at larga
Ovçr the burning wildemess, and charge
The wind with terror while they roar for
food.
Satiate are these; and stilled to eye and ear;
Hence, while we gaze, a more endnring
fear!
Yet is the Prophet calm, nor would the cave
Daimt him — if his Companions, now bedrowsed,
Outstretched and listiess, were by hunger
roused:
Man placed him here, and God, he knows.
can save.
XX
THE AVON
A FEEDER OF THE ANNAN
1831. 1835
" Yet is it one that otlier rivulets bear."
There is the Shakspeare Avon, the Bristol
Avon; the one that flows by Salisbury, and a
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small Hver in Wales, I believe, bear the name;
Avon being in the ancient tongue the general
name for river,
Avon — a precions, an immortal name I
Yet is it one that other rivulets bear
Like this nnheard-of, and their channels
wear
Like this contented, though unknown to
Fame:
For great and sacred is the modest claim
Of Streams to Natm'e's love, where'er they
flow;
And ne'er did Genius slight them, as they
go.
Tree, flower, and green herb, feeding without blame.
But Praise can waste her voice on work of
tears,
Anguish, and death: full oft where innocent
blood
Has mixed its current with the limpid
flood,
Her heaven-oitending trophies Glory rears:
Never fór like distinction may the good
Shrink from thy name, purê Rill, with unpleased ears.

XXI
SUGGESTED BY A VIEW FROM
AN EMINENCE IN INGLEWOOD
FOREST
1831. 1835
The extensive forest of Inglewood has been
enclosed within my meraory. I was "well acquainted "with it in its ancient state. The
Hart's-hom tree mentioned in the next Sonnet
■was one of its remarkable objects, as "well as
another tree that grew upon an eminence not
far frora Penrith: it was single and conspicuous;
and being of a round shape, though it was universally known to be a Sycamore, it was always
called the " Round Thorn" so diíBeult is it to
chain fancy down to fact.
The forest huge of ancient Caledon
Is but a name, no more is Inglewood,
That swept from hill to hill, from flood to
flood:
On her last thorn the nightly moon has
shone;
Yet still, though unappropriate Wild be
none,
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Fair parks spread wide where Adaib Bell
might deign
With Clym o' the Clough, were they alive
again,
To kill for merry feast their venison.
Ifor wants the holy Abbofs gliding Shade
His chiirch with monumental wreck bestrown;
The feudal Warrior-chief, a Ghost unlaid,
Hath still his castle, though a skeleton,
That he may watch by night, and lessons con
Of power that perishes, and rights that
fade.
XXII
HART'S-HORN TREE, NEAR PENRITH
1831. 1835
Here stood an Oak, that long had bome
aftixed
To his huge trunk, or, with more subtle art,
Among its withering topmost branches
mixed,
The palmy antlers of a hunted Hart,
Whom the Dog Hercules pursued — his
part
Each desperately sustaining, till at last
Both sank and died, the life-veins of the
chased
And chaser bursting here with one dire
smart.
Mutual the victory, mutual the defeat !
High was the trophy hung with pitiless
pride;
Say, rather, with that generous sympathy
That wants not, even in rudest breasts, a
seat;
And, for this feeling's sake, let no one
chide
Verse that would guard thy memory,
Hart'8-horn Tree !

For instant flight; the Sage in yon alcove
Sate musing; on that hill the Bard would
rove,
Not mute, where now the linnet only sings:
Thus everywhere to truth Tradition clings,
Or Fancy loealises Powers we love.
Were only History licensed to take note
Of things gone by, her roeagre monuments
Would ill suffice for persons and events:
There is an ampler page for man to quote,
A readier book of manifold contents,
Studied alike in palace and in cot.
XXIV
COUNTESS'S PILLAR
1831. 1835
Suggested by the recollection of Julian'9
Bower and other traditions connected with this
aneient forest.
On the roadside between Penrith and
Appleby, there stands a pillar with the following inseription: —
" This Pillar was erected, in the year 1656, by
Anne Countess Dowager of Pembroke, &c., for
a memorial of her last parting with her pious
mother, Margaret Countess Dowager of Cumberland, on the 2d of April, J 616; in memory
whereof she hath left an annuity of Al. to be distributed to the poor of the parish of Brougham,
every 2d day of April for ever, upon the stone
table plaeed hard by. Laus Deo! "

While the Poor gather round, till the end
of time
May this bright flower of Charity display
Its bloom, unfolding at the appointed day;
Flower than the loveliest of the vemal
prime
Lovelier — transplanted f rom íieaveil's
purest clime !
" Charity never faileth: " on that creed.
More than ou written testament or deed,
The pious Lady built with hope sublime.
XXIII
Alms on this stone to be dealt out, for ever !
FANCY AND TRADITION
" Laus Deo." Many a Stranger passing by
Has with that Parting mixed a filial sigh,
1831. 1835
Blest its humane Memorial's fond endeavour;
The Lovers took within this aneient grove
Their last embraee; beside those crystal And, fastening on those lines an eye tearsprings
glazed,
The Hermit saw the Angel spread his Has ended, though no Clerk, with " God
wings
be praised ! "

YARROW REVISITED, AND OTHER POEMS

695

XXV
ROMAN ANTIQUITIES
FROM THE ROMAN STATION AT OLD
PENRITH
1831. 1835
How profitiess the relics that we cull,
Troubling the last holds of ambitious Rome,
Unless they chasten faneies that presume
Too high, or idle agitations lull!
Of the world's flatteries if the brain be
full,
To have no seat for thought were better
doom,
Like this old helmet, or the eyeless skull
Of him who gloried in its nodding plume.
Heaven out of view, our wishes what are
they ?
Our fond regrets tenacious in their grasp ?
The Sage's theory ? the Poefs lay ?
Mere Fibulse without a robe to clasp;
Obsolete lamps, whose light no time recalls;
ürns without ashes, tearless lacrymals !

That from a threshold loved by every Muse
Its impulse took — that sorrow-stricken
door,
Whence, as a current from its fountainhead,
Our thoughts have issued, and our feelings
flowed,
Receiving, wUlingly or not, fresh strength
From kindred sourees; while around us
sighed
(LLfe's three first seasons having passed
away)
Leaf-scattering winds; and hoar-frost
sprinklings fell
(Foretaste of winter) on the moorland
heights;
And every day bronght with it tidings new
Of rash change, ominous for the public
weal.
30
Hence, if dejection has too oft encroached
Upon that sweet and tender melancholy
Which may itself be cherished and caressed
More than enough; a fault so natural
(Even with the yoimg, the hopeful, or the
gay)
For prompt forgiveness will not sue m vam.

XXVI
APOLOGY FOR THE FOREGOING
POEMS
1831. 1835
No more: the end is sudden and abrupt,
Abrupt — as without preeoDceived design
Was the beginning; yet the several Lays
Have moved in order, to eaeh other bound
By a continuous and acknowledged tie
Though unapparent — like those Shapes
distinct
That yet survive ensculptured on the
walls
Of palaces, or temples, 'mid the wreck
Of famed Persepolis; eaeh following each,
As might beseem a stately embassy,
10
In set array; these bearing in their hands
Ensign of civil power, weapon of war,
Or gift to be presented at the throne
Of the Great King; and others, as they go
In priestly vest, with holy off erings charged,
Or leading victims drest for sacriflce.
Nor wUl the Power we serve, thafsacred
Power,
The Spirit of humanity, disdain
A ministration humble but sincera,
19

XXVII
THE HIGHLAND BROACH
1831. 1835
Onascending a hill that leads from Loch Awe
towards Inverary, I fell into conversation with a
woman of the humbler class who wore oue of
those Highland Broaches. I talked with her
ahout it; and upon parting with her, when I
said with a kindness I truly felt — ''May that
Broach continue in your family through many
generations to come, as you have ah*eady possessed it" — she thanked me most hecomingly,
and seemed not a little moved.
The exact resemhlance which the old Broach
(still in use, though rarely met with, among the
Highlanders) bears to the Homan Fihula must
strike every one, and concurs, with the plaid
and kilt, to recall to mind the communication
which the ancient Homans had with this remote
country.
If to Tradition faith be due,
And echoes from old verse speak true,
Ere the meek Saint, Columba, bore
Glad tidings to Iona's shore,
No common light of nature blessed
The mountain region of the west.
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A land where gentle maiiners ruled
ü'er men in dauntless virtues sciiooled,
That raised, for eenturies, a bar
Impervious to the tide of war:
10
Yet peaoeful Arts did entrance gain
Where haughty Force had striven in vain;
And, 'mid the works of skilful hands,
By wanderers brought from foreigu lands
And various climes, was not unknown
The clasp that fixed the Roman Gown;
The Fibula, whose shape, I ween,
Still in the Highland Broach is seen,
The silver Broach of massy frame,
Worn at the breast of some grave Dame 20
On road or path, or at the door
Of fern-thatched hut on heathy moor:
But delicate of yore its mould,
And the material finest gold;
As might beseem the fairest Fair,
Whether she graced a royal chair,
Or shed, wittin a vaulted hall,
íío faneied lustre on the wall
Where shields of mighty heroes hung,
While Fingal heard what Ossian sung. 30
The heroic Age expired — it slept
Deep in its tomb: — the bramble erept
0'er Fingal's hearth; the grassy sod
Grew on the floors his sons had trod;
Malvina ! where art thou ? Their state
The noblest-born must abdicate;
The fairest, while with fire and sword
Come Spoilers — horde impelling horde,
Must walk the sorrowing mountains, drest
By ruder hands in homelier vest.
40
Yet still the female bosom lent,
And loved to borrow, ornaraent;
Still was its inner world a plaee
Keached by the dews of heavenly grace;
Still pity to this last retreat
Clove fondly; to his favourite seat
Love wound his way by soft approach,
Beneath a massier Highland Broach.

When alternations came of rage
Yet fiercer, in a darker age;
50
And feuds, where, clan encountering clan,
The weaker perished to a man;
For maid and mother, when despair
Might else have triumphed, baffling prayer,
One small possession lacked not power,
Provided in a calmer liour,
To meet such need as might befall —
Roof, raiment, bread, or burial:
For woman, even of tears bereft,
The hidden silver Broach was left.
t>c
As generations come and go
Their arts, their customs, ebb and flow;
Fate, fortune, sweep strong powers away,
And feeble, of themselves, decay;
What poor abodes the heir-loom hide,
In which the castle once took pride !
Tokens, once kept as boasted wealth,
If saved at ali, are saved by stealth.
Lo ! ships, from seas by nature barred,
Moimt along ways by man prepared;
70
And in far-strétehing vales, whose streams
Seek other seas, their canvas gleams.
Lo ! busy towns spring up, on coasts
Thipnged yesterday by airy ghosts;
Soon, like a lingering star forlorn
Among the novelties of morn,
While young delights on old encroach,
Will vanish the last Highland Broach.
But when, from out their viewless bed,
Like vapours, years haverolled and spread;
And this poor verse, and worthier lays, 81
Shall yield no light of love or praise;
Then, by the spade, or cleaving plough,
Or torrent from the mountain's brow,
Or whirlwind, reckless what his might
Entombs, or forces into light;
Blind Chance, a volunteer ally,
That oft befriends Antiquity,
And clears Oblivion from reproach,
May render back the Highland Broach. 90

DEVOTIONAL INCITEMENTS
1832. 1835
Written at Rydal Monnt.
*' Xot to the earth confined,
Ascend to heaven."
Where will they stop, those breathing
Powers,
The Spirits of the new-bom flowers ?

They wander with the breeze, they wind
Where'er the streams a passage fliid;
üp from their native ground they rise
In mute aerial harmonies;
From humble violet — modest thyme —
Exhaled, the essential odours climb,
As if lio space below the sky
Their subtle flight could satisfy:
10
Heaven will not tax our thoughts with pride
If like ambition be their guide.

"CALM IS THE FRAGRANT AIR"
Roused by this kiiidliest of May-showers,
The spirit-qiiiokener of the flowers,
That with moist virtue softly cleaves
The buds, and freshens the young leaves,
The birds pour forth their souls in notes
Of rapture from a thousand throats —
Here eheeked by too impetuous haste,
While there the musio runs to waste,
20
With bounty more and more eularged,
Till the whole air is overcharged;
Give ear, O Man ! to their appeal
And thirst for no inferior zeal,
Thou, who canst think, as well as feel.
Mount from the earth; aspire ! aspire !
So pleads the town's eathedral quire,
In strains that from their solemn height
Sink, to attain a loftier flight;
WhUe incense from the altar breathes 30
Kich fragranee in embodied wreaths;
Or, flung from swinging censer, shrouds
The taper-lights, and eurls in clouds
Around angelic Forms, the still
Creation of the painter's skill,
That on the service wait eoncealed
One moment, and the next revealed.
— Cast off your bonds, awake, arise,
And for no transient ecstasies !
What else can mean the visual plea
40
Of still or moving imagery —
The iterated snmmons loud,
Not wasted on the attendant crowd,
Nor wholly lost upon the throng
Hnrrying the busy streets along ?
Alas ! the sanctities combined
By art to unsensualise the mind,
Decay and languish; or, as creeds
And humours change, are spurned like
weeds:
The priests are from their altars thrust; 50
Temples are levelled with the dust;
And solemn rites and awful forms
Founder amid fanatic storms.
Yet evermore, through years renewed
In undisturbed vieissitude
Of seasons balaneing their flight
On the swift wings of day and night,
Kind Nature keeps a heavenly door
Wide open for the scattered Poor.
Where flower-breathed incense to the skies
Is wafted in mute harmonies;
61
And gronnd fresh-cloven by the plough
Is fragrant with a humbler vow;
Where birds and brooks from leafy delis
Chime forth miwearied canticles.
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And vapours magnify and spread
The glory of the sun's bright head —
Still constant in her worship, still
Conforming to the eternal Will,
Whether men sow or reap the fields,
Divine monition Nature yields,
That not by bread alone we live,
Or what a hand of flesh can give;
That every day should leave some part
Free for a sabbath of the heart:
So shall the seventh be truly blest,
From mom to eve, with hallowed rest.
"CALM IS THE FRAGRANT AIR"
1832. 1835
Calm is the fragrant air, and loth to
lose
Day's grateful warmth, tho' moist with falling dews.
Look for the stars, you '11 say that there are
none;
Look up a second time, and, one by one,
You mark them twinkling out with silvery
light,
And wonder how they could elude the
sight!
The birds, of late so noisy in their bowers,
Warbled a while with faint and fainter
powers,
But now are silent as the dim-seen flowers:
Nor does the village Church-clock's iron
tone
10
The time's and season's influence disown;
Nine beats distinctly to eaeh other bound
In drowsy sequence — how unlike the sound
That, in rough winter, oft inflicts a fear
On fireside listeners, doubting what they
hear !
The shepherd, bent on rising with the
sun,
Had closed his door before the day was
done.
And now with thankful heart to bed doth
creep.
And joins his little children in their sleep.
The bat, lured forth where trees the lane
o'ershade,
20
Flits and reflits along the dose arcade;
The busy dor-hawk chases the white moth
With burring note, which Industry and
Sloth
Might both be pleased with, for it suits
them both.

698 TO B. R. HAYDON, ON SEEING HIS PICTURE OF NAPOLEON
A stream is heard — I see it not, but kuow
By its soft music whence the waters flow:
Wheels and the tread of hoofs are heard no
more;
One boat there was, but it will touch the
shore
With the next dipping of its slaokened oar;
Faint sound, that, for the gayest of the
gay.
30
Might give to serious thought a momenfs
sway,
As a last token of man's toUsome day !
TO B. R. HAYDON, ON SEEING
HIS PICTURE OF NAPOLEON
BUONAPARTE ON THE ISLAND
OF ST. HELENA
1832 (?). 1832
This Sonnet, though said to be written on seeing the Portrait o£ Napoleon, was, in fact, composed some time after, extempore, in the wood
at Rydal Mount.
Haydon ! let worthier judges praise the
skUl
Here by thy penoil shown in truth of lines
And charm of colours; I applaud those
signs
Of thought, that give the true poetic thrill;
That unencumbered whole of blank and still
Sky without cloud — ocean without a wave;
And the one Man that laboured to enslave
The World, sole-standing high on the bare
hill —
Baok turned, arms folded, the unapparent
face
Tinged, \ve may fancy, in this dreary place,
With light reflected from the invisible sun
Set, like his fortunes; but not set for aye
Like them. The unguilty Power pursues
his way.
And before him doth dawn perpetuai run.
RURAL ILLUSIONS
1832. 1835
Written at Rydal Mount. Observed a hundred times in the grounds there.
Sylph was it ? or a Bird more bright
Than those of fabulous stook ?
A second darted by; — and Io i
Another of the flock,

Through sunshine flitting from the bough
To nestle in the rock.
Transient deception ! a gay freak
Of April's mimicries!
Those brilliant strangers, hailed with joy
Among the budding trees,
10
Proved last year's leaves, pushed from the
spray
To frolic on the breeze.
Maternal Flora ! show thy face.
And let thy hand be seen,
Thy hand here sprinkling tiny flowers,
That, as they touch the green,
Take root (so seems it) and look up
In honour of their Queen.
Yet, sooth, those little starry specks,
That not in vain aspired
To be confounded with live growths,
Most dainty, most admired,
Were only blossoms dropt from twigs
Of their own ofEspring tired.

20

Not such the World's illusive shows;
Her wingless flutterings,
Her blossoms which, though shed, outbrave
The floweret as it springs.
For the undeceived, smile as they may,
Are melancholy things:
30
But gentle Nature plays her part
With ever-varying wiles.
And transient feignings with plain truth
So well she reconciles,
That those fond Idlers most are pleased
Whom oftenest she beguiles.

LOVING AND LIKING
IRREGULAR VERSES
ADDRESSED TO A CHILD
(BY MY SISTER)
1832. 1835
Written at Rydal Monnt. It arose, I believe, out of a casual expression of one of Mr.
Swinbume's children.
There 's more in words than I can teach:
Yet listen, Child ! — I would not preach;
But only give some plain directions
To guide your speech and your afPections.
Say not you love a roasted fowl,
But you may love a screaming owl.

FILIAL PIETY
And, if you can, the unwieldy toad
That crawls from his secure abode
Within the mossy garden wall
Wheii eveniiig dews begiii to fali.
10
Oh mark the beauty of his eye:
What wonders in that circle lie !
So clear, so bright, our fathers said
He wears a jewel in his head !
And when, upon some showery day,
Into a path or public way
A frog leaps out from bordering grass,
StartUng the timid as they pass,
Do you observe him, and endeavour
To take the intruder into favour;
20
Leaming from him to find a reason
For a light heart in a dull season.
And you may love him in the pool,
That is for him a happy school,
In which he swims as taught by nature,
Fit pattern for a human creature,
Glaneing amid the water bright,
And sending upward sparkling light.
ííor blush if o'er your heart be stealing
A love for things that have no feeling: 30
The spring's first rose by you espied,
May fill your breast with joyful pride;
And you may love the strawberry-flower,
And love the strawberry in its bower;
But when the fruit, so often praised
For beautj, to your lip is raised,
Say not you love the delicate treat,
But Hke it, enjoy it, and thankfully eat.
Long may you love your pensionar mouse,
Though one of a tribe that torment the
house:
4°
Nor dislike for her cruel sport the cat,
Deadly foe both of mouse and rat;
Remember she follows the law of her kind,
And Instinct is neither wayward nor blind.
Then think of her beautiful gliding form,
Her tread that would scarcely crush a
worm.
And her soothing song by the winter fire,
Soft as the dying throb of the lyre.
I would not circumscribe your love:
It may soar with the eagle and brood with
the dove,
50
May pierce the earth with the patient
mole,
Or track the hedgehog to his hole.
Loving and liking are the solace of life,
Rock the eradle of joy, smooth the deathbed of strife.
You love your father and your mother,
Your grown-up and your baby brother;
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You love your sister, and your friends.
And countless blessings which God sends:
And while these right afEections play,
You live each moment of your day;
60
They lead you on to full content.
And likings fresh and innocent,
That store the mind, the memory feed,
And prompt to many a gentle deed:
But likings come, and pass away;
'T is love that remains till our latest day:
Our heavenward guide is holy love.
And will be our bliss with saints above.
UPON THE LATE GENERAL FAST
MARCH 1832
1832. 1832
Reluctant call it was; the rite delayed;
And in the Senate some there were who
doffed
The last of their humanity, and scofEed
At providential judgments, undismayed
By their own daring. But the People
prayed
As with one voice; their flinty heart grew
soft
With penitential sorrow, and aloft
Their spirit mounted, crying', "God us
aid !"
Oh that with aspirations more intense,
Chastised by self-abasement more profound,
This People, once so happy, so renowned
For liberty, would seek from God defence
Against far heavier ill, the pestilence
Of revolution, impiously unbound !
FILIAL PIETY
ON THE WAYSIDE BETWEEN PRESTO.V
AND LIVERPOOL
i832(?). 1832
This was communicated to me by a coachman at whose side I sat while he was driving^
In the course of my many coach rambles and
journeys, which, during the daytime always
and often in the night, were taken on the outside of the coach, I had good and frequent opportunities of learning the characteristica of
this class of men. One remark I made that is
worth recording; that whenever I had occasion
especially to notice their well-ordered, respect-
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fui, and kind behaviour to women, of whatever
age, I found them, I may say almost always,
to be married men.
Untouched through ali severity of cold;
Inviolate, whate'er the eottage hearth
Might need for comfort, or for festai mirth;
That Pile of Turf is half a century old:
Yes, Traveller ! fifty winters have been told
Smce suddenly the dart of death went forth
'Gainst him who raised it, — his last work
on earth:
Thence has it, with the Son, so strong a
hold
üpon his Father's memory, that his hands,
Through reverence, touch it only to repair
Its waste.—Though crumbling with each
breath of air,
In annual renovation thus it stands —
Kude Mausoleum ! but wrens nestle there,
And red-breasts warble when sweet sounds
are rare.

Like an untended watch-flre on the ridge
Of some dark mountain; or than those
which seem
Humbly to hang, like twinkling winter
lamps,
Among the branches of the leafless trees.
Ali are the undying ofEspring of one Sire:
Then, to the measure of the light vouohsafed,
Shine, Poet! in thy plaee, and be content.

TO THE AUTHOR'S PORTRAIT
Painted at Rydal Mount, by W. Pickersgill,
Esq., for St. John's College, Cambridge.
1832. 1835
The six last Unes of this Sonnet are not
written for poetieal effect, but as a matter of
fact, "which, in more than one instance, could
not escape my notice in the servants of the
house.
Go, faithful Portrait! and where long hath
knelt
"IF THOU INDEED DERIVE THY
Margaret, the Saintly Foundress, take thy
LIGHT FROM HEAVEN"
plaee;
And, if Time spare the colours for the grace
1832. 1836
Which to the work surpassing skill hath
These verses were written some time after
dealt,
we had become residents at Rydal Mount, and Thou, on thy rock reclined, though kingI will take occasion from tbem to observe upon
doms melt
the beauty of that situatiou, as being" backed
and flanked by lofty fells, which bring the And states be torn up by the roots, wilt seem
heavenly bodies to touch, as it "were, the earth To breathe in rural peaee, to hear the
stream.
upon the mountain-tops, while the prospect in
front lies open to a leng^th of levei valley, the And think and feel as once the Poet felt.
extended lake, and a terminating ridge of low Whate'er thy fate, those features have not
hills ; so that it gives an opportunity to the ingrown
habitants of the plaee of notieing the stars in ■ Unrecognised through many a household
both the positions here alluded to, namely, on
tear
the tops of the mountains, and as winter-lamps More prompt, more glad, to fali than dròps
at a distance among the leafless trees.
of dew
If thou indeed derive thy light from By morning shed around a flower halfblown;
Heaven,
Then, to the measure of that heaven-born Tears of delight, that testified how true
To life thou art, and, in thy truth, how
light,
dear!
Shine, Poet! in thy plaee, and be content: —
The stars pre-eminent in magnitude,
And they that from the zenith dart their
A WREN'S NEST
beains,
(Visible though they be to half the earth,
1833- 1835
Though half a sphere be conscious of their
Written at Rydal Mount. This nest was
brightness)
built, as described, in a tree that growa near
Are yet of no diviner origin,
the pool in Dora's field next the Rydal Monnt
Jío purer essence, tlian the one that burns. garden.

TO
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Among the dwellings framed by birds
In field or forest with nice care,
Is none that with tlie little Wren's
In snugness may compare.

The treasure proudly did I show
To some whose minds without disdain
Can tnrn to little things; but once
Looked np for it in vain;

No door the tenement requires,
And seldom needs a laboured roof:
Yet is it to the fiercest sun
Impervious, and storm-proof.

'T is gone — a ruthless spoiler's prey,
Who heeds not beauty, love, or song, 50
'T is gone ! (so seemed it) and we grieved
Indignant at the wrong.

So warm, so beautiful withal,
In perfect fitness for its aim,
That to the Kind by special grace
Their iustinct surely came.

lo

Just three days after, passing by
In clearer light the moss-built cell
I saw, espied its shaded mouth;
And felt that ali was well.

And when for their abodes they seek
An opportune recess,
The hermit has no finer eye
For shadowy quietness.

The Primrose for a veil had spread
The largest of her npright leaves;
And thus, for purposes benign,
A simple flower deeeives.

These flnd, 'mid ivied abbey-walls,
A canopy in some still nook;
Others are pent-housed by a brae
That overhangs a brook. "

Concealed from friends who might disturb
Thy quiet with no ill intent,
Secure from evil eyes and hands
On barbarous plunder bent,

20

60

There to the brooding bird her mate
Warbles by fits his low clear song;
And by the busy streamlet both
Are snng to ali day long.

Rest, Mother-bird ! and when thy yonng
Take flight, and thou art free to roam,
When withered is the guardian Flower,
And empty thy late home,

Or in sequestered lanes they build,
Where, till the flitting bird's return,
Her eggs within the nest repose,
Like relics in an urn.

Think how ye prospered, thou and thine,
Amid the unviolated grove,
^o
Housed near the growing Primrose-tuft
In foresight, or in love.

But still, where general choice is good,
There is a better and a best;
30
Andj among fairest objects, some
Are fairer than the rest;

UPON THE BIRTH OF HER FIRST-BORN
CHILD, MARCH 1833

This, one of those small builders proved
In a green covert, where, from ont
The forehead of a pollard oak,
The leafy antlers sprout;
For She who planned the mossy lodge,
Mistrusting her evasive skill,
Had to a Primrose looked for aid
Her wishes to fulfil.

TO

40

High on the trunk's projeeting brow.
And íixed an infanfs span above
The budding flowers, peeped forth the
nest
The prettiest of the grove !

1833- 1835
Written at Moresby near Whiteliaven, when
I was on a visit to my son, then Incumbent of
that small living. While I am dictating these
notes to my friend, Miss Fenwick, January 24,
1843, the child upon whose birth these verses
were written is under my roof, and is of a disposition so promising that the wishes and prayers
and prophecies which I then breathed forth in
verse are, through God's mercy, likely to be
realised.
"Tum porro puer, ut ssevis projectus ab undis
Navita, nudus humi jacet, etc." —Lucrktiüs.
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Like a shipwrecked Sailor tost
By rough waves ou a perilous coast,
Lies the Babe, iii helplessness
And in tenderest nakedness,
Flung by labouring nature forth
Upon the mercies of the earth.
Can its eyes beseech ? — no more
Than the hands are free to implore:
Voice but serves for one brief cry;
Plaint was it ? or prophecy
Of sorrow that will surely come ?
Omen of man's grievous doom !
But, O Mother ! by the close
Duly granted to thy throes;
By the silent thanks, novv tending
Incense-like to Heaven, descending
Now to mingle and to move
With the gush of earthly love.
As a debt to that frail Creature,
Instrument of struggling Nature
For the blissful calm, the peace
Known but to this one release —
Can the pitying spirit doubt
That for human-kind springs out
From the penalty a seuse
Of more than mortal reeompenee ?
As a floating summer eloud,
Though of gorgeous drapery proud,
To the sim-burnt traveller,
Or the stooping labourer,
Oft-times makes its bounty known
By its shadow round him thrown;
So, by chequerings of sad cheer,
Heavenly Guardians, brooding near,
Of their presenoe tell — too bright
Haply for eorporeal sight !
Ministers of grace divine
Feelingly their brows incline
0'er this seeming Castaway
Breathing, in the light of day,
Something like the faintest breath
That has power to baffle death —
Beautiful, while very weakness
Captivates like passive meekness.
And, sweet Mother ! under warrant
Of the universal Parent,
Who repays in season due
Them who have, like thee, been true
To the filial chain let down
From his everlastiiig throne,
Angels hovering round thy couch,
With their softest whispers vouch,
That — whatever griefs may fret,
Gares entangle, sins beset,
This thy First-born, and with tears

lo

20

30

Stain her cheek in future years —
Heavenly succour, not denied
To the babe, whate'er betide,
Will to the woman be supplied !
Mother ! blest be thy calm ease;
60
Blest the starry promises, —
And the firmament benign
Hallowed be it, where they shine !
Yes, for them whose souls have scope
Ample for a wingèd hope.
And can earthward bend an ear
For needful listening, pledge is here,
That, if thy new-born Charge shall tread
In thy footsteps, and be led
By that other Guide, whose light
7c
Of manly virtues, mildly bright,
Gave him flrst the wished-for part
In thy gentle virgin heart;
Then, amid the storms of life
Presignified by that dread strife
Whence ye have escaped together,
She may look for serene weather;
In ali trials sure to find
Comfort for a faithful mind;
Kindlier issues, holier rest,
8c
Than even now await her prest,
Conscious Nursling, to thy breast!
THE WARNING

A SEQUEL TO THE FOREGOING
1833- 1835
These lines were composed during' the fevei
spread through the Nation hy the Reform Bill.
As the motives which led to this measure, and
the good or evil which has attended or has risen
it, will be duly appreciated by future
40- from
historians, there is no call for dwelling ou the
subject iu this place. I will content myself
with saying that the then condition of the
people's mind is not, in these verses, exaggerated.

50

List, the winds of March are blowing;
Her ground-flowers shrink, afraid of show«.
ing
Their meek heads to the nipping air,
Which ye feel not, happy pair !
Sunk into a kindly sleep.
We, meanwhile, our hope will keep;
And if Time leagued with adverse Change
(Too busy fear !) shall cross its range,
Whatsoever check they bring,

THE WARNING
Anxious duty hindering,
10
To like hope our prayers will cling.
Thus, while the ruminating spirit feeds
Upon the events of home as life proceeds,
AÍEeetions pure and holy in their source
Gain a fresh impidse, run a livelier course;
Hopes that within tlie rather's heart prevail,
Are in the experienced Grandsire's slow to
fail;
And if the harp pleased his gay youth, it
rings
To his grave toueh with no unready strings,
While thoughts press on, and feelings overflow,
20
And quick words round him fali like flakes
of snow.
Thanks to the Powers that yet maintain
their sway,
And have renewed the tributary Lay.
Truths of the heart flock in with eager
pace,
And Fancy greets them with a fond embrace;
Swift as the rising sun his beams extends
She shoots the tidings forth to distant
friends;
Their gifts she hails (deemed precious, as
they prove
For the unconscious Babe so prompt a
love !).
But from this peaceful centre of delight 30
Vague sympathies have urged her to take
flight:
Rapt into upper regions, like the bee
That sucks from mountain heath her honey
fee;
Or, like the warbling lark intent to shroud
His head in sviubeams or a bowery cloud,
She soars —• and here and there her pinions
rest
On proud towers, like this humble cottage,
blest
With a new visitant, an infant guest —
Towers where red streamers flout the breezy
sky
In pomp foreseen by her creative eye, 40
When feasts shall crowd the hall, and
steeple bells
Glad proclamation make, and heights and
delis
Catch the blithe music as it sinks and
swells,
And harboured ships, whose pride is on the
sea,

I
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Shall hoist their topmost flags in sign of
glee,
Honouring the hope of noble ancestry.
But who (though neither reckoning ills
assigned
By Nature, nor reviewing in the mind
The track that was, and is, and must be,
worn
49
With weary feet by ali of woman born) —
Shall now by sueh a gift with joy be moved,
Nor feel the fulness of that joy reproved ?
Not He, whose last faint memory wül
command
The truth that Britain was his native land;
Whose infant soul was tutored to coníide
In the eleansed faith for which her martyrs
died;
Whose boyish ear the voice of her renown
With rapture thrilled; whose Youth revered the crown
Of Saxon liberty that Alfred wore,
Alfred, dear Babe, thy great Progenitor ! 60
— Not He, who from her mellowed practice
drew
His social sense of just, and fair, and true;
And saw, thereafter, ou the soü of France
Rash Polity begin her maniac dance,
Foundations broken up, the deeps run wild,
Nor grieved to see (himself not unbeguiled) —
Woke from the dream, the dreamer to upbraid.
And leam how sanguine expectations fade
When novel trusts by folly are betrayed, —
To see Presumption, tuming pale, refrain 70
From further ha voe, but repent in vain, —
Good aims lie down, and perish in the road
Where guüt had urged them on with ceaseless goad,
Proofs thickening round her that on public
ends
Domestic virtue vitally depends,
That civic strife can turn the happiest
hearth
Into a grievous sore of self-tormenting
earth.
Can sueh a One, dear Babe! though
glad and proud
78
To welcome thee, repel the fears that crowd
Into his English breast, and spare to quake
Less for his own than for thy innocent sake ?
Too late — or, should the providence of
God
Lead, through dark ways by sin and sorrow
trod,
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Justice and peace to a secure abode,
Too soon — thou coin'st into this breathing
world;
Ensigns of mimic outrage are unfurled.
Who shall preserve or prop the tottering
Realm ?
What hand suffice to govern the state-helm ?
If. in the aims of men, the surest test
Of good or bad (whate'er be sought for or
profest)
90
Lie in the means required, or ways ordaiued,
For eompassing the end, else never gained;
Yet governors and govemed both are blind
To this plain truth, or fling it to the wind;
If to expedience principie must bow;
Past, future, shrinking up beneath the incumbent Now;
If cowardly concession still must feed
The thirst for power in meu who ne'er concede;
Nor turn aside, unless to shape a way
For domination at some riper day;
100
If generous Loyalty must staiid in awe
Of subtle Treason, in his mask of law,
Or with bravado insolent and hard,
Provoking punishment, to win reward;
If office help the factious to conspire,
And they who should extinguish, fan the
flre —
Then, will the sceptre be a straw, the crown
Sit loosely, like the tbistle's crest of down;
To be blown ofE at will, by Power that
spares it
In cunning patience, from the head that
wears it.
no
Lost people, trained to theoretic feud !
Lost above ali, ye labouring multitude !
Bewildered whether ye, by slanderous
tongues
Deceived, mistake calamities for wrongs;
And over fancied usurpations brood,
Oft snapping at revenge in sullen mood;
Or, from long stress of real injuries, fly
To desperation for a remedy;
In bursts of outrage spread your judgments
wide,
And to your wrath cry out, " Be thou our
guide;"
120
Or, bound by oaths, come forth to tread
earth's floor
In marshalled thousands, darkening street
and moor
With the worst shape mock-patience ever
wore;

Or, to the giddy top of self-esteem
By Flatterers carried, mount into a dream
Of boundless sufírage, at whose sage behest
Justice shall rule, disorder be supprest.
And every man sit down as Plenty's Guest!
— Oh for a bridle bitted with remorse
To stop your Leaders in their headstrong
course!
,30
Oh may the Almighty scatter with his grace
These mists, and lead you to a safer place,
By paths no human wisdom cau foretrace !
May He pour round you, from worlds far
above
Man's feverish passions, his pure light of
love,
That quietly restores the natural mien
To hope, and makes truth willing to be seen !
Else shall your blood-stained hands in
frenzy reap
Fields gaily sown when promises were
cheap.—
Why is the Past belied with wicked art, 140
The Future made to play so false a part,
Among a people famed for strength of
mind,
Foremost in freedom, noblest of mankind ?
We act as it we joyed in the sad tune
Storms make in rising, valued in the moon
Nought but her changes. Thus, ungrateful Nation!
If thou persist, and scorning moderation,
Spread for thyself the snares of tribulation,
Whom, then, shall meekness guard ? What
saving skill
Lie in forbearance, streneth in standine
still?
,50
— Soon shall the widow (for the speed of
Time
Nought equals when the hours are winged
with crime)
Widow, or wife, implore on tremulous knee,
From him who judged her lord, a like
decree;
The skies will weep o'er old men desolate:
Ye little-ones! Earth shudders at your
fate,
Outeasts and homeless orphans
But turn, my Soul, and from the sleeping
pair
Learn thou the beauty of omniscient care !
Be strong in faith, bid anxious thoughts
lie still;
i6a
Seek for the good and cherish it — the iU
Oppose, or bear with a submissive will.

(BY THE SEASIDE)
«IF THIS GREAT WORLD OF
JOY AND PAIN"
1833- 1835
Ip this great world of joy and pain
Revolve in one sure track;
If freedom, set, will rise again,
And virtue, flown, come back;
Woe to the purblind crew who fill
The heart with each day's care;
Nor gain, from past or future, skill
To bear, and to forbear !
ON A HIGH PART OF THE
COAST OF CUMBERLAND
Easter Sunday, April 7
THE author's sixty-third birthday
1833- 1835
The Unes were composed on the road hetween
Mopesby and Whitehaven "while I "was on a
viait to my sen, then rector of the former place.
ThÍ3 and some other Vcluntaries originated in
the concluding^ lines of the last paragraph of
this põem. With this coast I have beeu familiar from my earliest childhood, and remember
being struck for the first time by the town and
port of Whitehaven, and the "white ^aves
breaking against its qnays and piers, as the
■whole came into view from the top of the high
ground down which the road (it has since been
altered) then descended abruptly. My sister,
when she first heard the voice of the sea from
this point, and beheld the scene spread before
her, burst into tears. Our family then lived at
Coekermouth, and this faet "was often mentioned among us as indicating the sensibility
for which she was so remarkable.
The Sun, that seemed so mildly to retire,
Flung back from distant climes a streaming
fira,
Whose blaze is now subdued to tender
gleams,
Prelude of nighfs approach with soothing
dreams.
Look round; — of ali the clouds not one is
moving;
'Tis the still hour of thinking, feeling,
loving.
Silent, and stedfast as the vaulted sky,
The boundless plain of waters seems to
lie: —
Comes that low sound from breezes rustling
o'er

Tlie grass-crowned headland that conceals
the shore ?
No; 'tis the earth-voice of the mighty sea,
Whispering how meek and gentle he can be I
Thou Power supreme ! who, arming to
rebuke
Ofíenders, dost put off the gracious look.
And clothe thyself with terrors like the
flood
Of ocean roused into its flercest mood,
Whatever discipline thy Will ordain
For the brief course that must for me remain;
Teach me with quick-eared spirit to rejoice
In admonitions of thy softest voice !
Whate'er the path these mortal feet may
trace,
Breathe through my soul the blessing of
thy grace,
Glad, through a perfect love, a faith sineere
Drawn from the wisdom that begins with
fear,
Glad to expand; and, for a season, free
From flnite cares, to rest absorbed in Thee !
(BY THE SEASIDE)
1833. 1835
The sun is couehed, the sea-fowl gone to
rest.
And the wild storm hath somewhere found
a nest;
Air slumbers — wave with wave no longer
strives,
Only a heaving of the deep survives,
A tell-tale motion ! soon will it be laid,
And by the tide alone the water swayed.
Stealthy withdrawings, interminglings mild
Of light with shade in beauty reconciled —
Suoh is the prospect far as sight can range,
The soothing recompence, the welcome
change.
10
Where, now, the ships that drove before
the blast,
Threatened by angry breakers as they
passed;
And by a train of flying clouds bemocked;
Or, in the hollow surge, at anchor rocked
As on a bed of death ? Some lodge in
peace,
Saved by His care who bade the tempest
cease;
And some, too heedless of past danger,
court
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Fresh gales to waft them to the far-oif port.
But near, cr hanging sea and sky between,
Not one of ali those wingèd powers is seen,
Seen iu her course, nor 'mid this quiet
heard;
21
Yet oh ! how gladly would the air be stirred
By some acknowledgment of thanks and
praise,
Soft in its temper as those vesper lays
Sung to the Virgin while aceordant oars
Urge the slow bark along Calabrian shores;
A sea-born service through the mountains
felt
Till into one loved vision ali things melt:

Or like those hymns that soothe with graver
sound
The gulfy coast of Norway iron-bound; 30
And, from the wide and open Baltie, riae
With punotual eare, Lutherian harmonies.
Hnsh, not a voice is here ! but why repine,
Now when the star of eve comes forth to
shine
On British waters with that look benign ?
Ye mariners, that plough your onward way,
Or in the haven rest, or sheltering bay,
May silent thanks at least to God be given
With a full heart; " our thoughts are heard
in heaven."

POEMS
COMPOSED OR SUGGESTED DURING A TOUR IN THE SUMMER
OF 1833
My companions were H. C. Robinson and my son John.
Having been prevented by the lateness of the season, in 1831, from yisiting Staffa and lona,
the author made these the principal objects of a short tour in the summer of 1833, of which the
following series of poems is a Memorial. The course pursued was down the Cumberland river
Derwent, and to Whitehaven; thence (by the Isle of Man, where a few days were passed) up the
Frith of Clyde to Qreenock, then to Oban, Staffa, lona; and back towards England, by Locb
Awe, Inverary, Loch Goil-head, Greenock, and through parts of líenfrewshire, Ayrshiré, and
Dumfriesshire to Garlisle, and thence up the river Eden, and homewards by Ullswater.
I
1833. 1835
Adieü, Rydalian Laurels ! that have grown
And spread as if ye knew that days might
come
When ye would shelter içi a happy home,
On this fair Mount, a Poet of your own,
One who ne'er ventured for a Delphio crown
To sue the God; but, haunting your green
shade
Ali seasons through, is humbly pleased to
braid
Ground-flowers, beneath your guardianship,
self-sown.
Farewell! no Minstrels now with harp newstrung
For summer wandering quit their household bowers;
Yet not for this wants Poesy a tongue
To cheer the Itinerant on whom she pours
Her spirit, while he crosses lonely moors,
Or musing sits forsaken halls among.

II
1833. 1835
Why should the Enthusiast, journeying
through this Isle
Repine as if his hour were come too late ?
Not unprotected in her mouldering state,
Antiquity salutes him with a smile,
'Mid fruitful fields that ring with jocund
toil,
And pleasure-grounds where Taste, refined
Co-mate
Of Truth and Beauty, strives to imitate,
Far as she may, primeval Nature's style.
Fair land ! by Time's parental love made
free,
By Social Order's watchful arms embraced;
With unexampled union meet in thee,
For eye and mind, the present and the
past;
With golden prospect for futurity,
If that be reverenced which ought to last.
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III
1833. 1835
They called Thee Merry England, in
old time;
A happy people won for thee that name
With envy heard in many a distant clime;
And, spite of change, for me thou keep'st
the same
Endearing title, a responsive chime
To the heart's fond belief; though some
there are
Whose sterner judgments deem that word
a snare
For inattentive Fancy, Uke the lime
Which foolish birds are caught with. Can,
I ask,
This face of rural beauty be a mask
For disoontent, and poverty, and crime;
These spreading towns a cloak for lawless
will ?
Forbid it, Heaven ! — and Merry EngLAND still
Shall be thy rightful name, in prose and
rhyme !

V
IN SIGHT OF THE TOWN OF
COCKERMOUTH
1833. 1835
Where the Author waa bom, and hia Father'3
remains are laid.
A POINT of life between my Parent's dust,
And yours, my buried Little-ones ! am I;
And to those graves looking habitually
In kindred quiet I repose my trust.
Death to the innoeent is more than just,
And, to the sinner, mercifully bent;
So may I hope, if truly I repent
And meekly bear the ills whioh bear I
must:
And You, my Offspring! that do still remain,
Yet may outstrip me in the appointed race,
If e'er, through fault of mine, in mutual
pain
We breathed together for a moment's space,
The wrong, by love provoked, let love
arraign,
And only love keep in your hearts a place.

IV
TO THE RIVER GRETA, NEAR
KESWICK
1833. 1835
Greta, what fearful listening ! when huge
stones
Rumble along thy bed, block after block:
Or, whirling with reiterated shock,
Combat, while darkness aggravates the
groans:
But if thou (like Coeytus from the moans
Heard on his rueful margin) thenee wert
named
The Mottrner, thy true nature was defamed,
And the habitual murmur that atones
For thy worst rage, forgotten. Oft as
Spring
Decks, on thy sinuous banks, her thousand
thrones
Seats of glad instinot and love's carolling,
The concert, for the happy, then may vie
With liveliest peals of birth-day harmony:
To a grieved heart, the notes are benisons.

VI
ADDRESS FROM THE SPIRIT
OF COCKERMOUTH CASTLE
1833- 1835
" Thou look'st upon me, and dost fondly
think,
Poet! that, stricken as both are by years,
We, differing once so much, are now Compeers,
Prepared, when each has stood his time, to
sink
Into the dust. Erewhile a stemer link
United us; when thou, in boyish play,
Entering my dungeon, didst beeome a prey
To soul-appalling darkness. Not a blink
Of light was there; — and thus did I, thy
Tutor,
Make thy young thoughts acquainted with
the grave;
While thou wert chasing the winged butterfly
Through my green courts; or climbing, a
bold suitor,
Up to the flowers whose golden progeny
Still round my shattered brow in beauty
wave."

7o8
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VII
NUN'S WELL, BRIGHAM
1833. 1835
So named from the religious House which
stood dose by. I have rather an odd anecdote
to relate of the ]Síun's Well. One day the landlady of a publie-house, a íield's length from the
well, on the road side, said to me — " You have
been to see the Nun's Well, Sir?" — "The
Nun's Well! what is that ? " said the Postman,
who in his royal livery stopt his mail-ear at
the doer. The landlady and I explained to him
what the name meant, and what sort of people
the nuns were. A countryman who was standing by, rather tipsy, stammered out— " Aye,
those nuns were good people; they are gone;
but we shall soon have them back agaiu." The
Keform mania was just then at its height.
The eattie crowding round this beverage
clear
To slake their thirst, with reckless hoofs
have trod
The encircling turf into a barren clod;
Through whieh the waters creep, then disappear,
Born to be lost in Derwent flowing near;
Yet, o'er the brink, and round the limestone cell
Of the piire spring (they call it the " Nun's
Well,"
Name that first struck by chance my startled
ear)
A tender Spirit broods — the pensive Shade
Of ritual honours to this Fountain paid
By hooded Votaresses with saintly cheer;
Albeit oft the Virgin-mother mild
Looked down with pity upon eyes beguiled
Into the shedding of " too soft a tear."
VIII
TO A FRIEND
ON THE BANKS OF THE DERWENT
1833- 1835
My son John, who was then building a parsonage on his small living at Brigham.
Pastor and Patriot! — at wbose bidding
rise
These modest walls, amid a flock that need,
For one who comes to watch them and to
feed,

A fixed Abode — keep down presageful
sighs.
Threats, which the unthinking only can despise,
Perplex the Church; but be thou flrm, —
be true
To thy first hope, and this good work pursue,
Poor as thou art. A welcome sacriflice
Dost Thou prepare, whose sign will be the
smoke
Of thy new hearth; and sooner shall its
wreaths,
Mounting while earth her morning incense
breathes,
From wandering fiends of air receive a
yoke,
And straightway cease to aspire, than God
disdain
This liumble tribute as ill-timed or vain.
IX
MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS
LANDING AT THE MOUTH OF THE DERWENT, WORKINGTON
1833. 1835
I will mention for the sake of the friend who
is writing down these notes, that it was among
the fine Scoteh firs near Ambleside, and particularly those near Green Bank, that I have over
and over again paused at the sight of this image.
Long may they stand to afBord a like gratification to others ! — This wish is not unealled for,
several of their brethren having already disappeared.
Dear to the Loves, and to the Graces
Yowed,
The Queen drew back the wimple that she
wore;
And to the throng, that on the Cumbrian
shore
Her landing hailed, how touchingly she
bowed !
And like a Star (that, from a heavy cloud
Of pine-tree foliage poised in air, forth
darts,
When a soft summer gale at evening parts
The gloom that did its loveliness enshroud)
She smiled; but Time, the old Saturnian
seer,
Sighed on the wing as her foot pressed the
strand,
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With step prelusive to a long array
Of woes and degradations hand in haud
Weeping oaptivity, and shuddering fear
Stilled by the ensanguined block of Fotheringay !
X
STANZAS SUGGESTED IN A
STEAMBOAT OFF SAINT BEES'
HEADS, ON THE COAST OF
CUMBERLAND
1833. 1835
If Life were slumber on a bed of down,
Toil unimposed, vicissitude unknown,
Sad were our lot: no hunter of the hare
Exults like him whose javelin from the lair
Has roused the lion; no one plucks the rose,
Whose profBered beauty in safe shelter
blows
'Mid a trim garden's summer luxuries,
With joy like his who climbs, on hands and
knees,
For some rare plant, yon Headland of St.
Bees.
This independence upon oar and sail,
lo
This new indiíference to breeze or gale,
This straight-lined progress, furrowing a
flat lea,
And regular as if locked in eertainty —
Depress the hours. Up, Spirit of the
storm !
That Courage may flnd something to perform;
That Fortitude, whose blood disdaius to
freeze
At Danger's bidding, may confront the
seas,
Firm as the towering Headlands of St.
Bees.
Dread clifE of Baruth ! tJiat wild wish may
sleep,
Bold as if men and creatures of the Deep
Breathed the same element; too many
wrecks
21
Have struck thy sides, too many ghastly
decks
Hast thou looked down upon, that suoh a
thought
Should here be welcome, and in verse enwrought:

'!
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With thy stern aspect better far agrees
ütterance of thanks that we have past with
ease,
As millions thus shall do, the Headlands of
St. Bees.
Yet, while each useful Art augments her
store,
What boots the gain if Nature should lose
more ?
And Wisdom, as she holds a Christian
place
30
In man's intelligence sublimed by graee ?
When Bega sought of yore the Cumbrian
coast,
Tempestuous winds her holy errand crossed:
She ícnelt in prayer—the waves their wrath
appease;
And, from her vow well weighed in Heaven's deerees.
Rose, where she touched the strand, the
Chantry of St. Bees.
" Cruel of heart were they, bloody of
hand,"
Who in these Wilds then struggled for
command;
The strong were merciless, without hope
the weak;
Till this bright Stranger came, fair as daybreak,
40
And as a cresset true that darts its length
Of beamy lustre from a tower of strength;
Guiding the mariner through troubled
seas.
And cheering oft his peaoeful reveries,
Like the fixed Light that crowns yon Headland of St. Bees.
To aid the Votaress, miracles believed
Wrought in men'3 minds, like miracles
achieved;
So piety took root; and Song might tell
What himianizing virtues near her cell
Sprang up, and spread their fragrance wide
around;
50
How savage bosoms melted at the sound
Of gospel-truth enchained in harmonies
Wafted o'er waves, or creeping through
dose trees,
From her religious Mansion of St. Bees.
When her sweet Voice, that instrument of
love,
Was glorifled, and took its plaoe, above

7IO
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The silent stars, among the angelio quire,
Her chantry blazed with sacrilegious fire,
And perished utterly ; but her good
deeds
Had sown the spot, that witnessed them,
with seeds
60
Which lay in earth expectant, till a breeze
With quickening impulse answered their
mute pleas,
And Io ! a statelier pile, the Abbey of St.
Bees.
There are the naked clothed, the hungry
fed;
And Charity extendeth to the dead
Her intercessions made for the soul's rest
Of tardy .penitents; or for the best
Among the good (when love might else have
slept,
Sickened, or díed) in pious memory kept.
Thanks to the austere and simple Devotees,
70
Who, to that service bomid by venial
fees,
Keep watch before the altars of St. Bees.
Are not, in sooth, their Requiem's sacred
ties
Woven out of passion's sharpest agonies,
Subdued, composed, and formalized by
art,
To fix a wiser sorrow in the heart ?
The prayer for them whose hour is past
away
Says to the Living, profit while ye may !
A little part, and that the worst, he sees
Who thinks that priestly cunning holds the
keys
80
That best milock the secrets of St. Bees.
Conscienee, the timid being's inmost light,
Hope of the dawn and solace of the
night,
Cheers these Recluses with a steady ray
In many an hour when judgment goes
astray.
Ah ! scorn not hastily their rule who try
Earth to despise, and flesh to mortify;
Consume with zeal, in wingèd ectasies
Of prayer and praise forget their rosaries,
Nor hear the loudest surges of St. Bees. 90
Yet none so prompt to succour and protect
The forlom traveller, or sailor wrecked

On the bare coast; nor do they grudge the
boon
Which stafE and cockle hat and sandal
shoon
Claim for the pilgrim; and, though chidings sharp
May sometimes greet the strolling minstreVs harp,
It is not then when, swept with sportive
ease,
It charms a feast-day throng of ali degrees,
Brightening the archway of revered St.
Bees.
How did the cliffs and echoing hills rejoÍC6
100
What time the Benedictine Brethren's
voice,
Imploring, or commanding with meet pride,
Summoned the Chiefs to lay their feuds
aside.
And under one blest ensign serve the
Lord
In Palestine. Advance, indignant Sword !
Flaming till thou from Panym hands release
That Tomb, dread centre of ali sanetities
Nursed in the quiet Abbey of St. Bees.
But look we now to them whose minds
from far
Follow the fortunes which they may not
share.
no
While in Judea Fancy loves to roam,
She helps to make a Holy-land at home:
The Star of Bethlehem from its sphere invites
To sound the crystal depth of maiden
rights;
And wedded Life, through scriptural mysteries,
Heavenward ascends with ali her charities,
Taught by the hooded Celibates of St.
Bees.
Nor be it e'er forgotten how, by skill
Of cloistered Architects, free their souls to
fill
With love of God, throughout the Land
were raised
120
Churches, on whose symbolic beauty gazed
Peasant and mail-clad Chief with pious
awe;
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As at this day men seeing what they saw,
Or the bare wreek of faith's solemnities,
Aspire to more than earthly destinies;
Witness yon Pile that greets us from St.
Bees.
Yet more; around those Churches, gathered
Towns
Safe from the feudal Castle's haughty
f rowns;
Peaceful abodes, where Justice might uphold
Her scales with even hand, and culture
mould
130
The heart to pity, train the mind in care
For rules of life, sound as the Time could
bear.
Nor dost thou fail, thro' abject love of
ease,
Or hindrance raised by sordid purposes,
To bear thy part in this good work, St.
Bees.
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Alas ! the Genius of our age, from Sehools
Less humble, dxaws her lessons, aims, and
rules.
To Prowess guided by her insight keen
Matter and Spirit are as one Machine;
Boastful Idolatress of formal skill
She in her own would merge the eternal
will:
Better, if Reason's triimiphs match with
these,
160
Her ílight before the bold credulities
That furthered the first teaching of St.
Bees.

Who with the ploughshare clove the barren
moors,
And to green meadows changed the swampy
shores ?
Thinned the rank woods; and for the cheerful grange
Made room, where wolf and boar were used
to range ?
Who taught, and showed by deeds, that
gentler chains
140
Should bind the vassal to his lord's domains ? —
The thoughtful Monks, intent their 6od to
please,
For Christ's dear sake, by human sympathies
Poured from the bosom of thy Church, St.
Bees !

XI
IN THE CHANNEL, BETWEEN
THE COAST OF CUMBERLAND
AND THE ISLE OF MAN
1833. 1835
Ranging the heights of Scawfell or Blackcomb,
In his lone eourse the Shepherd oft will
pause,
And strive to fathom the mysterious laws
By which the clouds, arrayed in light or
gloom,
On Mona settle, and the shapes assume
Of ali her peaks and ridges. What he
draws
From sense, faith, reason, fancy, of the
cause,
He will take with him to the silent tomb.
Or, by his flre, a child upon his knee,
Haply the untaught Phüosopher may speak
Of the strange sight, nor hide his theory
That satisfies the simple and the meek,
Blest in their pious ignorance, though
weak
To cope with Sages undevoutly free.

But ali availed not; by a mandate given
Through lawless will the Brotherhood was
driven
Forth from their cells; their ancient House
laid low
In Reformation's sweeping overthrow.
But now onee more the local Heart revives,
The inextinguishable Spirit strives.
150
Oh may that Power who hushed the stormy
seas,
And cleared a way for the first Votaries,
Prosper the new-born College of St. Bees !

XII
AT SEA OFF THE ISLE OF MAN
1833. 1835
Bold words affirmed, in days when faith
was strong
And doubts and scruples seldom teased the
brain,
That no adventurer's bark had power to gain
These shores if he approached them bent
on wrong;
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For, suddenly up-conjured froni the Maiii,
Mists rose to hide the Land — that seareh,
though long
And eager, might be still pursued in vaiii.
O Faney, what an age was that for song !
That age, when not by laws inanimate,
As men believed, the waters were iinpelled,
The air controlled, the stars their courses
held;
But element and orb on acts did wait
Of Powers endued with visible form, instinct
With will, and to their work by passion
linked.

Blest work it is of love and innoeence,
A Tower of refuge built for the else forlorn.
Spare it, ye waves, and lift the mariner,
Struggling for life, into its saving arms !
Spare, too, the human helpers ! Do they
stir
'Mid your íierce shock like men afraid to
die ?
No; their dread service nerves the heart it
warms.
And they are led by noble Hillary.
XV
BY THE SEASHORE, ISLE OF
MAN

XIII
1833. 1835
Desire we past illusions to reeall ?
To reinstate wild Faney, would we hide
Truths whose thick veil Science has drawn
aside ?
No, — let this Age, high as she may, instai
In her esteem the thirst that wrought man's
fali,
The universe is infinitely wide;
And conqnering Reason, if self-glorified,
Can nowhere move uncrossed by some new
wall
Or gulf of mystery, which thou alone,
Imaginative Faith ! canst overleap,
In progress toward the fount of Love, —
the throne
Of Power whose ministers the records keep
Of periods fixed, and laws established, less
Flesh to exalt than prove its nothingness.

1833- 1835
Why stand we gaziiig on the sparkling
Brine,
With wonder smit by its transparency.
And all-enraptured with its purity ? —
Because the unstained, the clear, the crystalline,
Have ever in them something of benign;
Whether in gem, in water, or in sky,
A sleeping infanfs brow, or wakeful eye
Of a young maiden, only not divine.
Scarcely the hand forbears to dip its palm
For beverage drawn as from a mountainwell;
Temptation centres in the liquid Calm;
Our daily raiment seems no obstacle
To instantaneous plunging in, deep Sea !
And revelling in long embrace with thee.

XIV
ON ENTERING DOUGLAS BAY,
ISLE OF MAN
1833- 1835
" Dignum laude virum Musa vetat mori.'*
The feudal Keep, the bastions of Cohorn,
Even when they rose to check or to repel
Tides of aggressive war, oft served as
well
Greedy ambition, armed to treat with
scorn
Just limits; but yon Tower, whose smiles
adorn
This perilous bay, stands clear of ali off ence;

XVI
ISLE OF MAN
1833. 1835
My son William is here tlie person alluded
to as saving the life of the youthj and the circumstances were as mentioned in the Sonnet.
A YOUTH too certain of his power to wade
On the smooth bottom of this clear bright
sea,
To sight so shallow, with a bather's glee
Leapt from this rock, and but for timely aid
He, by the alluring element betrayed,
Had perished. Then might Sea-nymphs
(and with sighs

COMPOSED OR SUGGESTED DURING A TOUR IN 1833

713

Of self-reproach) have chanted elegies
Bewailing his sad fate, wheu he was laid
In peaceful earth: for, doubtless, he was
frank,
Utterly in himself devoid of guile;
Knew not the double-dealing of a smile;
Nor aiight that makes men's promises a
blank,
Or deadiy snare: and He survives to bless
The Power that saved him in his strange
distress.

Year after year I strove, but strove in vain,
And hardsliips manifold did I endure,
For Fortune on me never deigned to smile;
Yet I at last a resting-place have found,
With jnst enough life's comforts to procure,
In a snug Cova on this our favoured Isle,
A peaceful spot where Nature's gifts
abound;
Then sure I have no reason to complain,
Though poor to Sea I went, and poor I
still remain.

XVII
ISLE OF MAN
1833. 1835
Did pangs of grief for lenient time too
keen,
Grief that devouring waves had caused, or
guilt
Whieh they had witnessed — sway the man
who built
This Homestead, placed where nothing
could be seen,
Nought heard, of oeean troubled or serene ?
A tired Ship-soldier on paternal land,
That o'er the channel holds august command,
The dwelling raised, — a veteran Marine.
He, in disgust, turned from the neighbonring sea
To shun the memory of a listiess life
That hung between two callings. May no
strife
More hurtful here beset him, doomed
though free,
Self-doomed, to worse inaction, till his eye
Shrink from the daily sight of earth and
sky 1

XIX
AT BALA-SALA, ISLE OF MAN
1833. 1835
Supposed to be written by a friend (Mr.
Cookson) who died there a few years after.
Bkoken in fortune, but in mind entire
And sound in principie, I seek repose
Where ancient trees this convent-pUe enclose,
In ruiu beautiful. When vain desire
Intrudes on peace, I pray the etemal Sire
To east a soul-subduing shade on me,
A grey-haired, pensive, thankful Refugee;
A shade — but with some sparks of heavenly flre
Once to these cells vouohsafed. And when
I note
The old Tower's brow yellowed as with the
beams
Of sunset ever there, albeit streams
Of stormy weather-stains that semblanoe
wrought,
I thank the silent Monitor, and say
" Shine so, my aged brow, at ali hours of
the day !"

XVIII
BY A RETIRED MARINER, H. H.
Mrs. \Vordsworth's Brother Henry.
1833. 1835
From early yonth I plonghed the restiess
Main,
My mind as restiess and as apt to change;
Through every clime and ocean did I range,
In hope at length a competence to gain;
For poor to Sea I went, and poor I still
remain.

XX
TYNWALD HILL
1833- 1835
Mr. Kobinson and I walked the greater part
of the way from Castle-town to Piei, and
stopped some time at Tynwald Hill. One of
my companions was an elderly man, -who in a
muddy way (for he was tipsy) explained and
answered, as far as he could, my enquiries
about this place and the ceremonies held here.
I found more agreeable company in some littie
children; one of whom, upon my request, re»
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cited the Lord's Prayer to me, and 1 helped
XXII
her to a clearer understandíng of it as well as
I could; but I was not at ali satisâed with my IN THE FRITH OF CLYDE, AILSA
CRAG
own part; hers was much better done, and I
am persuaded that, like other children, she DURING AN ECLIPSE OF THE SUN, JULY 17
knew more about it than she was able to ex«
press, especially to a stranger.
1833. 1835
Once on the top of Tynwald's formal
The morning of the eclipse was ezquisitely
mound
beautiful while we passed the Crag as described
(Still marked with green turf circles nar- in the Sonnet. On the deck of the steamboat
ro wing
were several persons of the poorand labouring
Stage above stage) would sit this Island's class, and I could not but be struck by their
cheerf ul talk with each other, while not one of
King,
The laws to promulgate, enrobed and them seemed to notice the magnificent objects
with which we were surrounded; and even the
crowned:
of the eclipse attracted but little
While, compassing the little mount around, phenomenon
their attention. Was it right not to regret
Degrees and Orders stood, each under each: of
this ? They appeared to me, however, so much
Now, like to things within fate's easiest alive in their own minds to their own concerns
reach
that I could not look upon it as a misfortune
The power is merged, the pomp a grave that they had little perception for such
has fouud.
pleasures as cannot be cultivated without ease
0£E with you eloud, old Snafell! that thine and leisure. Yet if one surveys life in ali its
duties and relations, such ease and leisure will
eye
Over three Realms may take its widest not be found so enviable a privilege as it may
at first appear. Natural Philosophy, Painting,
range;
Poetry, and refiued taste, are no doubt
And let, for them, thy f ountains utter strange ! and
great
acquisitions to society; but among those
Voices, thy winds break forth in propheey, who dedicate
themselves to such pursuits it is
If the whole State must suíf er mortal change : to be feared that few are as happy, and as conLike Mona's miniature of sovereignty.
] sistent in the management of their lives, as the
class of persons who at that time led me into
j this course of reflection. I do not mean by this
XXI
: to be understood to derogate from intellectual
I pursuits, for that would be monstrous: I say it
1833-1835
I in deep gratitude for this compensation to those
cares are limited to the necessities of
Despokd who will — I heard a voice ex- ' whose
daily life. Among them, self-tormentors, so
claim,
numerous in the higher classes of society, are
" Though fierce the assault, and shattered rare.
the defence,
SiNCE risen from ocean, ocean to defy,
It cannot be that Britain's social frame,
The glorious work of time and providence, Appeared the crag of Ailsa, ne'er did morn
With gleaming lights more gracefully adorn
Before a flying season's rash pretence,
Should fali; that She, whose virtue put to His sides, or wreathe with mist his forehead
high:
shame,
When Europe prostrate lay, the Con- Now, faintly darkening with the sun's
queror's aim,
eclipse,
Should perish, self-subverted. Black and Still is he seen, in lone sublimity,
Towering above the sea and little ships;
dense
The eloud is; but brings that a day of doom For dwarfs the tallest seem while sailing by,
Each for her haven; with her freight of '
To Liberty ? Her sun is up the while,
Care,
That orb whose beams round Saxon Alfred
Pleasure, or Grief, and Toil that seldom
shone:
looks
Then laugh, ye innocent Vales ! ye Streams,
Into the secret of to-morrow's fare;
sweep on,
Nor let one billow of our heaven-blest Isle Though poor, yet rich, without the wealth
of books.
Toss in the fanning wind a humbler plimie."
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Or aught that watchful Love to Nature owes
For her mute Powers, fixed Forms, or
transient Shows.
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An Eagle that could neither wail nor soar.
Effigy of the Vanished — (shall I dare
To call thee so ?) or symbol of fierce deeds
And of the towering courage which past
times
Rejoiced in—take, whate'er thou be,a sharè,
Not undeserved, of the memorial rhymes
That animate my way where'er it leads !

XXIII
ON THE FRITH OF CLYDE
IN A STEAMBOAT
1833- 1835
The mountain outline on the north of tliis
island, as seen from the Frith of Clyde, is much
the finest I have ever noticed in Scotland or
elsewhere.
Arran ! a single-crested TenerifEe,
A St. Helena next — in shape and hue,
Varying her crowded peaks and ridges blue;
Who but must covet a cloud-seat, or skifB
Built for the air, or wingèd HippogriÊf ?
That he might fly, where no one could
pursue,
From this dull Monster and her sooty crew;
And, as a God, light on thy topmost cliff.
Impotent wish ! which reason would despise
If the mind knew no union of extremes,
No natural bond between the boldest
schemes,
Ambition frames, and heart-humilities.
Beneath stem mountains many a soft vale
lies.
And lofty springs give birth to lowly
streams.

XXV
THE DUNOLLY EAGLE
1833. 1835
Not to the clouds, not to the cliff, he flew;
But when a storm, on sea or mountain bred,
Came and delivered him, alone he sped
Into the castle-dimgeou's darkest mew.
Now, near his master's house in open view
He dwells, and hears indignant tempests
howl,
Kennelled and ehained. Ye tame domestic
fowl,
Beware of him ! Thou, sauey coekatoo,
Look to thy plumage and thy life ! —- The
roe,
Fleet as the west wind, is for him no quarry;
Balariced in ether he will never tarry,
Eyeing the sea's blue depths. Poor Bird !
even so
Doth man of brother man a creature make
That clings to slavery for its own sad sake.

XXIV
ON REVISITING DUNOLLY
CASTLE
1833. 1835
See former series, " Tarrow Bevisited," etc.,
p. 685.
The captive Bird was gone; — to clifE or
moor
Perchanee had flown, delivered by the
storm;
Or he had pined, and sunk to feed the
worm:
Him found we not: but, elimbing a tall
tower,
There saw, impaved with rude fidelity
Of art mosaie, in a roofless floor,
An Eagle with stretohed wings, but beamless eye —

XXVI
WRITTEN IN A BLANK LEAF OF
MACPHERSON'S OSSIAN
1824. 1827
The Terses —
" Or strayed
From hope and promise, eelf-betrayed,"
were, I am sorry to say, suggested from apprehensions of the fate of my friend, H. C., the
subject of the verses addressed to " H. C. when
six years old." The piece to " Memory " arose
out of similar feelings.
Oft have I caught, upon a fitful breeze,
Fragments of far-off melodies,
With ear not coveting the whole,
A part so charmed the pensive soul.
While a dark storm before my sight
Was yielding, on a mountain height
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Loose vapours have I watclied, that won
Prismatic eolours from the sun;
Nor felt a wish thát heaven would show
The image of its perfect bow.
10
What need, then, of these finished Stralus ?
Away witli oounterfeit Remains !
Au abbey in its lone recess,
A temple of the wilderness,
Wrecks though they be, announoe with
feeling
The majesty of honest dealing.
Spirit of Ossian ! if imbound
In language thou may'st yet be found,
If aught (intrusted to the pen
Or floating on the tongues of meti,
jo
Albeit shattered and impaired)
Subsist thy dignity to guard,
In concert with memorial claim
Of old grey stone, and high-born name
That eleaves to rook or pillared cave
Where moans the blast, or beats the wave,
Let Truth, stern arbitress of ali,
Interpret that Original,
And for presnmptuous wrongs atone; —
Autheutie words be given, or none !
30
Time is not blind; — yet He, who spares
Pyramid pointing to the stars,
Hath preyed with ruthless appetite
On ali that marked the primai ílight
Of the poetic ecstasy
Into the land of mystery.
No tongue is able to rehearse
One measure, Orpheus ! of thy verse;
Mus®us, stationed with his lyre
Supreme among the Elysian quire,
40
Is, for the dwellers npon earth,
Mute as a lark ere morning's birth.
Why grieve for these, though past away
The music, and extinet the lay ?
When thousands, by severer doom,
Full early to the silent tomb
Have smik, at Nature's call; or strayed
From hope and promise, self-betrayed;
The garland withering on their brows;
Stung with remorse for broken vows; 50
Frantic — else how might they rejoice ?
And friendless, by their own sad choice !
Hail, Bards of mightier grasp ! on you
I ehiefly call, the ehosen Few,
Who cast not ofE the aoknowledged guide,
Who faltered not, nor turned aside;
Whose lofty genius could survive
Privation, under sorrow thrive;
In whom the fiery Muse revered
The symbol of a snow-white beard,
60

Bedewed with meditativo tears
Dropped from the lenient cloud of years.
Brothers in soul! though distant times
Produced you nursed in various climes,
Ye, when the orb of life had waned,
A plenitude of love retained:
Henoe, while in you each sad regret
By corresponding hope was met,
Ye lingered among human küid,
Sweet voices for the passing wind,
70
Departing sunbeams, loth to stop,
Though smiling on the last hill top !
Such to the tender-hearted maid
Even ere her joys begin to fade;
Sueh, haply, to the rugged chief
By fortune erushed, or tamed by grief;
Appears, on Morven's lonely shore,
Dim-gleaming through imperfeet lore,
The Son of Fingal; such was blind
Mseonides of ampler mind;
80
Such Milton, to the fountain head
Of glory by ürania led !
XXVII
CAVE OF STAFFA
1833. 1835
We saw, but surely, in the motley crowd,
Not One of us has felt the far-famed sight;
How could we feel it ? each the other's blight,
Hurried and hurrying, volatile and loud.
O for those motions only that invite
The Ghost of Fingal to his tuueful Cave
' By the breeze entered, and wave after wave
[ Softly embosoming the timid light!
And by one Votary who at wUl might stand
Gazing and take into his mind and heart,
With undistracted reverence, the efEect
Of those proportious where the almighty
hand
That made the worlds, the sovereign Architect,
Has deigned to work as if with human Art!
XXVIII
CAVE OF STAFFA
AFTER THE CROWD HAD DEPARTED
1833- 1835
Thanks for the lessons of tMs Spot — fit
school
For the presumptuous thoughts that would
assígn
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Mechaiiic laws to agency divine;
And, measuring heaven by earth, would
overrule
Infinite Power. The pillared vestibule,
Expanding yet precise, tiie roof embowed,
Might seem desigiied to humble man, when
proud
Of his best workmanship by plan and tool.
Down-bearing with his whole Atlantic weight
Of tide and tempest on the Structure's base,
And flashing to that Strueture's topmost
height,
Ocean has proved its strength, and of its
grace
In ealms is conscious, flnding for his freight
Of softest music some responsive place.
XXIX
CAVE OF STAFFA
1833. 1835
Ye shadowy Bemgs, that have rights and
claims
In every cell of Fingal's mystic Grot,
Where are ye ? Driven or venturing to the
spot,
Our fatliers gliinpses caught of your thin
Frames,
And, by your mien and bearing knew your
names;
And they could hear his ghostly song who
trod
Earth, till the flesh lay on him like a load,
While he struck his desolate harp without
hopes or aims.
Vanished ye are, but subject to recall;
Why keep we else the instincts whose dread
law
Ruled here of yore, till what men felt they
saw,
Not by black arts but magic natural!
If eyes be still sworn vassals of belief,
Yon light shapes forth a Bard, that shade a
Chief.
XXX
FLOWERS ON THE TO? OF THE
PILLARS AT THE ENTRANCE
OF THE CAVE
1833. 1835
Hope smiled when your nativity was cast,
Children of Summer! Ye fresh Flowers
that brave
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What Summer here escapes not, the fierce
wave,
And whole artillery of the westem blast,
Battering the Temple's front, its long-drawu
nave
Smiting, as if each moment were their last.
But ye, bright Flowers on frieze and architrave
Survive, and once again the Pile stands fast:
Calm as the Universe, from specular towers
Of heaven contemplated by Spirits pure
With mute astonishment, it stands sustained
Through every part in symmetry, to endure,
Unhurt, the assault of Time with ali his
hours.
As the supreme Artiíicer ordained.
XXXI
lONA
1833. 1835
On to lona ! — What can she afford
To Its save matter for a thoughtful sigh,
Heaved over ruin with stability
In urgent contrast ? To diffuse the WoRD
(Thy Paramount, mighty Nature! and
Time's Lord)
Her Temples rose, 'mid pagan gloom; but
why,
Even for a moment, has our verse deplored
Their wrongs, since they fulfilled their
destiny ?
And when, subjeoted to a common doom
Of mutability, those far-famed Piles
Shall disappear from both the sister Isles,
Iona's Saints, forgetting not past days,
Garlands shall wear of amaranthine bloom,
While heaven's vast sea of voices chants
their praise.
XXXII
TONA
UPON LANDING
1833. 1835
How sad a welcome ! To each voyager
Some raggèd child holds up for sale a store
Of wave-wom pebbles, pleading on the
shore
Where once came monk and nun with gentle stir.
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Blessings to give, news ask, or suit prefer.
Yet is yon neat trim church a grateful speck
Of novelty amid the sacred wreck
Strewn far and wide. Think, proud Philosopher!
Fallen though she be, this Glory of the
west,
Still on her sons the beams of mercy shine;
And " hopes, perhaps more heavenly bright
than thine,
A grace by thee unsought and unpossest,
A faith more flxed, a rapture more divine,
Shall gild their passage to eternal rest."
XXXIII
THE BLACK STONES OF lONA
1833. 1835
See Martm's Voyage among the Western Isles.
Here on their knees men swore: the stones
were black,
Black in the people's minds and words, yet
they
Were at that time, as now, in colour grey.
But what is colour, if upon the rack
Of conscience souls are placed by deeds
that lack
Concord with oaths ? What differ night
and day
Then, when before the Perjured on his way
HeU opens, and the heavens in vengeanee
crack
Above his head uplifted in vain prayer
To Saint, or Fiend, or to the Godhead
whom
He had insulted — Peasant, King, or Thane?
Fly where the culprit may, g^lt meets a
doom;
And, from invisible worlds at need laid
bare,
Come links for social order's awful chain.
XXXIV
1833. 1835
Homeward we tum. Isle of Columba's
Cell,
Where Christian piety's soul - cheering
spark
(Kindled from Heaven between the light
and dark

Of time) shone like the morning-star, farewell! —
And fare thee well, to Fancy yisible,
Remote St. Kilda, lone and loved seamark
For many a voyage made in her swift
bark,
When with more hues than in the rainbow
dwell
Thou a mysterious intercourse dost hold,
Extracting from clear skies and air serene,
And out of sun-bright waves, a lucid veil,
That thickens, spreads, and, mingliiig fold
with fold,
Makes known, when thou no longer canst
be seen,
Thy whereabout, to warn the approaehing
sail.
XXXV
GREENOCK
1833. 1835
Per me si va nella Città dolente.
We have not passed into a doleful City,
We who were led to-day down a grim deli,
By some too boldly named " the Jaws of
Hell:"
Where be the wretched ones, the sights for
pity?
These crowded streets resound no plaintive
ditty: —
As from the hive where bees in summer
dwell,
Sorrow seems here excluded; and that
knell,
It neither damps the gay, nor checks the
witty.
Alas ! too busy Rival of old Tyre,
Whose merchants Princes were, whose
decks were thrones;
Soon may the punctual sea in vain respire
To serve thy need, in xmion with that
Clyde
Whose nursling current brawls o'er mossy
stones,
The poor, the lonely, herdsman's joy and
pride.
XXXVI
1833- 183S
Mosgiel was tlius pointed out to me by a
young" man on the top of the coach on my way
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XXXVII
THE RIVER EDEN, CUMBERLAND
1833. 1835
" Nature gives thee ílowers that have no rivais
among British bowers." This can scarcely be
true to the letter; but, without stretehing the
point at ali, I can say that the soil and air appear more congenial with many upon the banks
of this river than I have observed in any other
parts of Great Britain.
Eden ! till now thy beauty had I viewed
By glimpses only, and confess with shame
That verse of mine, whate'er its varying
mood,
Repeats but once the sound of thy sweet
name:
Yet fetched from Paradise that honour
carne,
Rightfully bome; for Nature gives thee
ílowers
That have no rivais among British bowers;
And thy bold rocks are worthy of their
fame.
Measuring thy eourse, fair Stream! at
length I pay
To my life's neighbour dues of neighbourhood;
" There ! " said a Stripling, pointing with But I have traeed thee on thy winding way
With pleasure sometimes by this thought
meet pride
restrained —
Towards a low roof with green trees half
For things far ofE we toil, while many a
concealed,
good
"Is Mosgiel Farm; and that's the very
Not sought, because too near, is never
fleld
gained.
Where Burns ploughed up the Daisy." Far
and wide
A plain below stretched seaward, while,
XXXVIII
deseried
Above sea - clouds, the Peaks of Arran MONUMENT OF MRS. HOWARD
rose;
by Nollekens
And, by that simple notice, the repose
IN
WETHERAL
CHURCH, NEAR CORBY,
Of earth, sky, sea, and air, was vivified.
ON THE BANKS OF THE EDEN
Beneath " the random bield of clod or
stone "
1833. 1835
Myriads of daisies have shone forth in
Before
this
monument
was put up in the
flower
at Wetheral, I saw it in the sculptor's
Near the lark's nest, and in their natural Church
studio. Nollekens, "who, by the hye, was a
hour
strang'e and grotesque figure that interfered
Have passed away; less happy than the much with one's admiration of his works,
One
showed me at the same time the various models
That, by the nnwilling ploughshare, died to in clay which he had made, one after another,
prove
of the Mother and her Infant: the improvement
on each was surprising; and how so much grace,
The tender eharm of poetry and love.

from Glasgow to Kilmarnock. It is remarkable that, thongh Burna lived some time here,
and during much the most productive period
of his poetical life, he nowhere adverts to the
splendid prospects stretehing towards the sea
and bounded by the peaks of Arran on one
part, whieh in olear weather he must have had
daily before his eyes. In one of his poetical
effusions he speaks of describing " fair Nature's
face " as a privilege on -which he sets a high
value; nevertheless, natural appearances rarely
take a lead in his poetry. It is as a human
being, eminently sensitiye and intelligent, and
not as a poet, clad in his priestly robes and
carrying the ensigns of sacerdotal oííice, that
he interests and affects us. Whether he speaks
of rivers, hills, and woods, it is not so much on
account of the properties with which they are
absolutely endowed, as relatively to local patriotic remembrances and associations, or as
they ministered to personal feelings, especially
those of love, whether happy or otlierwise; —
yet it is not always so. Soon after we had
passed Mosgiel Farm we crossed the Ayr, murmuring and winding through a narrow woody
hoUow. His Une — " Auld hermit Ayr strays
through his woods " — carne at once to my
mind with Irwin, Lugar, Ayr, and Doon, —
Ayrshire streams over which he breathes a sigh
as being unnamed in song; and surely his own
attempts to make them known were as successful as his heart could desire.
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beauty, and tenderness had come out of such a
head I was sadly puzzled to conceive. Upon a
window-seat in his parlour lay two casts o£
faces, one of the Duchess of Devonshire, so
iioted in her day; and the other of Mr. Pitt,
taken after his death, a ghastly resemblance,
as these things always are, even wheu taken
from the living- subject, and more ghastly in
this instance from the peculiarity of the features. The heedless and apparently neglectful manner in which the faces of these two
persons were left — the one so distingnished in
London Society, and the other upon whose
counsels and public conduct, during a most
momentous period, depended the fate of this
great Empire and perhaps of ali Europe —
afEorded a lesson to which the dullest of casual
yisitors could scarcely be insensible. It touched
me the more because I had so often seen Mr.
Pitt upon his own ground at Cambridge and
upon the floor of the House of Commons.
Stketched ou the dying Mother's lap, lies
dead
Her new-boru Babe; dire ending of bright
hope !
But Sculpture here, with the divinest scope
Of luminous faith, heavenward hath raised
that head
So patiently; and through one hand has
spread
A touoli so tender for the insensate Child —
(Earth's lingering love to parting reconciled,
Brief parting, for the spirit is ali but fled) —
That we, who coutemplate the turus of life
Through this still médium, are consoled and
cheered;
Feel with the Mother, think the severed
Wife
Is less to be lamented than revered;
And own that Art, triumphant over strife
And pain, hath powers to Eternity endeared.
XXXIX
SUGGESTED BY THE FOREGOING
1833- 1835
Tkanqüillity ! the sovereign aim wert
thou
In heathen schools of philosophie lore;
Heart-stricken by stern destiny of yore
The Tragie Muse thee served with thoughtful vow;

And what of hope Elysium could allow
Was fondly seized by Sculpture, to restore
Peace to the Mourner. But wheu He who
wore
The crown of thoms around his bleeding
brow
Warmed our sad being with celestial light,
Then Arts which stUl had drawn a softening grace
From shadowy fountains of the Infinite,
Communed with that Idea face to face:
And move around it now as planets run,
Each in its orbit round the central Sun.
XL
NUNNERY
1833. 1835
I became acquainted with the walks of Nunnery when a boy : they are within easy reach
of a day's pleasant excursion from the town of
Penrith, where I used to pass my summer holidays under the roof of my maternal Grandfather. The place is well worth visiting;
though, within these few years, its privacy, and
therefore the pleasure which the scene is so
well fitted to give, has been injuriously aífected
by walks cut in the rocks on that side the
stream which had been left in its natural state.
The floods are roused, and will not soon
be weary;
Down from the Pennine Alps how fiercely
sweeps
Croglin, the stately Eden's tributary !
He raves, or through some moody passage
creeps
Plotting new mischief — out again he leaps
luto broad light, and sends, through regions
airy,
That voice which soothed the Nims while
on the steeps
They knelt in prayer, or sang to blissful
Mary.
That union ceased: then, cleaving easy
walks
Through crags, and smoothing paths beset
with danger,
Carne studious Taste; and many a pensive
stranger
Dreams on the banks, and to the river talks.
What change shall happen next to Nunnery
Dell ?
Canal, and Viaduct, and RaUway, tell!
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XLI
STEAMBOATS, VIADUCTS, AND
RAILWAYS
1833. 1835
Motions and Means, on land and sea at
war
With old poetic feeling, not for this,
Shall ye, by Poets even, be judged amiss !
Nor sliall your presence, howsoe'er it mar
The loveliness of Nature, prove a bar
To the Mmd's gaining that prophetic sense
Of future change, that point of vision,
whence
May be diseovered what in soul ye are.
In spite of ali that beauty may disown
In your harsh features, Natnre doth embrace
Her lawful offspring mMan'sart; and Time,
Pleased with your triumphs o'er his brother
Space,
Aceepts from your bold hands the profBered
crown
Of hope, and smiles on you with cheer
sublime.
XLII
THE MONUMENT COMMONLY
CALLED LONG MEG AND HER
DAUGHTERS,
NEAR
THE
RIVER EDEN
1833- 1835
A WEIGHT of awe, not easy to be borne,
Fell suddenly upon my Spirit — cast
From the ctead bosom of the unknown
past,
When first I saw that family forlorn.
Speak Thou, whose massy strength and
stature scorn
The power of years — pre-eminent, and
placed
Apart, to overlook the circle vast —
Speak, Giant-mother ! tell it to the Mom
While she dispels the cumbrous shades of
líight;
Let the Moon hear, emerging from a
cloud;
At whose behest uprose on British ground
That Sisterhood, in hieroglyphic round
Forth-shadowing, some have deemed, the
inflnite
The inviolable God, that tames the proud !
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XLIII
LOWTHER
1833- 1835
" Cathedral pomp." It may be questioned
whether this union was in the contemplation of
the artist when he planned the edifice. However this might be, a poet may be exouaed for
takin^ the view of the subject presented in this
Sonnet.
Lowthek ! in thy majestic Pile are seen
Cathedral pomp and grace, in apt acoord
With the baronial castle's sterner mien;
Union significant of God adored.
And charters won and guarded by the
sword
Of ancient honour; whence that goodly
state
Of polity which wise men venerate,
And will maintain, if God his help afEord.
Hourly the demoeratic torrent swells;
For airy promises and hopes suborned
The strength of backward-looking thoughts
is scorned.
Fali if ye must, ye Towers and Pinnaoles,
With what ye symbolise; authentio Story
Will say, Ye disappeared with England's
Glory!
XLIV
TO THE EARL OF LONSDALE
1833. 1835
" Magiatratus indicat virum "
Lonsdale ! it were unworthy of a Guest,
Whose heart with gratitude to thee inclines,
If he should speak, by fancy touched, of
signs
On thy Abode harmoniously imprest,
Yet be unmoved with wishes to attest
How in thy mind and moral frame agree
Fortitude, and that Christian Charity
Which, filling,consecrates the human breast.
And if the Motto on thy 'scutcheon teach
With truth, "The Magistkacy shows
THE MAN;"
That searching test thy public course has
stood;
As will be owned alike by bad and good,
Soon as the measuring of life's little span
Shall plaee thy virtues out of Envy'g
reach.
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XLV
THE SOMNAMBULIST
1833. 1835
TMs poem might be dedicated to my friends,
Sir 6. Beaumont and Mr. Rogers, jointly.
While we were making an excursion together
in thÍ3 part of the Lake District we heard that
Mr. Glover, the artist, while lodging at
Lyulph's Tower, had been disturbed by a loud
shriek, and upon rising he had learnt that it
had come from a young woman in the house
"who "was in the hahit of walking in her sleep.
In that state she had gone downstairs, and,
while attempting to open the outer door, either
from some difficnlty or the effect of the cold
stone upon her feet, had nttered the cry whieh
alarmed him. It seemed to ns ali that this
might serve as a hint for a poem, and the story
here told was constructed and soou after put
into verse by me as it now stands.
List, ye who pass by Lyulph's Tower
At eve; how softly then
Doth Aira-force, that torrent hoarse,
Speak from the woody glen !
Fit music for a solemn vale !
And holier seems the ground
To him who catches on the gale
The spirit of a mournful tale,
Embodied in the sound.
Not far from that fair site whereon
The Pleasnre-house is reared.
As story says, in antique days
A stern-browed house appeared;
Foil to a Jewel rich in light
There set, and guarded well;
Cage for a Bird of plumage bright,
Sweet-voiced, nor wishing for a flight
Beyond her native deli.

10

To win this bright Bird from her cage.
To make this Gem their own,
20
Carne Barons bold, with store of gold,
And Knights of high renown;
But one She prized, and only one;
Sir Eglamore was he;
Full bappy season, when was known,
Ye Dales and Hills ! to you alone
Their mutual loyalty —
Known chiefly, Aira ! to thy glen,
Thy brook, and bowers of holly;
Where Passion caught what Nature taught,
That ali but love is folly;
31

Where Fact with Faney stooped to play;
Doubt came not, nor regret —
To trouble hours that winged their way,
As if through an immortal day
Whose suu could never set.
But in old times Love dwelt not long
Sequestered with repose;
Best throve the fire of chaste desire,
Fanned by the breath of foes.
" A conquering lance is beauty's test.
And proves the Lover true; "
So spake Sir Eglamore, and pressed
The drooping Emma to his breast,
And looked a blind adieu.

40

They parted. — Well with him it fared
Through wide-spread regions errant;
A knight of proof in love's behoof,
The thirst of fame his warrant:
And She her happiness can build
50
On woman's quiet hours;
Though faint, compared with spear and
shield,
The solace beads and masses yield.
And needlework and fiowers.
Yet blest was Emma when she heard
Her Champion's praise recounted;
Though brain would swim, and eyes grow
dim,
And high her blushes mounted;
Or when a bold heroic lay
She warbled from full heart;
60
Delightful blossoms for the May
Of absence ! but they will not stay,
Born only to depart.
Hope wanes with her, while lustre fllls
Whatever path he chooses;
As if his orb, that owns no curb,
Received the light hers loses.
He comes not back; an ampler space
Requires for nobler deeds;
He ranges on from plaee to plaee,
70
Till of his doings is no trace,
But what her fancy breeds.
His fame may spread, but in the past
Her spirit finds its centre;
Clear sight She has of what he was.
And that would now content her.
" Still is he my devoted Knight ? "
The tear in answer flows;
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Month falls on month with heavier weight;
Dar siekens round her, and the night
80
ís empty of repose.
In sleep She sometimes walked abroad,
Deep sighs with quick words blending,
Like that pale Queen whose hands are
seen
With fancied spots contending;
But sÃe is innoeent of blood, —
The moon is not more pure
That shiues aloft, while through the wood
She thrids her way, the sounding Flood
Her melancholy lure !
90
While 'mid the fern-brake sleeps the doe,
And owls alone are waking,
In white arrayed, glides on the Maid
The downward pathway taking,
That leads her to the torrent's side
And to a holly bower;
By whom on this still night descried ?
By whom in that lone place espied ?
By thee, Sir Eglamore !
A wandering Ghost, so thinks the Knight,
His coming step has thwarted,
loi
Beneath the boughs that heard their
vows,
Within whose shade they parted.
Hiish, hush, the busy Sleeper see !
Perplexed her fingers seem,
As if they from the holly tree
Green twigs would pluck, as rapidly
Flung from her to the stream.
What means the Spectre ? Why intent
To violate the Tree,
no
Thought Eglamore, by which I swore
Unfading constancy ?
Here am I, and to-morrow's snn.
To her I left, shall prove
That bliss is ne'er so surely won
As when a circuit has been rmi
Of valour, truth, and love.
So from the spot whereon he stood,
He moved with stealthy pace;
And, drawing nigh, with his living eye, 120
He recognised the face;
And whispers canght, and speeohes small.
Some to the green-leaved tree.
Some muttered to the torrent-fall; —
" Roar on, and bring him with thy eali;
I heard, and so may He ! "
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Soul-shattered was the Knight, nor knew
If Emma's Ghost it were,
Or boding Shade, or if the Maid
Her very self stood there.
130
He touched; what followed who shall
tell ?
The soft touch snapped the thread
Of slumber — shrieking back she fell.
And the Stream whirled her down the
deli
Along its foaming bed.
In plunged the Knight! — when on firm
groimd
The rescued Maiden lay,
Her eyes grew bright with blissful light,
Confusion passed away;
She heard, ere to the throne of grace 140
Her faithful Spirit flew,
His voice — beheld his speaking face;
And, dying, from his own embrace,
She felt that he was true.
So was he reconciled to life:
Brief words may speak the rest;
Withm the deli he built a cell,
And there was Sorrow's guest;
In hermits' weeds repose he found,
From vain temptations free;
Beside the torrent dwelling — bound
By one deep heart-controlling sound.
And awed to piety.

150

Wild stream of Aira, hold thy conrse,
Nor fear memorial lays,
Where clouds that spread in solemn shade,
Are edged with golden rays !
Dear art thou to the light of heaven,
Though minister of sorrow;
Sweet is thy voice at pensive even;
160
And thou, in lovers' hearts forgiven,
Shalt take thy place with Yarrow !
XLVI
TO CORDELIA M
HALLSTEADS, ULLSWATER
1833- 1835
Not ín the mines beyondthe western main,
You say, Cordelia, was the metal sought,
Which a fine skill, of Indian growth, has
wrought
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Into this flexible yet faithful Chain;
Nor is it silver of romantic Spain
But from our loved HelTellyn's depths was
brought,
Our own domestic mountain. Thing and
thought
Mix strangely; trifles light, and partly
vain,
Can prop, as you have learnt, our nobler
being:
Yes, Lady, while about your neck is
woimd
(Your casual glanoe oft meeting) this bright
cord,
What witchery, for pure gifts of inward
seeing,
Lurks in it, Memory's Helper, Fancy's
Lord,
For precious tremblings in your bosom
found!

XLVIl
1833. 1835
Most sweet it is with unuplifted eyes
To paoe the ground, if path be there or none,
WhUe a fair region round the traveller lies
Which he forbears again to look upon;
Pleased rather with some soft ideal scene,
The work of Fancy, or some happy tone
Of meditation, slipping in between
The beauty coming and the beauty gone.
If Thought and Love desert us,from thatday
Let us break ofE ali commerce with the
Muse:
With-Thought and Love companions of our
way,
Whate'er the senses take or may refuse,
The Mind's internai heaven shall shed her
dews
Of inspiration on the humblest lay.

On chance dependent, and the flckle star
Of power, through long and melancholy war.
O sad it is, in sight of foreign shores,
Daily to think on old familiar doors,
10
Hearths loved in childhood, and ancestral
floors;
Or, tossed about along a waste of foam,
To ruminate on that delightful home
Which with the dear Betrothèd was to
come;
Or came and was and is, yet meets the eye
Never but in the world of memory;
Or in a dream recalled, whose smoothest
range
Is crossed by knowledge, or by dread, of
change.
And if not so, whose perfect joy makes
sleep
A thing too bright for breathing man to
keep.
20
Hail to the virtues which that perilous life
Extracts from Nature's elemental strife;
And weloome glory won in battles fought
As bravely as the foe was keenly sought.
What mischief cleaves to unsubdued re- But to each gallant Captain and his crew
A less imperious sympathy is due,
gret,
Such as my verse now yields, while moonHow fancy siokens by vague hopes beset;
beams play
How baffled projects on the spirit prey.
On the mute sea in this unrufSed bay;
And fruitless wishes eat the heart away,
The Sailorknows; he best, whose lot is cast Such as will promptly flow from every
breast,
On the relentless sea that holds him fast

COMPOSED BY THE SEASHORE
1833. 1845
These lines "were suggested during my residence under my Son's roof at Moresby, on the
coast near Whitehaven, at the time when I was
composing those verses among the " EveningVoluntaries " that have reference to the sea. It
•was in that neighboiirhood I first hecarae acquainted with the ocean andits appearanees and
movements. My infancy.and early childhood
were passed at Cockermouth, about eightmiles
from the coast, and I well remember that mysterions awe with which I used to listen to
anything said about storms and shipwrecks.
Sea-shells of many descriptions were comraon
in the town; and I was not a little surprised
when I heard that Mr. Landor had denounced
me as a plagiarist from himself for having described a boy applying a sea-shell to his ear
and listening to it for intimations of what was
going on in its native element. This I had
done myself scores of times, and it was a belief
among us that we could know from the sound
whether the tide was ebbing or flowing.

BY THE SIDE OF RYDAL MERE
WLere good men, disappoiiited in the quest
Of wealth and power and honours, long for
rest;
31
Or, having known the splendours of suooess,
Sigh for the obscurities of happiness.
«NOT IN THE LUCID INTERVALS OF LIFE"
1834. 1835
The lines followinff '' nor do words " were
written with Lord Byron's character, as a poet,
before me, and that of others, his contemporaries, who wrote under like influenees.
Not in the lucid intervals of life
That come but as a curse to party-strife;
Not in some hour when Pleasure with a sigh
Of languor puts his rosy garland by;
Not in the breathing-times of that poor slave
Who daily piles up wealth in Mammon's
cave —
Is Nature felt, or can be; nor do words,
Which practised talent readily aiíords.
Prove that her hand has touched responsive
chords;
Nor has her gentle beauty power to move 10
With genuine rapture and with fervent love
The soul of Genius, if he dare to take
Life's rule from passion craved for passiou's
sake;
Untaught that meekness is the cherished
bent
Of ali the truly great and ali the innoeent.
But who is innoeent ? By grace divine,
Not otherwise, O Nature ! we are thine,
Through good and evil thine, in just degree
Of rational and manly sympathy.
To ali that Earth from pensive hearts is
stealing,
20
And Heaven is now to gladdened eyes revealing,
Add every charm the Universe can show
Through every change its aspeots undergo —
Care may be respited, but not repealed;
No perfeot cure grows on that bounded
field.
Vain is the pleasure, a false calm the peace,
If He, through whom alone our conílicts
cease,
Our virtuous hopes without relapse advance,
Come not to speed the Soul's deliverance;
To the distempered Intellect refuse
30
His gracious help, or give what we abuse.

BY THE SIDE OF RYDAL MERE
1834. 1835
The linnefs warble, sinking towards a
dose,
Hints to the thrush 't is time for their repose;
The shrill-voiced thrush is heedless, and
again
The monitor revives his own sweet strain;
But both will soon be mastered,and the copse
Be left as silent as the mountain-tops,
Ere some commanding star dismiss to rest
The throng of rooks, that now, from twig
or nest,
(After a steady flight on home-bound wings.
And a last game of mazy hoverings
10
Around their ancient grove) with cawing
noise
Disturb the liquid musie's equipoise.
O Nightingale! Who ever heard thy
song
Might here be moved, till Fancy grows so
strong
That listening sense is pardonably cheated
Where wood or stream by thee was never
greeted.
Surely, from fairest spots of favoured lands,
Were not some gifts withheld by jealous
hands,
This hour of deepening darkness here would
be
As a fresh morning for new harmony; 20
And lays as prompt would hail the dawn of
Night:
A dawn she has both beautiful and bright,
When the East kindles with the full moon's
Not like the rising sun's impatient glow
Dazzling the mountains, but an overflow
Of solemn splendour, in mutation slow.
Wanderer by spring with gradual progress led,
For sway profotmdly felt as widely spread;
To king, to peasant, to rough sailor, dear.
And to the soldier's trumpet-wearied ear;
How welcome wouldst thou be to this green
Vale
31
Fairer than Tempe ! Yet, sweet Nightingale !
From the warm breeze that bears thee on,
alight
At will, and stay thy migratory flight;
Build, at thy choice, or sing, by pool or
fount.
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"SOFT AS A CLOUD IS YON BLUE RIDGE"

Who shall complain, or call thee to aceouut ?
The wisest, happiest, of our kind are they
That ever waUc content with Nature's
way,
God's goodness — measuring bounty as it
may;
For whom the gravest thought of what
they miss,
40
Chastening the fulness of a present bliss,
Is with that wholesome office satisfied,
While unrepining sadness is allied
In thankful bosoms to a modest pride.
"SOFT AS A CLOUD IS YON
BLUE RIDGE"
1834. 1835
Soft as a cloud is yon blue Ridge — the
Mera
Seems firm as solid crystal, breathless,
elear,
And motionless; and, to the gazer's eye,
Deeper than ooean, in the immensity
Of its vague mountains and unreal sky !
But, from the proeess in that still retreat,
Tum to minuter changes at our feet;
Observe how dewy Twilight has withdrawn
The erowd of daisies from the shaven lawn,
And has restored to view its tender green,
That, while the sun rode high, was lost
beneath their dazzling sheen.
— An emblem this of what the sober Hour
Can do for minds disposed to feel its power !
Thus oft, when we in vain have wished
away
The petty pleasures of the garish day,
Meek eve shuts up the whole usurping
host
(UnbashfuI dwarfs eaeh glittering at his
post)
And leaves the disencumbered spirit free
To reassume a staid simplioity.
'T is well — but what are helps of time
and plaoe,
When wisdom stands in need of nature's
grace;
Why do good thoughts, invoked or not,
descend,
Like Angels from their bowers, our virtues
to befriend;
If yet To-morrow, unbelied, may say,
" I come to open out, for fresh display,
The elastic vanities of yesterday " ?

"THE LEAVES THAT RUSTLED
ON THIS OAK-CROWNED HILL"
1834. 1835
Composed by tlie side of Grasmere lake. The
mountains that enclose the vale, especially towards Easdale, are most favourable to the reverberation of sound. There is a passage in the
" Excursion," towards the dose of the fourth
book, where the voice of the raven in flight is
traced through the modifícations it undergoes,
as I have often heard it in that vale and others
of this distríct.
" Oíten, at the hour
When issue forth the fírst pale stars, is heard,
"Within the circuit of this fabric huge,
One voice — the eolitary raven."
The leaves that rustled on this oak-crowned
hill.
And sky that danoed among those leaves,
are still;
Rest smooths the way for sleep; in field and
bower
Soft shades and dews have shed their
blended power
On drooping eyelid and the elosing flower;
Sound is there none at which the faintest
heart
Might leap, the weakest nerve of superstition start;
Save when the Owlefs unexpected scream
Pierces the ethereal vault; and ('mid the
gleam
Of unsubstantial imagery, the dream, 10
From the hushed vale's realities, transferred
To the still lake) the imaginative Bird
Seems, 'mid inverted mountains, not unheard.
Grave Creature ! — whether, while the
moon shines bright
On thy wings opened wide for smoothest
flight,
Thou art diseovered in a roofless tower,
Rising from what may once have been a
lady's bower;
Or spied where thou sitfst moping in thy
mew
At the dim centre of a churehyard yew;
Or, from a rifted crag or ivy tod
20
Deep in a forest, thy secure abode,
Thou giv'st, for pastime's sake, by shriek
or shout,
A puzzling notiee of thy whereabout —
May the night never come, nor day be seen,
When I shall scorn thy voice or mock thy
mien !

THE REDBREAST
In classic ages men perceived a soul
Of sapience in thy aspect, headless Owl!
Thee Athens reverenced in the studious
grove;
And, near the golden sceptre grasped by Jove,
His Eagle's favourite perch, while round
him sate
30
The Gods revolving the decrees of Fate,
Thou, too, wert present at Minerva's side: —
Hark to that second larum ! — far and wide
The elements have heard, and rock and
cave replied.
THE LABOURER'S NOON-DAY
HYMN
1834. 1835
Bishop Ken'3 Morning and Erening Hymns
are, as they deserve to be, familiarly known.
Many other hymns have also been written on
the same subject; but, not being aware of any
being designed for noon-day, I was induced to
compose these verses. Often one has occasion
to observe cottage cbildren carrying, in their
baskets, dinner to their Fathers engaged "with
their daily labours in the fields and woods. How
gratifying would it be to me could I be assured
that any portion of these stanzas had been sung
by such a domestio concert nnder sueh cireumstances. A f riend of mine has told me that she
introduced thia Hymn into a village-school
which she superintended, and the stanzas in
succession furnished her with texts to comment
upon in a way which without diíEculty was
made intelligible to the cbildren, and in which
they obviously took delight, and they were
tanght to sing it to the tune of the old lOOth
Psalm.
Tjp to the throne of God is borne
The voice of praise at early morn,
And he accepts the punctual hymn
Sung as the light of day grows dim:
Nor will he turn his ear aside
From holy offerings at noontide:
Then here reposing let ns raise
A song of gratitude and praise.
What though our burthen be not light,
We need not toil from morn to night;
The respite of the mid-day hour
Is in the thankful Creature's power.
Blest are the moments, doubly blest,
That, drawn from this one hour of rest.

10
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Are with a ready heart bestowed
Upon the service of our God !
Each field is then a hallowed spot,
An altar is in each man's cot,
A church in every grove that spreads
Its living roof above our heads.

2a

Look up to Heaven 1 the industrious Sun
Already half his race hath run;
He cannot halt nor go astray,
But our immortal Spirits may.
Lord ! sinoe his rising in the East,
If we have faltered or transgressed,
Guide, from thy love's abundant source,
What yet remains of this day's course:
Help with thy grace, through life's short
day,
Our upward and our downward way;
30
And glorify for us the west,
When we shall sink to final rest.
THE REDBREAST
SUGGESTED IN A WESTMORELAND
COTTAGE
1834. 1835
Written at Rydal Mount. Ali our cats
haying been banished the house, it was soon
frequented by redbreasts. Two or three of
them^ when the window was open, would come
in, particularly when Mrs. Wordsworth was
breakfasting alone, and hop about the table
picking up the crumbs. My sister being then
confíned to her room by sickDess, as, dear
creature, she still is, had one that, without being caged, took up its abode with her, and at
night used to perch upon a nail from which a
picture had hung. It used to sin^ and fan her
face with its wings in a manner that was very
touching*.
Driven in by Autumn's sharpening air
From half-stripped woods and pastures bare,
Brisk Robin seeks a kindlier home:
Not like a beggar is he come,
But enters as a looked-for guest,
Confiding in his ruddy breast,
As if it were a natural shield
Charged with a blazon on the field,
Due to that good and pious deed
Of which we in the Ballad read.
ic
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But pensive fancies putting by,
And wild-wood sorrows, speedily
He plays the expert ventriloquist;
And, caught by glimpses now •— now missed,
Puzzles the listener with a doubt
If the soft voice he throws about
Comes from within doors or without!
Was ever such a sweet confusion,
Sustained by delicate illusion ?
He 's at your elbow — to your feeling 20
The notes are from the floor or eeiling;
And there 's a riddle to be guessed,
'Till you have marked his heaving ohest,
And busy throat whose sink and swell,
Betray the Elf that loves to dwell
In Robin's bosom, as a choseu cell.
Heart-pleased we smile upon the Bird
If seen, and with like pleasure stirred
Commend him, when he 's only heard.
Biit small and fugitive our gain
30
Compared with hers who long hath lain,
With langnid limbs and patient head
Reposing on a lone sick-bed;
Where now, she daily hears a strain
That cheats her of too busy cares,
Eases her pain, and helps her prayers.
And who but this dear Bird beguiled
The fever of that pale-faeed Child;
Now eooling, with his passing wing,
Her forehead, like a breeze of Spring: 40
Kecalling now, with descant soft
Shed round her pillow from aloft,
Sweet thoughts of angels hovering nigh,
And the invisible sympathy
Of " Matthew, Mark, and Luke, and John,
Blessing the bed she lies upon " ?
And sometimes, just as listening ends
In slumber, with the cadence blends
A dream of that low-warbled hymn
Whioh old folk, fondly pleased to trim 50
Lamps of faith, now burning dim,
Say that the Cherubs, carved in stone,
When clouds gave way at dead of night
And the ancient church was filled with
light, _
Used to sing in heavenly tone,
Above and round the sacred places
They guard, with wingèd baby-faces.
Thrice happy Creature ! in ali lands
Nurtured by hospitable hands:
Free entrance to this cot has he,
60
Entrance and exit both yet free;
And, when the keen unruftled weather
That thus brings man and bird together,
Shall with its pleasantness be past.

And casement closed and door made fast.
To keep at bay the howling blast,
He needs not fear the season's rage.
For the whole house is Robin's eage.
Whether the bird flit here or there,
0'er table lüt, or perch on chair,
70
Though some may frown and make a stir.
To scare him as a trespasser.
And he belike will flineh or start,
Good friends he has to take his part;
One ehiefly, who with voice and look
Pleads for him from the chimney-nook,
Where sits the Dame, and wears away
Her long and vacant holiday;
With images about her heart,
Reflected from the years gone by,
80
On human nature's second infancy.
LINES
SUGGESTED BY A PORTRAIT FROM THE
PENCIL OF F. STONE
1834. 1835
This Portrait has hung for raany years in our
principal sitting-room, and represents J. Q. as
she was when a g"irl. The picture, though it is
somewhat thinly painted, has rauch merit in
tone and general effect: it is ehiefly valuahle,
however, from the sentiment that pervades it.
The Anecdote of the saying of the Monk in
sight of Titian's picture was told in this house
by Mr. Wilkie, and was, I believe, first communicated to the public in this poem, the former portion of which I was composing at the
time. Southey heard the story from Miss
Hutchinson, and transferred it to the " Doctor
but it is not easy to explain how my friend Mr.
Rogers, iu a note subsequently added to his
" Italy," was led to speak of the same remarkable words having many years before been
spoken in his hearing by a monk or priest in
front of a picture of the Last Supper, placed
over a Refectory-table in a convent at Padua.
Beguiled into forgetfulness of care
Due to the day^s unfinished task; of pen
Or book regardless, and of that fair scene
In Nature's prodigality displayed
Before my window, oftentimes and long
I gaze upon a Portrait whose mild gleam
Of beauty never ceases to enrich
The eommon light; whose stillness charms
the air,
Or seems to charm it, into like repose; g
Whose silence, for the pleasure of the ear,

LINES
Surpasses sweetest music. There she sits
With emblematic purity attired
In a white vest, white as har marble ueck
Is, and the pillar of the throat would be
But for the shadow by the drooping chin
Cast into that recess — the tender shade,
The shade and light, both there and everywhere,
And throngh the very atmosphere she
breathes,
Broad, clear, and toned harmoniously, with
skill
That might from nature have been learnt
in the honr
20
When the lone shepherd sees the morning
spread
Upon the mountains. Look at her, whoe'er
Thou be that, kindling with a poefs soul,
Hast loved the painter's true Promethean
craft
Intensely — from Imagination take
The treasure, — what mine eyes behold,
see thou,
Even though the Atlantic ocean roU between.
A silvar line, that rims from brow to
crown
And in the middie parts the braided hair,
Just serves to show how delicate a soil 30
The golden harvest grows in; and those
eyes,
Soft and capacious as a clondless sky
Whose azure depth their colour emulates,
Must needs be conversant with upward
looks,
Prayer's voiceless service; but now, seeking
nought
And shunning nought, their own peculiarlife
Of motion they renounoe, and with the head
Partake its inclination towards earth
In humble grace, and quiet pensiveness
Caught at the point where it stops short of
sadness.
40
OfBspring of soul-bewitching Art, make
me
Thy conlidant! say, whence derived that air
Of ealm abstraetion ? Can the ruling
thought
Be with some lover far away, or one
Crossed by misfortune, or of doubted faith ?
Inapt conjecture ! Childhood here, a moon
Crescent in simple loveliness serene,
Has but approached the gates of womanhood,

Not entered them; her heart is yet unpierced
By the blind Archer-god; her f ancy free: 50
The fount of feeling if unsought elsewhere,
Will not be found.
Her right hand, as it lies
Across the slender wrist of the left arm
Upon her lap reposing, holds — but mark
How slackly, for the absent mind permits
No firmer grasp—a little wUd-flower,
joined
As in a posy, with a few pale ears
Of yellowing com, the same that overtopped
And in their common birthplaee sheltered
it
'Tül they were plucked together; a bine
flower
60
Called by the thrifty husbandman a weed;
But Ceres, in her garland, might have worn
That ornament, unblamed. The floweret,
held
In scarcely oonscious fingers, was, she
knows,
(Her Father told her so) in youth's gay
dawn
Her Mother's favourite; and the orphan
Girl,
In her own dawn — a dawn less gay and
bright,
Loves it, while there in solitary peace
She sits, for that departed Mother's sake.
— Not from a source less sacred is derived
(Surely I do not err) that pensive air 71
Òf calm abstraetion throngh the face diffused
And the whole person.
Words have something told
More than the pencil can, and verily
More than is needed, but the precious Art
Forgives their interference—Art divine,
That both creates and fixes, in despite
Of Death and Time, the marvels it hath
wrought.
Strange contrasts have we in this world
of ours!
That posture, and the look of filial love 80
Thinking of past and gone, with what is
left
Dearly united, might be swept away
From this fair Portrait's fleshly Archetype,
Even by an innocent fancy's slightest freak
Banished, nor ever, haply, be restored
To their lost place, or meet in harmony
So exquisite; but here do they abide,
Enshrined for ages. Is not then the Art
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THE FOREGOING SUBJECT RESUMED

Godlike, a hnmble branch of the divine,
In visible quest of immortality,
90
Stretohed forth with trembling hope ? — In
every realm,
From high Gibraltar to Siberian plains,
Thousands, in each variety of tongue
That Europe knows, would echo this appeal;
One above ali, a Monk who waits on God
In the magnifie Convent built of yore
To sanctify the Escurial palace. He —
Guiding, from cell to cell and room to
room,
A British Painter (eminent for truth
In charaeter, and depth of feeling, shown
By labours that have touohed the hearts of
kings,
101
And are endeared to simple cottagers —
Came, in that service, to a glorious work,
Our Lord's Last Supper, beantiful as when
flrst
The appropriate Picture, fresh from Titian's
hand,
Graced the Refectory: and there, while
both
Stood with eyes fixei upon that masterpiece,
The hoary Father in the Stranger's ear
Breathed out these words: — " Here daily
do we sit,
Thanks given to God for daily bread, and
here
110
Pondering the mischiefs of these restless
times,
And thinking of my Brethren, dead, dispersed,
Or changed and changing, I not seldom
gaze
Upon this solemn Company unmoved
By shook of circumstance, or lapse of
years,
Until I eannot but believe that they —
They are in truth the Snbstance, we the
Shadows."
So spake the mUd Jeronymite, his griefs
Melting away within him like a dream
Ere he had ceased to gaze, perhaps to
speak:
120
And I, grown old, but in a happier land,
Domestie Portrait! have to verse consigned
In thy calm presence those heart-moving
words:
Words that can soothe, more than they
agitate;
Whose spirit, like the angel that went down

Into Bethesda's pool, with healing virtue
Informs the fountain in the human breast
Which by the visitation was disturbed.
— But why this stealing tear ? Companion
mute,
On thee I look, not sorrowing; fare thee
well,
130
My Song's Inspirer, once again farewell!
THE FOREGOING SUBJECT
RESUMED
1834. 1835
AmonG a grave fraternity of Monks,
For One, but surely not for One alone,
Triumphs, in that great work, the Painter's
skill,
umbling the body, to exalt the soul;
et representing, amid wreck and wrong
And dissolution and decay, the warm
And breathing life of flesh, as if already
Clothed with impassive majesty, and graced
With no mean eamest of a heritage
Assigned to it in future worlds. Thou,
too,
10
With thy memorial flower, meek Portraiture !
From whose serene companionship I passed
Pursued by thoughts that haunt me still;
thou also —
Though but a simple object, into light
Called forth by those affections that endear
The private hearth; though keeping thy
sole seat
In singleness, and little tried by time,
Creation, as it were, of yesterday —
With a congenial function art endued
For each and ali of us, together joined 20
In course of nature under a low roof
By charities and duties that proceed
Out of the bosom of a wiser vow.
To a like salutary sense of awe
Or saored wonder, growing with the power
Of meditation that attempts to weigh,
In faithful scales, things and their opposites,
Can thy enduring quiet gently raise
A household small and sensitive, — whose
love,
Dependent as in part its blessings are 30
Upon frail ties dissolving or dissolved
On earth, will be revived, we trust, in
heaven.

LINES
TO A CHILD
WRITTEN IN HER ÁLBUM
1834. 1835
This quatrain waa extempore on observing
this image, as I had often done, on the lawn of
Eydal Mount. It was first written down in the
Álbum of my God-daughter, Kotba QuilUnan.
Small service is true service while it lasts:
Of humblest Friends, bright Creature !
seorn not one:
The Daisy, by the shadow that it casts,
Protects the lingermg dew-drop from the
Sun.
LINES
WRITTEN IN THE ÁLBUM OF THE COUNTESS OF LONSDALE. NOV. 5, 1834
1834. 1835
This is a faithful picture of that amiable
Lady, as she then was, The youthfulness of
fig^ure and demeanour and habits, which she
retained in almost unprecedented degree, departed a very few years after, and she died
without violent disease by gradual decay before
she reaehed the period of old age.
Lady ! a Pen (perhaps with thy regard,
Among the Favoured, favoured not the
least)
Left, 'mid the Kecords of this Book inscribed,
•Deliberate traces, registers of thought
And feeling, snited to the place and time
That gave them birth: — months passed,
and still this hand,
That had not been too tiniid to iinprint
Words which the virtues of thy Lord inspired,
Was yet not bold enough to write of Thee.
And why that scrnpulous reserve ? In
sooth
10
The blameless cause lay in the Theme itself.
Flowers are there many that delight to
strive
With the sharp wind, and seem to court
the shower,
Yet are by nature careless of the sun
Whether he shine on them or not; and
some,
Where'er he moves along the unclouded sky,
Turn a broad front full on his flattering
beams:
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Others do rather from their notice shrink,
Loving the dewy shade, — a humble band,
Modest and sweet, a progeny of earth, 20
Congenial with thy mind and character,
High-born Augusta !
Witness, Towers and Groves !
And Thou, wild Stream, that giv'st the
honoured name
Of Lowther to this ancient Line, bear witness
From thy most seeret haunts; and ye
Parterres,
Which She is pleased and proud to call her
own,
Witness how oft upon my noble Fi-iend
Mute offerings, tribute from an inward
sense
Of admiration and respectful love,
Have waited — till the afEections could no
more
30
Endure that silence, and broke out ia song,
Snatches of music taken up and dropt
Like those self-solacing, those imder, notes
Trilled by the redbreast, when autumnal
leaves
Are thin upon the bough. Mine, only mine,
The pleasure was, and no one heard the
praise,
Checked, in the moment of its issue,
checked
And reprehended, by a fancied blush
From the pure qualities that called it forth.
Thus Virtue lives debarred from Virtue's
meed;
40
Thus, Lady, is retiredness a veU
That, while it only spreads a softening
charm
0'er features looked at by discerning eyes,
Hides half their beauty from the common
gaze;
And thus, even on the exposed and breezy
hill
Of lofty station, female goodness walks,
When side by side with lunar gentleness,
As in a cloister. Yet the grateful Poor
(Such the immunities of low estate,
Plaiti Nature's enviable privilege,
50
Her sacred recompence for many wants)
Open their hearts before Thee, pouring out
Ali that they think and feel, with tears of
joy;
And benedictions not unheard in heavenAnd friend in the ear of friend, where
speech is free
To follow truth, is eloquent as they.
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TO THE MOON

Then let the Book receive iu these prompt j Dost shield from harm the humblest of the
sleeping;
lines
What pleasure once encompassed those
A just memorial; and thine eyes consent
sweet names
To read that they, who mark thy course,
Which yet in thy behalf the Poet claims,
behold
A life declining with the golden light
60 An idolizing dreamer as of yore ! —
I slight them ali; and, on this sea-beat shore
Of summer, in the season of sere leaves;
See oheerfulness mídamped by stealiiig Sole-sitting, only can to thoughts attend n
That bid me hail thee as the Sailor's
Time;
Friend;
See studied kindness flow with easy stream,
So eall thee for heaTen's grace through thee
Illustrated with inborn courtesy;
made known
And an habitual disregard of self
By coníidence supplied and mercy shown,
Balanced by vigilance for others' weal.
And shall the Verse not tell of lighter When not a twinkling star or beacon's light
Abates the perils of a stormy night;
gi£ts
And for less obvious benefits, that find
With these ennobling attributes conjoined
Their way, with thy pure help, to heart
And blended, in peculiar harmony,
and mind;
By Youth's surviving spirit ? What agUe
graoe !
70 Both for the adventurer starting in life's
prime;
A nymph-like liberty, in nymph-like form,
Beheld with wonder; whether floor or And veteran ranging round from clime to
clime,
20
path
Thou tread; or sweep — borne on the Long-baBled hope's slow fever in his veins,
And wounds and weakness oft his labour's
managed steed —
sole remains.
Fleet as the shadows, over down or field,
The aspiring Movmtains and the winding
Driven by strong winds at play among the
Streams,
clouds.
Yet one word more — one farewell word Empress of Night! are gladdened by thy
beams;
— a wish
Which carne, but it has passed into a A look of thine the wilderness pervades,
And penetrates the foresfs inmost shades;
prayer—
That, as thy sun in brightness is declining, Thou, chequering peaceably the minster's
gloom,
So — at an hour yet distant for their sakes
Whose tender love, here faltering ou the Guid'st the pale Mourner to the lost one's
tomb;
way
So
Canst reach the Prisoner — to his grated
Of a diviner love, will be forgiven —
Cell
2g
So may it set in peace, to rise again
Welcome, though silent and intangible ! —
For everlastiug glory won by faith.
And lives there one, of ali that come and go
On the great waters toiling to and fro,
One, who has watehed thee at some quiet
TO THE MOON
hour
COMPOSED BY THE SEASIDE, ON THE Enthroned aloft in undisputed power,
COAST OF CUMBERLAND
Or crossed by vapoury streaks and clouds
that move
1835. 1836
Catching the lustre they in part reprove —
Wanderer ! that stoop'st so low, and Nor sometimes felt a fitness in thy sway
To call up thoughts that shun the glare of
com'st so near
day.
To human life's unsettled atmosphere;
Who lov'st with ífight and Silence to par- And make the serious happier than the gay ?
Yes, lovely Moon! if thou so mildly
take,
bright
40
So might it seem, the cares of them that
Dost rouse, yet surely in thy own despite.
wake;
And, through the cottage-lattice softly To fiercer mood the phrenzy-stricken brain,
I Let me a compensating faith maúitam;
peeping,

TO THE MOON
That there 's a sensitive, a tender, part
Which thou canst touch in every human
heart,
For healing and composnre. — But, as least
And mightiest billows ever have confessed
Thy domination; as the whole vast Sea
Feels through her lowest depths thy
sovereignty;
So shines that countenance with especial
grace
50
On them who virge the keel her plains to
trace
Furrowing its way right onward. The most
rude,
Cut ofB from home and conntry, may have
stood—
Even till long gazing hath bedimmed hiseye,
Or the mute rapture ended in a sigh —
Touched by accordance of thy plaeid cheer,
With some internai lights to memory dear,
Or faneies stealing forth to soothe the breast
Tired with its daily share of earth'sunrest,—
Gentle awakenings, visitations meek;
60
A kindly influence whereof few will speak,
Though it can wet with tears the hardiest
cheek.
And when thy beauty in the shadowy
cave
Is hidden, buried in its monthly grave;
Then, while the Sailor, 'mid an open sea
Swept by a favouring wind that leaves
thought free.
Faces the deck — no star perhaps in sight,
And nothing save the moving ship's own
light
To cheer the long dark hours of vacant
night —
69
Oft with his musings does thy image blend,
In his mind's eye thy crescent horns ascend.
And thou art still, O Moon, that Sailor's
Friend !
TO THE MOON
RYDAL
1835. 1836
Queen of the stars ! — so gentle, so benign,
That ancient Fable did to thee assign,
When darkness creeping o'er thy silver brow
Warned thee these upper regions to forego,
Altemate empire in the shades below —
A Bard, who, lately near the wide-spread sea
Traversed by gleaming ships, looked up
to thee
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With grateful thoughts, doth now thy rising hail
From the dose confines of a shadowy vale.
Glory of night, conspicuous yet serene, 10
Nor less attractive when by glimpses seen
Through cloudy umbrage, well might that
fair face,
And ali those attributes of modest grace,
In days when Fancy wrought unehecked by
fear,
Down to the green earth fetch thee from
thy sphere.
To sit in leafy woods by fountains clear !
O stül beloved (for thine, meek Power,
are charms
That fascinate the very Babe in arms,
While he, uplifted towards thee, laughs
outright,
Spreading his little palms in his glad
Mother's sight)
20
O still beloved, once worshipped ! Time,
that frowns
In his destructive flight on earthly crowns,
Spares thy mild splendour; stül those farshot beams
Tremble on dancing waves and rippling
streams
With stainless touch, as chaste as when thy
praise
Was sung by Virgin-choirs in festal lays;
And through dark trials stül dost thou
explore
Thy way for iacrease punctual as of yore,
When teeming Matrons — yielding to rude
faith
In mysteries of birth and life and death 30
And painful struggle and deliveranoe —
prayed
Of thee to visit them with lenient aid.
What though the rites be swept away, the
fanes
Extinct that echoed to the votive strains;
Yet thy mild aspect does not, cannot, cease
Love to promote and purity and peace;
And Fancy, unreproved, even yet may trace
Faint types of sufBering in thy beamless
face.
Then, silent Monitress ! let us — not blind
To worlds unthought of till the searching
mind
40
Of Science laid them open to mankind —
Told, also, how the voiceless heavens declare
God's glory; and acknowledging thy share
In that blest charge; let us—without offence
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To aught of highest, holiest- influeiiee —
Receive whatever good 't is given thee to
dispense.
May sage and simple, catching with one eye
The moral intimations of the sky,
Learn from thy course, where'er their own
be taken,
" To look on tempests, and be never
shaken;"
50
To keep with faithful step the appointed
way,
Eclipsing or eclipsed, by night or day,
And from example of thy monthly range
Gently to brook decline and fatal ohange;
Meek, patient, stedfast, and with loftier
seope,
Than thy revi vai yields, for gladsome hope!

Was reared and tanght; aud humbly earned
his bread,
To the strict labours of the merchant's desk
By duty chained. Not seldom did those
tasks
Tease, and the thought of time so spent
depress,
His spirit, but the recompence was high;
Firm Independence, Bounty's rightfnl sire;
Aífections, warm as sunshine, free as air; 10
And when the preeions hours of leisure
came,
Knowledge and wisdom, gained from converse sweet
With books, or while he ranged the crowded
streets
With a keen eye, and overflowing heart:
So genius triimiphed over seeming wrong.
And poured out truth in works by thonghtWRITTEN AFTER THE DEATH
fullove
OF CHARLES LAMB
Inspired — works potent over smiles and
tears.
1835. 1836
And as ronnd mountain-tops the lightning
Light %¥Í11 be thrown upon the tragic circumplays,
stance alluded to in this poem when, after the Thns iimocently sported, breaking forth
death of Charles Lambas Sister, his biographer, As from a cloud of some grave sympathy, 20
Mr. Sergeant Talfourd, shall be at liberty to Humour and wild instinctive wit, and ali
relate particulars which could not, at the time The vivid flashes of his spoken words.
his Memoir was written, be given to the public. J From the most gentle creature nursed in
Mary Lamb was ten years older than her
fields
brother, and has survived him as long a time.
Were I to give way to my own feelings, I Had been derived the name he bore — a
name,
should dwell not only on her genius and intelleetual powers, but upon the delicacy and re- Wherever Christian altars have been raised,
finement of manner which she maintained in- Hallowed to meekness and to innocence;
violable imder most trying circumstances. She And if in him meekness at times gave way,
was loved and honoured by ali her brother's Provoked out of herself by troubles strange,
friends; and others, some of them strange Many and strange, that hung about his life;
characters, whom his philanthropic peculiarities
at the centre of his being, lodged 30
induced him to countenance. The death of C. Still,
soul by resignation sanctified:
Lamb himself was doubtless hastened by his A
sorrow for that of Coleridge, to whom he had j And if too often, self-reproached, he felt
been attached from the time of their being That innocence belongs not to our kind,
school-fellows at Christ's Hospital. Lamb was A power that never ceased to abide in
him,
a good Latin scholar, and probably would have
gone to college upon one of the sehool founda- Charity, 'mid the multitude of sins
tions but for the impediment in his speech. That she can cover, left not his exposed
Had snch been his lot, he would most likely To an imforgiving judgment from just
have been preserved from the indulgences of
Heaven.
social humours and fancies which were often Oh, he was good, if e'er a good Man lived !
injurious to himself, and causes of severe regret to his friends, without really benefiting From a reflecting mind and sorrowing heart
the object of his misapplied kindness.
Those simple lines flowed with an earnest
To a good Man of most dear memory
wish,
40
This Stone is sacred. Here he lies apart
Though but a doubting hope, that they
From the great city where he first drew
might serve
breath,
Fitly to guard the precious dust of him
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Whose virtues ealled them forth. That
aim is missed;
For much that truth most urgently required
Had from a faltering peu been asked in
vain:
Yet, haply, on the printed page received,
The imperfeet record, there, may stand unblamed
As long as verse of mine shall breathe the
air
Of memory, or see the light of love.
Thou wert a scorner of the iields, my
Friend,
50
But more in show than truth; and from the
fields,
And from the momitains, to thy rural grave
Transported, my soothed spirit hovers o'er
Its green untrodden turf, and blowing
fiowers;
And taking up a voioe shall speak (tho' still
Awed by the theme's peculiar sanctity
Which words less free presumed not even
to touch)
Of that fraternal love, whose heaven-lit
lamp
From infancy, through manhood, to the last
Of threescore years, and to thy latest hour,
Burnt ou with ever-strengthening light,
enshrined
61
Within thy bosom.
" Wonderful" hath been
The love established between man and mau,
" Passing the love of women;" and between
Man and his help-mate in fast wedlock
joined
Through God, is raised a spirit and soul of
love
Without whose blissful influenee Paradise
Had been no Paradise; and earth were now
A waste where creatures bearing human
form,
Direst of savage beasts, would roam in fear,
Joyless and eomfórtless. Our days glide
on;
71
And let him grieve who cannot choose but
grieve
That he hath been an Elm without his Vine,
And her bright dower of clustering charities,
That, round his trunk and branches, might
have climg
Enriching and adoming. Unto thee,
Not so enriched, not so adorned, to thee
Was given (say rather, thou of later birth
Wert given to her) a Sister — 'tis a word
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Timidly uttered, for she lives, the meek, 80
The self-restraining, and the ever-kind;
In whom thy reason and intelligent heart
Found — for ali interests, hopes, and tender
cares,
AIl softening, humanising, hallowing
powers,
Whether withheld, or for her sake unsought —
More than suffieient recompence !
Her love
(What weakness prompts the voice to tell
it here ?)
Was as the love of mothers; and when
years,
Liftmg the boy to man's estate, had called
The long-protected to assume the part 90
Of a protector, the first filial tie
Was imdissolved; and, in or out of sight,
Kemained imperishably interwoven
With life itself. Thus, 'mid a shifting
world,
Did they together testify of time
And season's difference — a double tree
With two collateral stems sprung from one
root;
Such were they — such thro' life they might
have been
In union, in partition only such;
Otherwise wrought the will of the Most
High;
roo
Yet, thro' ali visitations and ali trials,
Still they were faithful; like two vessels
launched
From the same beach one ocean to explore
With mutual help, and sailing — to their
league
True, as inexorable winds, or bars
Floating or fixed of polar ice, allow.
But turn we rather, let my spirit turn
With thine, O silent and invisible Friend !
To those dear intervals, nor rare nor brief,
When reunited, and by ehoice withdrawn
From miscellaneous converse, ye were
taught
111
That the remembrance of foregone distress.
And the worse fear of future ill (which oft
Doth hang around it, as a sickly ehild
üpon its mother) may be both alike
Disarmed of power to unsettle present good
So prized, and things inward and outward
held
In such an even balance, that the heart
Acknowledges God's grace, his mercy feels,
And in its depth of gratitude is still. 120
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EFFUSION UPON THE DEATH OF JAMES HOGG

O gift divine of quiet sequestration !
The hermit, exercised in prayer and praise,
And feeding daily on the hope of heaven,
Is happy in Lis vow, and fondly cleaves
To life-long singleness; bnt happier far
Was to your souls, and, to the thoughts of
others,
A thousand times more beautiful appeared,
Your dual loneliness. The sacred tie
Is broken; yet why grieve ? for Time but
holds
His moiety in trust, till Joy shall lead 130
To the blest world where parting is unknown.
EXTEMPORE EFFUSION UPON
THE DEATH OF JAMES HOGG
1835. 1836
These verses were written extempore, immediately after reading a notice of the Ettrick
Shepherd's death in the Newcastle paper, to the
Editor of which I sent a copy for piiblication.
The persons lamented in these verses were ali
either of my friends or acquaintance. In
Loekhart's Life of Sir Walter Scott an acconnt
is given of my first meeting with him in 1803.
How the Ettrick Shepherd and I became known
to each other has already been mentioned in
these notes. He was undoubtedly a man of
original genius, but of coarse manners and low
and ofFensive opinions. Of Coleridge and
Lamb I need not speak here. Crabbe I have
met in London at Mr. Rogers's, but more frequently and favourably at Mr. Hoare's upon
Hampstead Heath. Every spring he used to
pay that family a visit of some length, and was
upon terms of intimate friendship with Mrs.
Hoare, and still more with her daughter-inlaw, who has a large collection of his letters
addressed to herself. After the Poet's decease,
application was made to her to give up these
letters to his biographer, that they, or at least
part of them, might be given to the public.
She hesitated to comply, and asked my opinion
on the subject. " By no means," was my answer, grounded not upon any objection there
might be to publishing a selection from these
letters, but from an aversion I have always felt
to meet jdle curiosity by calling back the recently departed to become the object of trivial
and familiar gossip. Crabbe obviously for the
most part preferred the company of women to
that of men, for this among other reasons, that
he did not like to be put upon the stretch in
general conversation: accordingly in miscel-

laneous society his talk was so much below
what might have been expected from a man so
deservedly celebrated, that to me it seemed
trifling. It must upon other occasions have
been of a different character, as I found in our
rambles together on Hampstead Heath, and
not so much from a readiness to communicate
hisknowledge of life and manners as of natural
history in ali its branches. His mind was inquisitive, and he seems to have taken refuge
from the remembrance of the distresses he had
gone through, in these studies and the employments to which they led. Moreover, such
contemplations might tend profitably to counterbalance the painful truths which he had
collected from his intercourse with mankind.
Had I been more intimate with him, I should
have ventured to touch upon his offi.ce as a minister of the Gospel, and how far his heart and
soul were in it so as to make him azealous and
diligent labourer : in poetry, though he wrote
much, as we ali know, he assuredly was not so.
I happened once to speak of pains as necessary
to produce merit of a certain kind which 1
highly valued : his observation was — **Itis
not worth while." You are quite right, thought
I, if the labour encroaches upon the time due
to teach truth as a steward of the mysteries of
God: if there be cause to fear tkat, write less:
but, if poetry is to be produced at ali, make
what you do produce as good as you can. Mr.
Rogers once told me that he expressed his regrei to Crabbe that he wrote in his later works
so much less correctly than in his earlier.
" Yes," replied he, " but then I had a reputation to make ; now I can afford to relax."
Whether it was from a modest estimate of his
own qualifications, or from causes less creditable, his motives for writing verse and his hopes
and aims were not so high as is to be desired.
After being silent for more than twenty years,
he again applied himself to poetry, upon the
spur of applause he received from the periodical publications of the day, as he himself tells
us in one of his prefaces. Is it not to be
lamented that a man who was so conversant
with permanent truth, and whose writings are
so valuable an acquisition to our country's
literature, should have required an impulse from
such a quarter ? — Mrs. Hemans was unfortunate as a poetess in being obliged by circumstances to write for money, and that so
frequently and so much, that she was compelled
to look out for subjects wherever she could
find them, and to write as expeditiously as
possible. As a woman, sho was to a considerable degree a spoilt child of the world. She
had been early in life distinguished for talent,
and poems of hers were published while she
was a girl. She had also been handsome in
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her youth, but lier education had been most
unfortnnate. She was totally ignorant of
housewifery, and could as easily have mana^ed
the spear of Minerva as her needle. It was
from observing' these defíciencíes, tbat, one
day "while she was under my roof, I purposely
directed her attention to household economy,
and told her I had purchased Scales, which I
intended to present to a young lady as a wedding present; pointed out their utility (for her
especial benefít), and said that no ménage ought
to he withont them. Mrs. Hemans, not in the
least suspecting my drift, reported this saying,
in a letter to a friend at the time, as a proof of
my simplieity. Being disposed to make large
allowanees for the faults of her education and
the circumstances in which she was placed, I
felt most kindly disposed towarda her, and
took her part upon ali occasions, and I was not
a littie affeeted by leaming that after she
withdrew to Ireland, a long and severe sickness raised her spirit as it depressed her body.
This I heard from her most intimate friends,
and there is striking eTÍdence of it in a poem
written and published not long before her
death. These notices of Mrs, Hemans would
be very unsatisfactory to her intimate friends,
as indeed they are to myself, not so much for
what is said, but what for breTÍty's sake is left
unsaid. Let it suffice to add, there was much
sympathy between us, and, if opportunity had
been allowed me to see more of her, I should
have loved and valued her accordingly ; as it
is, I rememher her with true affection for her
amiable qualities, and, above ali, for her delicate and irreproachable conduct during her
long separation from an nnfeeling hnsband,
whom she had been led to marry from the romantic notions of inexperienced youth. Upon
this husband I never heard her cast the least
reproach, nor did I ever hear her even name
him, though she did not wholly forbear to
touch upon her domestic position; but never
so as that any fault could be found with her
manner of adverting to it.
When first, descending from the moorlands,
I saw the Stream of Yarrow glide
Along a bare and open valley,
The Ettrick Shepherd was my guide.
When last along its banks I wandered,
Through groves that had begun to shed
Their golden leaves upon the pathways,
My steps the Border-minstrel led.
The mighty Minstrel breathes no longer,
'Mid mouldering ruins low he lies;
10

And death upon the braes of Yarrow,
Has closed the Shepherd-poet's eyes:
Nor has the rolling year twice measured,
From sign to sign, its stedfast course,
Sinee every mortal power of Coleridge
Was frozen at its marvellous source;
The rapt One, of the godlike forehead,
The heaven-eyed creature sleeps in earth:
And Lamb, the frolic and the gentle,
Has vanished from his lonely hearth.
20
Like clouds that rake the mountain-sunv
mits,
Or waves that own no curbing hand,
How fast has brother followed brother
From sunshine to the sunless land !
Yet I, whose lids from infant slumber
Were earlier raised, remain to hear
A timid voioe, that asks in whispers,
" Who next will drop and disappear ? "
Our haughty life is crowned with darkness,
Like London with its own black wreath, 30
On which with thee, O Crabbe ! forthlooking,
I gazed from Hampstead's breezy heath.
As if but yesterday departed,
Thou too art gone before; but why,
0'er ripe fruit, seasonably gathered,
Should frail survivors heave a sigh ?
Mourn rather for that holy Spirit,
Sweet as the spring, as ocean deep;
For Her who, ere her summer faded,
Has sunk into a breathless sleep.

40

No more of old romantie sorrows.
For slaughtered Youth or love-lom Maid 1
With sharper grief is Yarrow smitten.
And Ettrick mourns with her their Poet
dead.
UPON SEEING A COLOURED
DRAWING OF THE BIRD OF
PARADISE IN AN ÁLBUM
1835. 1836
I cannot forbear to record that the last seven
lines of this Poem were composed in bed during the night of the day on which my sister
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"BY A BLEST HUSBAND GUIDED; MARY GAME"

ÍSara Hutchinson died about 6 p.m., and it was
the thought of her innocent and beautiful life
that, through faith, prompted the words —
" On wings that fear no glance of God^e pure sight,
No tempest from his breath."
The reader will find two poems on pictures of
this bird among my Poems. I will here observe
that in a far greater number of instances than
have been nientioned in these notes one poem
has, as in this case, grown outof another, either
because I felt the snbject had been inadeqnately
treated, or that the thoughts and images suggested in conrse of composition have been such
as I found interfered with the unity indispensable to every work of art, however humble in
character.

Over the earth and through the skies
In never-wearied search of Paradise —
Region that crowns her beauty with the
name
She bears for us — for us how blest,
How happy at ali seasons, could like aim
üphold our Spirits urged to kindred flight
Ou wings that fear no glance of God's pure
sight,
No tempest from his breath, their promised
rest
Seeking with indefatigable quest
4a
Above a world that deems itself most wise
When most enslaved by gross realities !

Who rashiy strove thy Image to portray ?
Thou buoyant minion of the tropie air;
How could he think of the live creature —

"BY A BLEST HUSBAND GUIDED,
MARY CAME"
1835. 1835
This lady was named Carleton; she, along
witli a sister, was brought up in the neighbour»
hood of Ambleside. The epitaph, a part of it
at least, is in the church at Bronasgrove, where
she resided after her marriage.

With a divinity of colours, drest
In ali her brightness, from the dancing crest
Far as the last gleain of the filmjr train
Extended and extending to sustam
The motions that it graces — and forbear
To drop his pencil! Flowers of every clime
Depicted on these pages smile at time; lo
And gorgeous inseets copied with nioe care
Are here, and likenesses of many a shell
Tossed ashore by restless waves,
Or in the diver's grasp fetched up from
caves
Where sea-nymphs might be proud to
dwell:
But whose rash hand (again I ask) could
dare,
'Mid casual tokens and promiseuous shows,
To circumscribe this Shape in fixed repose;
Could imitate for indolent survey,
Perhaps for toueh profane,
20
Plumes that might eatch, buf cannot keep,
a stain;
And, with cloud-streaks lightest and loftiest,
share
The sun's first greeting, his last farewell
ray !
Resplendent Wanderer! followed with
glad eyes
Where'er her eourse; mysterious Bird !
To whom, by wondering Fancy stirred,
Eastern Islanders have given
A holy name — the Bird of Heaven !
And even a title higher still,
The Bird of God ! whose blessed will 30
She seems performing as she flies

By a blest Husband guided, Mary came
From nearest kindred, Yernon her new
name;
She came, though meek of soul, in seemly
pride
Of happiness and hope, a youthful Bride.
O dread reverse ! if aught be so, which
proves
That God will chasten whom he dearly
loves.
Faith bore her up through pains in mercy
given,
And troubles that were each a step to
Heaven:
Two Babes were laid in earth before she
died;
A third now slumbers at the Mother's
side;
Its Sister-twin survives, whose smiles afford
A trembling solace to her widowed Lord.
Reader ! if to thy bosom cling the pain
Of recent sorrow combated in vain;
Or if thy cherished grief have failed to
thwart
Time still intent on his insidious part,
Lulling the moumer's best good thoughta
asleep,
Pilfering regrets we would, but cannot,
keep;

SONNETS
Bear with Him — judge Him gently who
makes knowii
His bitter loss by this memorial Stone;
And pray that in his faitliful breast the
graee
Of resignation find a hallowed plaoe.
SONNETS
I
1835 (?). 1835
Desponding Father! mark this altered
bough,
So beautiful of late, with sunshine warmed,
Or moist with de ws; what more imsightly
now,
Its blossoms shrivelled, and its fruit, if
formed,
Invisible ? yet Spring her genial brow
Knits not o'er that discolouring and decay
As false to expectation. Nor fret thou
At like uniovely proeess in the May
Of human life: a Stripling's graces blow,
Fade and are shed, that from their timely
fali
(Misdeem it not a eankerous change) may
grow
Rich mellow bearings, that for thanks shall
call;
In ali men, sinful is it to be slow
To hope — in Parents, sinful above ali.
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Romans for travei girt, for business gowned;
And some recline on couches, myrtlecrowned,
In festal glee: why not? For fresh and
clear.
As if its hues were of the passing year,
Dawns this time-buried pavement. From
that momid
Hoards may come forth of Trajans, Maximins,
Shrnnk into coins with ali their warlike
toil:
Or a fierce impress issnes with its foil
Of tenderness — the Wolf, whose suckling
Twins
The nnlettered ploughboy pities when he
wins
The casual treasure from the furrowed soU.

III
ST. CATHERINE OF LEDBURY
1835 (?). 1835
Written on a journey from Brinsop Court,
Herefordshire.
When hmnan touch (as monkish books
attest)
Nor was applied nor could be, Ledbury
bells
Broke forth in concert flung adown the
delis.
And upward, high as Malvern's eloudy
crest;
II
Sweet tones, and caught by a noble Lady
ROMAN ANTIQUITIES DISCOVERED AT
blest
BISHOPSTONE, HEREFORDSHIRE
To rapture ! Mabel listened at the side
Of her loved mistress: soon the music died.
1835 (?). 1835
And Catherine said,
% jSft up mp rejSt.
My attention to tbese antiquities was directed Warned in a dream, the Wanderer long
by Mr. Walker, son to the itinerant Eidouranian
had sought
Philosopher. The beautiful pavement was discovered within a few yards of the front door of A home that by such miracle of sound
his parsonage, and appeared from the site (in Must be revealed: — she heard it now, or
felt
full view of several hills upon which there had
formerly been Roman encampments) as if it The deep, deep joy of a confiding thought;
might have been the villa of the commander of And there, a saintly Anchoress, she dwelt
the forces, at least such was Mr. Walker's con- Till she exehanged for lieaven that happy
jeeture.
ground.
While poring Antiquarians search the
IV
ground
1835 (?). 1835
Upturned with curious pains, the Bard, a
Seer,
In the month of January, when Dora and I
Takes fire: — The men that have been re- were walking from Town-end, Grasmere, across
appear;
the vale, snow being on the ground, she espied.
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SONNETS

in the thick thongh leafless hedg^e, a bird'»
nest half fiUed with snow. Out of this comfortless appearanee arose this Sonnet, which
waSy in fact, written "without the least reference
to any individual object, but merely to prove to
myself that I could, if I thought íit, write in a
strain that Poets have been fond of. On the
14th of February in the same year,my daughter,
in a sportive mood, sent it as a Valentine, under a Bctitious name, to her cousin C. W.
WHY art thou silent! Is thy love a plant
Of such weak fibre that the treacherous air
Of absence withers what was once so fair ?
Is there no debt to pay, no boon to grant?
Yet have my thoughts for thee been vigilant —
Bound to thy service with unceasing eare,
The mind's least generous wish a mendicant
For nought but what thy happiness could
spare.
Speak — though this soft warm heart, once
free to hold
A thousand tender pleasnres, thine and
mine,
Be left more desolate, more dreary cold
Than a forsaken bird's-nest filled with snow
"Mid its own bush of leafless eglantine —
Speak, that my torturing doubts their end
may know !
V
1835 (?). 1835
Siiggested on the road between Preston and
Lancaster where it first gives a view of the
Lake country, and composed on the same day,
on the roof of the coach.
Four íiery steeds impatient of the rein
Whirled us o'er sunless ground beneath a
sky
As void of sunshine, when, from that wide
plain,
Clear tops of far-ofE mountains we descry,
Like a Sierra of cerulean Spain,
AH light and lustre. Did no heart reply ?
Yes, there was One; — for One, asunder fly
The thousand links of that ethereal chain;
And green vales open out, with grove and
íield,
And the fair front of many a happy Home;
Such tempting spots as into vision come
While Soldiers, weary of the arms they wield
And sick at heart of strifeful Christendom,
Gaze on the moon by parting olouds revealed.

VI
TO
1835 (?)■ 1835
The iate of this poor Dove, as described,
was told to me at Brinsop Court, by the young
lady to whom I have given the name of Lesbia.
" Miss not the occasion : by the forelock take
That subtíle Power, the never-halting Time,
Lest a mere momeufs putting-ofE should make
Mischance ahuost as heavy as a crime."
" Wait, prithee, wait! " this answer Lesbia threw
Forth to her Dove, and took no further
heed;
Her eye was busy, while her flngers flew
Across the harp, with soul-engrossing speed;
But from that bondage when her thoughts
were freed
She rose, and toward the close-shut casement drew,
Whence the poor unregarded FaTourite,true
To old affections, had been heard to plead
With flapping wing for entrance. Wbat a
shriek !
Forced from that voice so lately tuned to a
strain
Of harmony ! — a shriek of terror, pain,
And self-reproach ! for, from aloft, a Kite
Pounced, — and the Dove, which from its
ruthless beak
She could not rescue, perished in her sight!
VII
1835 (?). 1835
Said Secrecy to Cowardice and Fraud,
Falsehood and Treachery, in dose council
met,
Deep under ground, in Pluto's cabinet,
" The frost of England's pride will soon be
thawed;
Hooded the open brow that overawed
Our schemes; the faith and honour, never
yet
By us with hope encountered, be upset; —
For once I burst my bands, and cry, applaud!"
Then whispered she, " The BUl is carrying
out!"
They heard, and, starting up, the Brood of
Niglit
Clapped hands, and shook with glee their
matted locks;
Ali Powers and Places that abhor the light
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Joined in the transport, echoed back their
ghout,
Hurrah for
, hugging his Ballot-box !
NOVEMBER 1836
1836. 1837
Even so for me a Vision sanotified
The sway of Death; long ere mine eyes had
seen
Thy countenance — the still papture of thy
mien —
When thou, dear Sister! wert become
Death's Bride:
No trace of pain or languor could abide
That change: — age on thy brow was
smoothed — thy cold
Wan eheek at once was privileged to imfold
A loveliness to living youth deuied.
Oh ! if within me hope should e'er decline,
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The lamp of faith, lost Friend ! too faintly
burn;
Then may that heaven-revealing smile of
thine,
The bright assurance, visibly return;
And let my spirit in that power divine
Eejoice, as, through that power, it ceased
to mourn.
"SIX MONTHS TO SIX YEARS
ADDED HE REMAINED"
1836. 1836
Six months to six years added he remained
Upon this sinful earth, by sin unstained:
O blessed Lord ! whose mercy then removed
A Child whom every eye that looked on
loved;
Snpport us, teach us calmly to resign
What we possessed, and now is wholly thine !
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1837-42. 1842
During ray wliole life I had felt a stroiig* desire to visit Rome and the other celebrated cities
and reg"ion3 of Italy, but did not thínk myself justified in incurring^ the necessary expense till I
received from Mr. Moxon, the publisher of a large edition of my poems, a sum suf&cient to enable me to gratify my wish without encroaching upon what I considered due to my family. My
ezcellent friend H. C. Kobinson readily consented to accompany me, and in March 1837, we set
ofE from London, to which we returned in Augiist, earlier than my companion wished or I should
myself have desired had I been, like him, a bachelor. These Memoriais of that tour touch upon
but a very few of the places and objects thaí interested me, and, in what they do advert to, are
for the most part much slighter than I could wish. More particularly do I regret that there is
no notice in them of the South of France, nor of the Roman antiquities abounding in that district, especially of the Pont de Degard, which, together with its situation, impressed me full as
much as any remains of Roman architecture to be found in Italy. Then there was Vaucluse, with
its Fountain, its Petrarch, its rocks of ali seasons, its small plots of lawn in their first vernal
freshness, and the blossoms of the peach and other trees embellishing the scene on every side.
The beauty of the stream also called forcibly for the expression of sympathy from one who from
his childhood had studied the brooks and torrents of his native mountains. Between two and
three hours did I run about climbing the steep and rugged crags from whose base the water of
Vaucluse breaks forth. " Has Laura's Lover," often said I to myself, " ever sat down upon
this stone ? or has his foot ever pressed that turf ? " Some, especially of the female sex, would
have felt sure of it: my answer was (impute it to my years), " I fear not." Is it not in fact
obvious that many of his love verses must have flowed, I do not say from a wish to display his
own talent, but from a habit of exercising his intellect in that way rather than from an impulse
of his heart ? It is otherwise with his Lyrical poems, and particularly with the one upon the
degradation of his country : there he pours out his reproaches, lamentations, and aspirations like
an ardent and sineere patriot. But enough : it is time to turn to my own effusions, such as they are.
These recorda take, and happy should I be
TO
Were but the Gift a meet Return to thee
For kindnesses that never ceased to ílow,
HENRY CRABB ROBINSON
And
prompt self-sacriflce to which I owe
Companion ! by whose buoyant Spirit cheered,
Far more than any heart but mine can know.
In whose experience trusting, day by day
W. WORDSWORTH.
Treasures 1 gained with zeal that neither feared
Ktdàl Moünt, Feh. 14M, 1842.
The toils nor felt the crosses of the way,
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The Tour of which the following' Poems are
very inadequate remembrances was shortened
by report, too well founded, of the prevalence
OI Cholera at Naples. To make some amends
for what was reluctantly left unseen in the
South of Italy, we visited the Tuscan Sanctuaries among the Apennines, and the principal
Italian Lakes among the Alps. Neither of
those lakes, nor of Venice, is there any notice
in these Poems, chiefly because I have touched
upon them elsewhere. See, in particular^ " Descriptive Sketches," " Memoriais of a Tour on
the Continent in 1820," and a Sonnet upon the
extinction of the Venetian Republic.
I
MUSINGS NEAR AQUAPENDENTE
April 1837. 1842
"Not the less
Had his sunk eye kindled at those dear words
That spake of bards and mmstrels."
His, Sir Walter Scott's eye, did in fact kindle
at them, for the lines, " Places forsaken now,"
and the two that follow were adopted from a
poem of mine which nearly forty years ago was
in part read to him, and he never f orgot them.
" Old HelveUyn's brow,
Where once together, in his day of strength,
We stood rejoicing."
Sir Humphrey Davy was with us at the time.
We had ascended from Paterdale, and I could
not but admire the vigour with which Scott
scrambled along that horn of the mountain
called "Striding Edge.'* Our progress was
necessarily slow, and was beguiled by Scott^s
telling many stories and amusing anecdotes, as
was his custom. Sir H. Davy would have
probably been better pleased if other topics
had occasionally been interspersed, and some
discussion entered upon: at ali events he did
flot remain with us long at the top of the mountain, but left us to find our way down its steep
side together into the vale of Grasmere, where,
at my cottage, Mrs. Scott was to meet us at
dinner.
With faint smile
He said, — ^ When I am there, although 't is fair,
'T will be another Yarrow.' "
See among these notes the one on Yarrow
Revisited."
" A few short steps (painful they were)."
This, though introduced here, I did not know
till it was told me at Rome by Miss Mackenzie
of Seaforth, a lady whose friendly attentions

during my residence at Rome I have gratef uUy
acknowledged, with expressions of sincere regret that she is no more. Miss M. told me
that she accompamed Sir Walter to the Janicular Mount, and, after showing him the grave
of Tasso in the church upon the top, and a
mural monument there erected to his memory,
they left the church and stood together on
the brow of the hill overlooking the city of
Rome: his daughter Anne was with them, and
she, naturally desirous, for the sake of Miss
Mackenzie especially, to have some expression
of pleasure from her father, half reproached
him for showing nothing of that kind either by
his looks or voice : How can I," replied he,
" having only one leg to stand upon, and that
in extreme pain! " so that the prophecy was
more than fulfilled.
" Over waves rough and deep.'*
We took boat near the lighthouse at the
point of the right hornof the bay which makes
a sort of natural port for Genoa; but the wind
was high, and the waves long and rough, so
that I did not feel quite recompensed by the
view of the city, splendid as it was, for the
danger apparently incurred.' The boatman (I
had only one) encouraged me, saying we were
quite safe, but I was not a little glad when we
gained the shore, though Shelley and Byron —
one of them at least, who seemed to have
courted agitation from any quarter — would
have probably rejoiced in such a situation:
more than once I believe were they both in extreme danger even on the Lake of Geneva.
Every man however has his fears of some kind
or other; and no doubt they had theirs : of ali
men whom I have ever known, Coleridge had
the most of passive courage in bodily peril, but
no one was so easily cowed when moral firmness was required in miscellaneous conversation
or in the daily intercourse of social life.
" How lovely robed in forenoon light and shade,
Each ministering to each, didst thou appear,
Savona."
There is not a single bay along this beautiful
coast that might not raise in a traveller a wish
to take up his abode there, each as it succeeds
seems more inviting than the other; but the
desolated convent on the clifP in the bay of
Savona struck my fancy most; and had I, for
the sake of my own health or that of a dear
friend, or ,any other cause, been desirous of a
residence abroad, I should have let my thoughts
loose upon a scheme of turning. some part of
this building into a habitation provided as far
as might be with English comforts. There is
dose by it a row or avenue, I forget which, of
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tall cypresses. I could not forbear saying to
myself — " What a sweet family walk, or one
for lonely musings, would be found under the
shade! " but there, probably, the trees remained
little notioed and seldom enjoyed.
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0'er intervenient waste, through glimmering haze,
Unquestionably kenned, that cone-shaped
hm
With fractured summit, no indiffierent sight
To travellers, from such comforts as are
This flowering broom'8 dear neíghbourhood."
thine,
21
The broom is a great ornament through the Bleak Radicofani! escaped with joy —
months of Mareh and April to the vales and These are before me; and the varied scene
hills of the Apennines, in the wild parts of May well suffice, till noon-tide's sultry heat
which it blows in the utmost profusion, and of Relax, to fix and satisfy the mind
course successively at different elevations as the Passive yet pleased. What ! with this
season advances. It surpasses ours in beauty
Broom in flower
and fragrance, but, speaking from my own Ciosa at my side ! She bids me fly to greet
limited observation only, I cannot affirm the Her
soon like her to be attired
same of several of their wild spring flowers, the Withsisters,
golden bloasoms opening at the feet
primroses in particular, which I saw not unfrequently but thinly scattered and languish- Of my own Fairfield. The glad greeting
given,
30
ing compared to ours.
The note at the dose of this poem, upon the Given with a voice and by a look returned
Oxford movement, was intrusted to my friend Of old companionship, Time oomits not
Mr.'Frederick Faber. I told him what I wished
minutes
to be said, and begged that, as he was inti- Ere, from accustomed paths, familiar fields,
mately acquainted with several of the Leaders The local Genius hurries me aloft,
of it, he wonld express my thought in the way Transported o ver that cloud-wooing hill,
least likely to be taken amiss by thera. Much Seat Sandal, a fond suitor of the clouds,
of the work they are undertaking was grievously wanted, and God grant their endeavours With dream-like smoothness, to Helvellyn's
top,
may continue to prosper as they have done.
There to alight upon crisp moss and range,
Obtaining ampler boon, at every step,
Ye Apennines ! with ali your fertile vales
Deeply embosomed, and your winding shores Of visual sovereignty — hills multitudinous,
(Not Apennine can boast^f fairer) hills 41
Of either sea — an Islander by birth,
A Moimtaineer by habit, would resound
Pride of two nations, wobd and lake and
Your praise, in meet accordance with your
plains,
claims
And prospect right below of deep coves
Bestowed by Nature, or from man's great
shaped
deeds
By skeleton arms, that, from the monnInherited: — presumptuous thought ! — it
tain's trunk
fled
Extended, clasp the winds, with mutual
Like vapour, like a towering cloud, dismoan
solved.
Struggling for liberty, while undismayed
Not, therefore, shall my mind give way to The shepherd struggles with them. Onsadness; —
ward thence
Yon snow-white torrent-fall, plumb down it And downward by the skirt of Greenside
drops
IO
fell,
Yet ever hangs or seems to haug in air,
And by Glenridding-screes, and low GlenLulling the leisure of that high perched
coign,
town,
Places forsaken now, though loving still 50
Aquapendente, in her lofty site
The muses, as they loved them in the days
Its neighbour and its namesake — town, and Of thé old minstrels and the border bards. —
flood
But here am I fast bound; and let it pass,
Forth flashing out of its own gloomy chasm The simple rapture; — who that traveis far
Bright svmbeams — the fresh verdure of To feed his mind with watchful eyes could
this lawn
share
Strewn with grey roeks, and on the horizon's Or wish to share it? — One there surely
verge,
was^
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" The Wizard of the North," with anxious
liope
Brought to this genial climate, when disease
Preyed upon body and mind — yet not the
less
Had his sunk eye kindled at those dear
words
6o
That spake of bards and minstrels; and
his spirit
Had flown with mine to old Helvellyn's
brow,
Where once together, in his day of strength,
We stood rejoicing, as if earth were free
From sorrow, like the sky above our heads.
Years followed years, and when, upon
the eve
Of his last going from Tweed-side, thought
turned,
Or by another's sympathy was led,
To this bright land, Hope was for him no
friend,
Knowledge no help; Imagination shaped 70
No promise. Still, in more than ear-deep
seats,
Survives for me, and cannot but survive
The tone of voice whioh wedded borrowed
words
To sadness not their own, when, with
faint smile
Forced by intent to take from speech its
edge,
He said, "When I am there, although 't is
fair,
'T will be another Yarrow." Prophecy
More than fnlfilled, as gay Campania's
shores
Soon witnessed, and the city of seven hills,
Her sparkling fountains and her mouldering tombs;
80
And more than ali, that Eminence whieh
showed
Her splendours, seen, not felt, the while
he stood
A few short steps (painful they were) apart
From Tasso's Convent-haven, and retired
grave.
Peace to their Spirits ! why should Poesy
Yield to the Inre of vain regret, and hover
In gloom on wings with confidence outspread
To move in snnshine ? — Utter thanks, my
Soul!
Tempered with awe, and sweetened by
compassion

For them who in the shades of sorrow
dwell,
go
That I — so near the term to human life
Appointed by man's common heritage,
Frail as the fraUest, one withal (if that
Deserve a thought) but little known to
fame —
Am free to rove where Nature's loveliest
looks,
Arfs noblest relics, history's rich bequests,
Failed to reanimate and but feebly cheered
The whole world's Darling — free to rove
at will
0'er high and low, and if requiring rest,
Kest from enjoyment only.
Thanks poured forth
For what thus far hath blessed my wanderings, thanks
loi
Fervent but humble as the lips can breathe
Where gladness seems a duty — let me
guard
Those seeds of expectation whieh the fruit
Already gathered in this favoured Land
Enfolds within its core. The faith be
mine,
That He who guides and governs ali, approves
When gratitude, though disciplined to look
Beyond these transient spheres, doth wear
a crown
Of earthly hope put on with trembling
hand;
na
Nor is least pleased, we trust, when golden
beams,
Reflected through the mists of age, from
hours
Of innocent delight, remote or reeent,
Shoot but a little way — 't is ali they can —
Into the doubtful future. Who would keep
Power must resolve to cleave to it through
life,
Else it deserts him, surely as he lives.
Saints would not grieve nor guardian angels
frown
If one — while tossed, as was my lot to be,
In a frail bark urged by two slender oars 120
Over waves rough and deep, that, when
they broke,
Dashed their white foam against the palaee
walls
Of Genoa the superb — should there be led
To meditate upon his own appointed tasks,
However humble in themselves, with
thoughts
Raised and sustained by memory of Him
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Who oftentimes within those narrow bounds
Rocked on the surge, there tried his spirit's
strength
And grasp of purpose, long ere sailed his
ship
To lay a new world open.
Nor less prized
Be those impressions which incline the
heart
131
To mild, to lowly, and to seeming weak,
Bend that way her desires. The dew, the
storm —
The dew whose moisture fell in gentle
drops
On the small hyssop destined to beeome,
By Hebrew ordinance devoutly kept,
A purifying instrument — the storm
That shook on Lebanon the cedar's top,
And as it shook, enabling the blind roots
Further to force their way, endowed its
trunk
140
With magnitude and strength fit to uphold
The glorious temple — did alike proceed
From the same gracious will, were both an
ofEspring
Of bounty infinite.
Between Powers that aim
Higher to lift their lofty heads, impelled
By no profane arabition, Powers that thrive
By conflict, and their opposites, that trust
In lowliness — a midway tract there lies
Of thoughtful sentiment for every mind
Pregnant with good. Young, Middle-aged,
and Old,
150
From century on to century, must have
known
The emotion—nay, more fltly were it said —
The blest tranquillity that sunk so deep
Into my spirit, when I paoed, enclosed
In Pisa's Campo Santo, the smooth floor
Of its Arcades paved with sepulchral slabs.
And through each window's open fretwork
looked
0'er the blank Area of sacred earth
Fetched from Mount Calvary, or haply
delved
In precincts nearer to the Saviour's tomb, 160
By hands of meu, humble as brave, who
fought
For its deliverance — a capacious field
That to descendants of the dead it holds
And to ali living mute memento breathes.
More touehing far than aught which on the
walls
Is pictured, or their epitaphs can speak,
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Of the changed City's long-departed power,
Glory, and wealth, which, perilous as they
are,
Here did not kill, but nourished, Piety.
And, high above that length of cloistral
roof,
170
Peering in air and backed by azure sky,
To kindred eontemplations ministers
The Baptistery's dome, and that which
swells
From the Cathedral pile; and with the
twain
Conjoined in prospect mutable or fixed
(As hurry on in eagemess the feet,
Or pause) the summit of the Leaningtower.
Nor less remuneration waits on him
Who having left the Cemetery stands
In the Tower's shadow, of decline and fali
Admonished not without some sense of
fear,
i8i
Fear that soon vanishes before the sight
Of splendour imextinguished, pomp unscathed,
And beauty unimpaired. Grand in itself,
And for itself, the assemblage, grand and
fair
To view, and for the mind's consenting eye
A type of age in mau, upon its front
Bearing the world-acknowledged evidence
Of past exploits, nor fondly after more
Struggling against the stream of destiny, igo
But with its peaeeful majesty eontent.
— Oh what a speetacle at every turn
The Place unfolds, from pavement skinned
with moss
Or grass-grown spaces, where the heaviest
foot
Provokes no echoes, but must softly tread;
Where Solitude with Silence paired stops
short
Of Desolation, and to Iluin's scythe
Decay submits not.
But where'er my steps
Shall wander, chiefly let me cull with care
Those images of genial beauty, oft
200
Too lovely to be pensive in themselves
But by reflection made so, which do best
And fltliest serve to crown with fragrant
wreaths
Life's cup when almost filled with years,
like mine.
— How lovely robed in forenoon light and
shade,
Each ministering to each, didst thou appear
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Savona, Queen of territory fair
As aught that marvellous coast thro' ali its
length
Yields to the Stranger's eye. Remembrance
holds
As a selected treasure thy one clifE,
210
That, while it wore for melancholy crest
A shattered Convent, yet rose proud to have
Clinging to its steep sides a thousand herbs
And shrubs, whose pleasant looks gave
proof liow kind
The breath of air can be where earth had
else
Seemed churlish. And behold, both far
and near,
Garden and field ali decked with orange
bloom,
And peach and citron, in Spring's mildest
breeze
Expanding; and, along the smooth shore
cnrved
Into a natural port, a tideless sea,
220
To that mild breeze with motion and with
voice
Softly responsive; and, attuned to ali
Those vernal charms of sight and sonnd,
appeared
Smooth space of turf whieh from the guardian fort
Sloped seaward, turf whose tender April
green,
In coolest climes too fugitive, might even
here
Plead with the sovereign Sun for longer
stay
Than his unmitigated beams allow,
Nor plead in vain, if beauty could preserve,
From mortal change, aught that is bom on
earth
230
Or doth on time depend.
While on the brink
Of that high Convent-crested cliffi I stood,
Modest Savona ! over ali did brood
A pure poetic Spirit — as the breeze,
Mild — as the verdure, fresh — the sunshine, bright —
Thy gentle Chiabrera ! — not a stone.
Mural or levei with the trodden floor,
In Church or Chapei, if my curious quest
Missed not the truth, retains a single name
Of young or old, warrior, or saint, or sage.
To whose dear memories his sepulchral
verse
241
Paid simple tribute, sueh as might have
flowed

From the clear spring of a plain English
heart,
Say rather, one in native fellowship
With ali who want not skill to couple grief
With praise, as genuine adiniration prompts.
The grief, the praise, are severed from their
dust,
Yet in his page the records of that worth
Survive, uninjured; — glory then to words,
Honour to word-preserving Arts, and hail
Ye kindred local influences that still, 251
If Hope's familiar whispers merit faith,
Await my steps when they the breezy height
Shall range of philosophie Tusculum;
Or Sabine vales explored inspire a wish
To meet the shade of Horaee by the side
Of his Bandusian fount; or I invoke
His presence to point out the spot where
once
He sate, and eulogized with earnest pen
Peace, leisure, freedom, moderate desires;
And ali the immunities of rural life
261
Extolled, behind Vaeuna's crumbling fane.
Or let me loiter, soothed with what is
given
Nor asking more, on that delicious Bay,
Parthenope's Domain — Virgilian haunt,
Illustrated with never-dyiiig verse.
And, by the Poet's laurel-shaded tomb.
Age after age to Pilgrims from ali lands
Endeared.
And who — if not a man as eold
In heart as dull in brain — while pacing
ground
270
Chosen by Rome's legendary Bards, high
minds
Out of her early struggles well inspired
To localize heroic acts — could look
Upon the spots with undelighted eye,
Though even to their last syllable the
Lays
And very names of those who gave them
birth
Have perished ? — Verily, to her utmost
depth,
Imagination feels what Reason fears not
To recognize, the lasting virtue lodged
In those bold fletions that, by deeds assigned
To the Valerian, Fabian, Curian Race, 281
And others like in fame, created Powers
With attributes from History derived,
By Poesy irradiate, and yet graced,
Through marvellous felicity of skill,
With something more propitious to high
aims
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Than either, pent within her separate
sphere,
Can oft with justice claim.
And not disdaining
Union with those primeval energias
To virtue consecrate, stoop ye froin your
heigiit
290
Christian Traditions ! at my Spirifs call
Descend, and, on the brow of ancient Rome
As she survives in ruin, manifest
Your glories mingled with the brightest
hues
Of her memorial halo, fading, fading,
But never to be extinct while Earth endures.
O come, if imdishonoured by the prayer,
From ali her Sanctuaries ! — Open for my
feet
Ye Catacombs, give to mine eyes a glimpse
Of the Devout, as, 'mid your glooms convened
300
For safety, they of yore enclasped the
Cross
On knees that ceased from trembling, or
intoned
Their orisons with voices half-suppressed,
But sometimes heard, or fancied to be
heard,
Even at this hour.
And thou Mamertine prison,
Into that vault receive me from whose
depth
Issues, revealed in no presumptuous vision,
Albeit lifting human to divine,
A Saint, the Church's Rock, the mystic
Keys
Grasped in his hand; and Io ! with upright
sword
310
Prefiguring his own impendent doom,
The Apostíe of the Gentües; both prepared
To sulíer pains with heathen scorn and
hate
Inflicted; — blessèd Men, for so to Heaven
They follow their dear Lord !
Time flows — nor winds,
Nor stagnates, nor precipitates his course,
But many a benefit borne upon his breast
For human-kind sinks out of sight, is gone,
No one knows how; nor seldom is put forth
An angry arm that snatches good away, 320
Never perhaps to reappear. The Stream
Has to our generation brought and brings
Innumerable gains; yet we, who now
Walk in the light of day, pertain full surely
To a chilled age, most pitiably shut out
From that which is and aetuates, by forms.
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Abstractions, and by lifeless fact to fact
Minutely linked with diligence uninspired,
ünrectified, unguided, imsustained,
By godlike insight. To this fate is doomed
Science, wide-spread and spreading still as
be
331
Her conquests, in the world of sense made
known,
So with the internai mind it fares; and so
With morais, trusting, in contempt or fear
Of vital principle's controlling law.
To her purblind guide Expediency; and so
SufEers religious faith. Elate with view
Of what is won, we overlook or scorn
The best that should keep pace with it, and
must,
Else more and more the general mind will
droop,
340
Even as if bent on perishing, There lives
No faculty within us which the Soul
Can spare, and humblest earthly Weal demands,
For dignity not placed beyond her reach,
Zealous co-operation of ali means
Given or acquired, to raise us from the
mire.
And liberate our hearts from low pursuits.
By gross Utilities enslaved, we need
More of ennobling impulse from the past,
If to the future aught of good must come
Sounder and therefore holier than the ends
Which, in the giddiness of self-applause, 352
We covet as supreme. O grant the crown
That Wisdom wears, or take his treacherous stafB
From Knowledge ! — If the Muse, whom I
have served
This day, be mistress of a single pearl
Fit to be placed in that pure diadein;
Then, not in vain, under these chestnut
boughs
Reclined, shall I have yielded up my soul
To transports from the secondary founts
Flowing of time and place, and paid to
both
361
Due homage; nor shall fruitlessly have
striven,
By love of beauty moved, to enshrine in
verse
Accordant meditations, which in times
Vexed and disordered, as our own, may
shed
Influence, at least among a scattered few,
To soberness of mind and peace of heart
Friendly; as here to my repose hath been
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This flowering broom's dear neighboiirhood,
the light
And murmur issuing from you pendent
flood,
370
And ali the varied landscape. Let us now
Rise, and to-morrow greet magnificent
Rome.
II
THE PINE OF MONTE MARIO
AT ROME
1837. 1842
Sir George Beaumont told me tliat, when he
first visited Italy, pine-trees of this species
abounded, but that 011 his returu thither, which
was more than thirty years after, they had disappeared from many places where he had been
accustomed to admire them, and had become
rare ali over the country, especially in and
about Rome. Several Roman villas have
■within these few years passed into the hands of
foreigners, who, I observed with pleasure, have
taken care to plant this tree, which in course
of years will become a great ornament to the
city and to the general landscape. May I venture to add here, that having ascended the
Monte Mario, I could not resist embracing the
trunk of this interesting monument of my departed friend^s feelings for the beauties of nature, and the power of that art which he loved
so mnch, and in the practice of which he was
so distinguished.
I SAW far off the dark top of a Pine
Look like a cloud — a slender stem the tie
That bound it to its native earth — poised
high
'Mid evening hues, along the horizon line,
Striving in peace each other to outshine.
But wheii I learned the Tree ^ was living
there,
Saved from the sordid axe by Beaumonfs
care,
Oh, what a gush of tenderness was mine !
The rescued Pine-Tree, with its sky so
bright
And clond-like beauty, rich in thoughts of
home,
Death-parted friends, and days too swift in
flight,
Supplanted the whole majesty of Rome
(Then first apparent from the Pincian
Height)
Crowned with St. Peter's everlasting Dome.

III
AT ROME
1837. 1842
Sight Í3 at first a sad enemy to imagination
and to those pleasures belonging to old times
■with wMch some exertions of that power will
always mingle: nothing perhaps bringg this
truth home to the feelings more than the city
of Rome; not so much in respect to the impression made at the moment when it is first seen
and looked at as a whole, for then the imagination may be invigorated and the mind's eye
quickened; but when particular spots or objects are sought out, disappointment is I believe
invariably felt. Ability to recover from this
disappointment will exist in proportion to knowledge, and the power of the mind to reconstruct
out of fragments and partg, and to make details
in the present subservient to more adequate
comprehension of the past.
Is this, ye Gods, the Capitolian Hill ?
Yon petty Steep in truth the fearful Rock,
Tarpeian named of yore, and keeping still
Tliat name, a local Phantom proud to mock
The Traveller's expectation ? — Could our
Will
Destroy the ideal Power within, 't were done
Thro' what men see and touch, — slaves
wandering on,
Impelled by thirst of ali but Heaven-taught
skill.
Full oft, our wish obtained, deeply we sigh;
Yet not imrecompensed are they who learn,
From that depression raised, to moimt on
high
With stronger wing, more clearly to discern
Eternal things; and, if need be, defy
Cliaiige, with a brow not insolent, thougk
stern.
IV
AT ROME—REGRETS —IN ALLUSION TO NIEBUHR AND
OTHER MODERN HISTORIANS
1837. 1842
Those old credulities, to nature dear,
Shall they no longer bloom upon the stock
Of History, stript naked as a rock
'Mid a dry desert ? What is it we hear ?
The glory of Infant Rome must disappear,
Her morning splenàours vanish, and their
place
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Know tliem no more. If Truth, who veiled
her face
With those bright beams yet hid it uot,
must steer
Henceforth a liumbler course perplexed and
slow;
One solace yet remains for us who carne
Into this world in days when story lacked
Severe research, that in our hearts we know
How, for exciting youth's heroic ílame,
Assent is power, belief the soul of faot.
V
CONTINUED
1837-42. 1842
CoMPLACENT Fictions were they, yet the
sanie
Involved a history of no doubtful sense,
History that proves by inward evidenoe
From what a precious source of truth it
carne.
Ne'er could the boldest Eulogist have dared
Such deeds to paint, such characters to
frame,
But for coeval sympathy prepared
To greet with instant faith their loftiest
claim.
None but a noble people could have loved
Flattery in Ancient Rome's pure-minded
style:
líot in like sort the Runic Scald was moved;
He, nursed 'mid savage passions that defile
Humanity, sang feats that well might call
For the blood-thirsty mead of Odin's riotous Hall.
VI
PLEA FOR THE HISTORIAM
1837-42. 1842
Forbear to deem the Chronicler unwise,
Ungentie, or untouched by seemly ruth,
Who, gathering up ali that Time's envious
tooth
Has spared of sound and grave realities,
Firmly rejects those dazzling flatteries,
Dear as they are to unsuspeeting Youth,
That might have drawn down Clio from the
skies
To vindicate the majesty of truth.
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Such was her ofíice while she walked with
men,
A Muse, who, not unmindful of her Sire
All-ruling Jove, whate'er the theme might
be,
Revered her Mother, sage Mnemosyne,
And taught her faithful servants how the
lyre
Should animate, but uot mislead, the pen.
VII
AT ROME
1837-42. 1842
I have a private interest in thia Sonnet, for
I doubt whether it would ever have been written but for the lively picture given me by
Anna Kicketts of "what they had witnessed of
the indignation and sorrow expressed by some
Italiau noblemeu of their aequaintance upon
the surrender, which circumstanees had obliged
thera to make, of the best portion of their family mansions to strangers.
They — who have seen the noble Roman's
scorn
Break forth at thought of laying down his
head,
When the blank day is over, garreted
In his ancestral palace, where, from morn
To night, the desecrated floors are worn
By feet of purse-proud strangers; they —
who have read
In one meek smile, beneath a peasant's shed,
How patiently the weight of wrong is borne;
They — who have heard some learned
Patriot treat
Of freedom, with mind grasping the whole
theme
From ancient Kome, downwards through
that bright dream
Of Commonwealths, each city a starlíke seat
Of rival glory; they — fallen Italy —■
Nor must, nor will, nor can, despair of
Thee !
VIII
NEAR ROME, IN SIGHT OF ST.
PETER'S
1837-42. 1842
Long has the dew been dried on tree and
lawn:
0'er man and beast a not unwelcome boon
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Is shed, the languor of approaching noon;
To shady rest withdrawing or withdrawii
Mute are ali creatures, as this couchant
fawn,
Save insect-swarms that hum in air afloat,
Save that the Cook is crowing, a shrill note,
Startling and shrill as that which roused the
dawn.
— Heard in that hour, or when, as now, the
nerve
Shrinks from the note as from a mistimed
thing,
Oft for a holy warning inay it serve,
Charged with remembrance of his sudden
sting,
His bitter tears, whose name the Papal
Chair
And yon resplendent Chureh are proud to
bear.
IX
AT ALBANO
1837-42. 1842
This Sonnet is founded on simple fact, and
was written to enlarge, if possible, the views
of those who can see nothing but evil in the intercessions coimtenaneed by the Chureh of Kome.
That they are in many respecta lamentably
pernieious must be acknowledged; but, on the
other hand, they who refiect, "while they see
and observe, cannot but be struck with instances
"which will prove that it is a great error to condemn in ali cases such mediation as purely
idolatrous. This remark bears with especial
force upon addresses to the Virgin.
Days passed — and Monte Calvo wonld not
elear
His head from mist; and, as the wind
sobbed through
Albano's dripping Ilex avenne,
My dnll forebodings in a Peasanfs ear
Found casual vent. She said, "Be of
good cheer;
Our yesterday's proeession did not sue
In vain; the sky will change to sunny blue,
Thanks to our Lady's grace." I smiled to
hear,
But not in scorn: — the Matron's Faith may
lack
The heavenly sanction needed to ensure
Fulfilment; but, we trust, her upward traek
Stops not at this low point, nor wants the
lure

Of flowers the Virgin without fear may
own,
For by her Son's blest hand the seed was
sown.
X
1837-42. 1842
Near Anio's stream, I spied a gentle Dove
Perehed on an olive brandi, and heard her
cooing
'Mid new-born blossoms that soft airs were
wooing,
While ali things present told of joy and
love.
But restless Fancy left that olive grove
To hail the exploratory Bird renewing
Hope for the few, who, at the world's undoing,
On the great flood were spared to live and
move.
O bounteous Heaven ! signs true as dove
and bough
Brought to the ark are coming evermore,
Given though we seek them not, but, while
we plough
This sea of life without a visible shore,
Do neither promise ask nor grace implore
In what alone is ours, the living líow.
XI
FROM THE ALBAN HILLS,
LOOKING TOWARDS ROME
1837-42. 1842
Forgive, illustrious Country ! these deep
sighs,
Heaved less for thy bright plains and hills
bestrown
With monuments decayed or overthrown.
For ali that tottering stands or prostrate
lies,
Than for like scenes in moral vision shown,
Iluin perceived for keener sympathies;
Faith crushed, yet proud of weeds, her
gaudy crown;
Virtues laid low, and mouldering energies.
Yet why prolong this mournful strain ? —
Fallen Power,
Thy fortuncs, twice exalted, might provoke
Verse to glad notes prophetic of the hour
When thou, uprisen, shalt break thy double
yoke,
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And enter, with pronipt aid from the Most i His way to Rome ? Ah, no, — ronnd hill
High,
and plain
Wandering, he haunts, at fancy's strong
On the third stage of thy great destiny.
command,
This spot — his shadowy death-cup in his
hand.
XII
NEAR THE LAKE OF THRASYXIV
MENE
THE CUCKOO AT LAVERNA
1837-42. 1842
May 25, 1837
When here with Carthage Roíne to confiict
1837. 1842
carne,
An earthquake, mingling with the battle's
Among a thousand delightful feelings eonshock,
nected in my mind with the voice of the cuckoo,
Checked not its rage; unfelt the grouud there is a personal one which is rather melancholy. I was first convinced that age had
did rock,
Sword dropped not, javelin kept its deadly rather dulled my hearing, by not being able to
catch the sotind at the same distance as the
aira. —
companions of my walks; and of this
Now ali is sun-bright peace. Of that day's younger
failure I had a proof upon the oceasion that
shame,
suggested these "verses. I did not hear the
Or glory, not a vestige seems to endure,
sound till Mr. Robinson had twice or thríce
Save in this Rill that took from blood the directed my attention to it.
name
Which yet it bears, sweet Stream! as List — 't was the Cuckoo. — O with what
crysíal pure.
delight
So may ali trace and sign of deeds aloof
Heard I that voice ! and catch it now, though
From the true guidance of humanity,
faint,
Thro' Time and Nature's influence, purify Far o£E and faint, and melting into air,
Their spirit; or, imless they for reproof
Yet not to be mistaken. Hark again !
Or warning serve, thus let them ali, on Those louder cries give notice that the Bird,
ground
Although invisible as Echo's self,
That gave them being, vanish to a somid.
Is wheeling hitherward. Thanks, happy
Creature,
For this unthought-of greeting !
While allured
XIII
From vale to hill, from liUl to vale led on,
NEAR THE SAME LAKE
We have pursued, through various lands,
a long
10
,
1837-42. 1842
And pleasant course; flower after flower
For action born, existing to be tried,
has blown,
Powers manifold we have that intervene
Embellishing the ground that gave them
To stir the heart that would too closely
birth
screen
With aspects novel to mj' sight; but still
Her peace from images to pain allied.
Most fair, most welcome, when they drank
What wonder if at midnight, by the side
the dew
Of Sanguinetto, or broad Thrasymene,
In a sweet fellowship with kinds beloved,
The clang of arms is heard, and phantoms For old remembrance sake. And oft —
glide,
where Spring
Unhappy ghosts in troops by moonlight seen; Displayed her richest blossoms among files
And singly thine, O vanquished Chief! Of orange-trees bedecked with glowing
whose corse,
fruit
Unbnried, lay hid under heaps of slain:
Ripe for the hand, or under a thick shade
But who is He? — the Conqueror. Would Of Ilex, or, if better suited to the hour, 20
he force
The lightsome 01ive's twinkliag canopy —
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Oft have I heard the Jíightingale and
Thrush
Blending as in a common English grove
Their love-songs; but, where'er my feet
might roam,
Whate'er assemblages of new and old,
Strange and familiar, might beguile the
way,
A gratulation from that vagrant Voice
Was wanting, — and most happily till now.
For see, Laverna! mark the far-famed
Pile,
High on the brint of that precipitous rock,
Implanted like a Fortress, as in truth 31
It is, a Christian Fortress, garrisoned
In faith and hope, and dutiful obedienee,
By a few Monks, a stern society,
Dead to the world and scorning earth-born
joys.
Nay — thongh the hopes that drew, the
fears that drove.
St. Francis, far from Man's resort, to abide
Among these sterüe heights of Apennine,
Bound him, nor, since he raised yon House,
have ceased
To bind his spiritual Progeny, with rules 40
Stringent as flesh can tolerate and live;
His milder Genius (thanks to the good God
That made us) over those severe restraints
Of mind, that dread heart-freezing discipline,
Doth sometimes here predominate, and
works
By unsought means for graeious purposes;
For earth through heaven, for heaven, by
ehangeful earth,
Illustrated, and mutually endeared.
Rapt though He were above the power
of sense,
Familiarly, yet out of the eleansed heart
Of that once sinful Being overflowed
51
On sun, moon, stars, the nether elements.
And every shape of oreature they sustain,
Divine affeotions; and with beast and bird
(Stilled from afar — sueh marvel story
tells —
By casual outbreak of his passionate words.
And from their own pursuits in fleld or
grove
Drawn to his side by look or act of love
Himiane, and virtue of his innocent life)
He wont to hold companionship so free, 60
So purê, so fraught with knowledge and
delight.
As to be likened in his Followers' minds

To that which our first Parents, ere the
fali
From their high state darkened the Earth
with fear,
Held with ali kinds in Edeu's blissful
bowers.
Then question not that, 'mid the austere
Band,
Who breathe the air he breathed, tread
where he trod,
Some true Partakers of his loving spirit
Do still survive, and, with those gentle
hearts
Cousorted, Others, in the power, the faith,
Of a baptized imagination, prompt
71
To catch from Nature's humblest monitors
Whate'er they bring of impulses sublime.
Thus sensitive must be the Monk, though
pale
With fasts, with vigils worn, depressed by
years,
Whom in a sunny glade I chanced to see,
Upon a pine-tree's storm-uprooted trunk,
Seated alone,with forehead sky-ward raised,
Hands clasped above the crucifix he wore
Appended to his bosom, and lips closed 80
By the joint pressure of his musing mood
And habit of his vow. That ancient Man •—
Nor haply less the Brother whom I marked.
As we approached the Convent gate, aloft
Looking far forth from his aerial cell,
A young Ascetic — Poet, Hero, Sage,
He might have been, Lover belike he was —
If they received into a oonscious ear
The notes whose first faint greeting startled
me,
Whose sedulous iteration thrilled with joy
My heart — may have been moved like me
to think,
91
Ah ! not like me who walk in the world's
ways,
On the great Prophet, styled the Voice of
One
Crying amid the wilderness, and given,
Now that their snows must melt, their herbs
and flowers
Revive, their obstinate winter pass away,
That awful name to Thee, thee, simple
Cuckoo,
Wandering in solitude, and evermore
Foretelling and proclaiming, ere thou leave
This thy last haunt beneath Italian skies 100
To carry thy glad tidings over heights
Still loftier, and to climes more near the
Fole.
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Voice of the Desert, fare-thee-well; sweet
Bird!
If that substantial title please thee more,
Farewell! — but go thy way, no need hast
thou
Of a good wish sent af ter thee; f rom bower
To bower as green, from sky to sky as clear,
Thee gentle breezes waft — or airs, that
meet
Thy course and sport around thee, softly
fan —
Till Night, descending upon hill and vale,
Grants to thy missiou a brief term of
silence,
m
And folds thy pinions up in blest repose.
XV
AT THE CONVENT OF CAMALDOLI
1837-42. 1842
Geieve for the Man who hither came bereft.
And seekmg consolation from above;
Nor grieve the less that skill to him was
left
To paint this pioture of his lady-love:
Can she, a blessed saint, the work approve ?
And oh, good Brethren of the cowl, a thing
So fair, to whieh with peril he must eling,
Destroy in pity, or with care remove.
That bloom — those eyes — can they assist
to bind
Thoughts that would stray from Heaven ?
The dream must cease
To be; by Faith, not sight, his soul must
live;
Else will the enamoured Monk too surely
find
How wide a space can part from inward
peace
The most profound repose his cell can
give.
XVI
CONTINUED
1837-42. 1842
The world forsaken, ali its busy cares
And stirring interests shunned with desperate flight,
Ali trust abandoned in the healing might
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Of virtuous aetion; ali that courage dares,
Labour accomplishes, or patience bears —
Those helps rejected, they, whose minds
perceive
How subtly works man'8 weakness, sighs
may heave
For such a One beset with cloistral snares.
Father of Mercy ! rectify his view,
If with his vows this object ill agree;
Shed over it thy grace, and thus subdue
Imperious passion in a heart set free: —
That earthly love may to herself be true,
Give him a soul that cleaveth unto thee.
XVII
AT THE EREMITE OR UPPER
CONVENT OF CAMALDOLI
1837-42. 1842
What aim had they, the Pair of Monks,
in size
Enormous, dragged, while side by side
they sate,
By panting steers up to this eonvent gate ?
How, with empurpled cheeks and pampered
eyes,
Dare they confront the lean austerities
Of Brethren who, here fixed, on Jesu wait
In sackcloth, and God's anger deprecate
Through ali that humbles flesh and mortifies ?
Strange contrast! — verily the world of
dreams,
Where mingle, as for mockery combined,
Things in their very essenees at strife,
Shows not a sight incongruous as the extremes
That everywhere, before the thoughtful
mind,
Meet on the solid ground of waking life.
XVIII
AT VALLOMBROSA
1837-42. 1842
" Thick as autumnal leaves that strew the brooks
In Vallombrosa, where Etrurian shades
High over-arch'd embower."
ParadUe Lost.
I must confess, though of course I did not
acknowledge it in the few lines I wrote in the
Strangers' book kept at the eonvent, that I was
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soraewhat disappoiiited at V allombrosa. I had
expected,as thename iniplies,adeep and narrow
valley overshadowed by enclosing hills; but
tbe spot "where the convent stands is in fact not
a valley at ali, but a cove or creseent open to an
extensive prospect. In the book before mentioned, I read the notice in the English language
that if any one would ascend the steep ground
above the convent, and wander over it, he would
be abundantly rewarded by magnificent views.
I had not time to act upon this recommendation,
and only went with my young guide to a point,
nearly on a levei with the site of the convent,
that overlooks the vale of Arno forsome leagues.
To praise great and good men has ever been
deemed one of the worthiest employments of
poetry, but the objects of admiration vary so
much with time and circumstances, and the
noblest of mankind have been found, when intimately known,to beof charaeters soimperfeet,
that no eulogist can find a subject which he will
venture upon with the animation neeessary to
create sympathy, unless he confines himself to
a particular art or he takes something of a onesided view of the person he is disposed to celebrate. This is a melancholy truth, and affords
a strong reason for the poetic mind being chiefly
exercised in works of fiction : the poet can then
foUow wherever the spirit of admiration leads
him, unchecked by snch suggestions as will be
too apt to cross his way if ali that he is prompted
to utter is to be tested by fact. Something in
this spirit I have written in the note attached
to the sonnet on the king of Sweden; and
many will think that in this poem and elsewhere
I have spoken of the author of " Paradise Lost"
in a strain of panegyric scarcely justifiable by
the tenor of some of his opinions, whether
theological or political, and by the temper he
carried into public aífairs in which, unfortunately for his genius, he was so much concemed.
" Vallombrosa — I longed in thy shadiest
wood
To slumber, reoliued on the moss-covered
floor !"
Fond wish that was granted at last, and
the Flood,
That lulled me asleep bids me listen onoe
more.
Its murmur how soft! as it falls down the
steep,
Near that Cell — yon sequestered Retreat
high in air —
Where our Milton was wont lonely vigils
to keep
For converse with God, sought through
study and prayer.

The Monks still repeat the tradition with
pride,
And its truth who shall doubt ? for his
Spirit is here;
lo
In the clond-piercing rocks doth her
grandeur abide,
In the pines pointing heavenward her beauty
austere;
In the flower-besprent meadows his genius
we trace
Tnrned to humbler delights, in which youth
might confide,
That would yield him fit help while preflguring that Place
Where, if Sin had not entered, Love never
had died.
When with life lengthened out came a
desolate time,
And darkness and danger had compassed
him round,
With a thought he would fiee to these
haimts of his prime
And here once again a kind shelter be
found.
20
And let me believe that when nightly the
Muse
Did waft him to Sion, the glorified hill,
Here also, on some favoiu-ed height, he
would choose
To wander, and drink inspiration at will.
Vallombrosa! of thee I flrst heard in the
page
Of that holiest of Bards, and the name for
my mind
Had a musical charm, which the winter of
age
And the changes it brings had no power to
unbind.
And now, ye Miltonian shades ! under you
I repose, nor am forced from sweet fancy
to part,
30
While your leaves I behold and the brooks
they will strew,
And the realised vision is clasped to my
heart.
Even so, and unblamed, we rejoioe as wfe
may
In Forms that must perish, frail objects of
sense;
Unblamed — if the Soul be intent on the day
When the Being of Beings shall summon
her hence.
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For he and he only with wisdom is blest
Who, gathering true pleasures wherever
they grow,
Looks up in ali places, for joy or for rest,
To the Foimtain whence Time and Eternity
ílow.
40
XIX
AT FLORENCE
1837-42. 1842
Upon what evidence the belief rests that this
stone was a favourite seat of Dante, I do not
know ; but a man ■would little consult his own
interest as a traveller, if he sliould busy himself
with doubts as to the fact. The readiness with
which traditions of this character are received,
and the fidelity with which they are preserved
from generation to generation, are an evidence
of feelings honourable to our nature. I remember how, during one of my rambles in the
course of a college vacation, I was pleased on
being shown a seat near a kind of rocky cell
at the source of the river, on which it was said
that Congreve wrote his " Old Bachelor." One
can scarcely hit on any performance less in
harmony with the scene; but it was a local
tribute paid to intellect by those who had not
tronbled themselves to estiniate the moral worth
of that author's comedies; and why should
they ? He was a man distinguished in his day;
and the sequestered neighbourhood in which he
often resided was perhaps as proud of him as
Florence of her Dante: it is the same feeling,
though proceeding from persons one cannot
bring together in this way without ofPering some
apology to the Shade of the great Visionary.
ÜXDER the shadow of a stately Pile,
The dome of Florence, pensive and alone,
Nor giving heed to aught that passed the
while,
I stood, and gazed upon a marble stone,
The laurelled Dante's favom-ite seat. A
throne,
In just esteem, it rivais; though no style
Be there of decoration to beguile
The mind, depressed by thought of greatness ílown.
As a true man, who long had served the lyre,
I gazed with earnestness,and dared no more.
But in his breast the mighty Poet bore
A Patriotas heart, warm with undying fire.
Bold with the thought, in reverence I sate
down.
And, for a moment, filled that empty
Throne.
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XX
BEFORE THE PICTURE OF THE
BAPTIST, BY RAPHAEL, IN THE
GALLERY AT FLORENCE
1837-42. 1842
It was very hot weather during the week we
stayed at Florence; and, never having been there
before, I went through much hard service, and
am not therefore ashamed to confess I fell asleep
before this picture and sitting with my back towards the Venus de Medicis. Buonaparte —
in answer to one who liad spoken of his being
in a sound sleep up to the moment when one of
his great battles was to be fought, as a proof
of the calmness of his mind and command over
anxious thoughts — said frankly, that he slept
because from bodily exhaustion he could not
help it. In like manner it is noticed that
criminais on the night pre vious to their execution
seldom awake before they are called, a proof
that the body is the master of us far more than
we need be willing to allow. Should this note
by any possible chance be seen by any of my
countrymen who might have been in the gallery
at the time (and several persons were there)
and witnessed such an indecorum, I hope he will
give up the opinion which he might naturally
have formed to my prejudice.
The Baptist might have been ordained to cry
Forth from the towers of that huge Pile,
wherein
His Father served Jehovah; but how win
Due audience, how for aught but scorn defy
The obstinate pride and wanton revelry
Of the Jerusalem below, her sin
And folly, if they with united din
Drown not at once mandate and prophecy ?
Therefore the Voice spake from the Desert,
thence
To Her, as to her opposite in peace,
Silence, and holiness, and innocence.
To Her and to ali Lands its waming sent,
Crying with earnestness that might not
cease,
" Make straight a highway for the Lord —
repent!"
XXI
AT FLORENCE —FROM MICHAEL
ÂNGELO
1837-42. 1842
However at first these two sonnets from
Michael Ângelo may seem in their spirit some-
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what inconsistent ■with each other, I have not
scrupled to plaoe them side by side as characteristic of their great author, and others with
■whom he lived. I feel nevertheless a wish to
know at "what periods of his life they were respectively composed. The latter, as it expresses, was written in his advanced years "when
it was natural that the Flatonism that pervades
the one should give way to the Christian feeling that inspired the other: between both there
Í3 more than poetie affinity.
Rapt above earth by power of one fair face,
Hers in whose sway alone my heart delights,
I mingle with the blest on those pnre
heights
Where Man, yet mortal, rarely íinds a
place.
With Him who made the Work that Work
accords
So well, that by its help and through his
grace
I raise my thoughts, inform my deeds and
words,
Clasping her beauty in my soul's embrace.
Thus, if from two fair eyes mine cannot
turn,
I feel how in their presença doth abide
Light which to God is both the way and
guide;
And, kindling at their lustre, if I burn,
My noble fire emits the joyful ray
That through the realms of glory shines for
aye.
XXII
AT FLORENCE —FROM M. ÂNGELO
1837-42. 1842
Eternal Lord ! eased of a cumbrous load,
And loosened from the world, I turn to
Thee;
Shun, like a shattered bark, the storm, and
fiee
To thy protection for a safe abode.
The crown of thorns, hands pierced upon
the tree,
The meek, benign, and lacerated face,
To a sincere repentance promise grace.
To the sad soul give hope of pardon free.
With justice mark not Thou, O Light
divine,
My fault, nor hear it with thy sacred ear;

Neither put forth that way thy arm severe;
Wash with thy blood my sins; thereto incline
More readily the more my years require
Help, and forgiveness speedy and entire.
XXIII
AMONG THE RUINS OF A CONVENT IN THE APENNINES
1837-42. 1842
The political revolutions of our time have
multiplied, on the Continent, objects that unaroidably call forth reflections such as are
expressed in these verses, but the Ruins in
those countries are too recent to exhibit, in anything like an equal degree, the beauty with
which time and nature have invested the remains of our Convents and Abbeys. These
verses it will be observed take up the beauty
long before it is matured, as one cannot but
wish it may be among some of the desolations
of Italy, France, and Germany.
Ye Trees ! whose slender roots entwme
Altars that piety neglects;
Whose infant arms enclasp the slirine
Which no devotion now respects;
If not a straggler from the herd
Here ruminate, nor shrouded bird,
Chanting her low-voiced hymn, take pride
In aught that ye would grace or hide —
How sadly is your love misplaced,
Fair Trees, your bounty run to waste !
Ye, too, wild Flowers ! that no one heeds.
And ye — full often spurned as weeds —
In beauty clothed, or breathing sweetness
From fractured arch and mouldering wall—
Do but more touchhagly recall
Man's headstrong violence and TLme's fleetness,
Making the precincts ye adom
Appear to sight still more forlom.
XXIV
IN LOMBARDY
1837-42. 1842
See, where his difficult way that Old Man
wins
Bent by a load of Mulberry leaves ! — most
hard

AT BOLOGNA
Appears his lot, to the small Worm's compared,
For whom his toil with early day begins.
Aeknowledging no task-master, at will
(As if her labour and her ease were twins)
She seems to work, at pleasure to lie still; —
And softly sleeps within the thread she
spins.
So fare they—the Man serving as her Slave.
Ere long their fates do each to each conform:
Both pass into new beiug, — bnt the Worm,
Transfigured, sinks into a hopeless grave;
His volant Spirit will, he trnsts, ascend
To bliss unbonnded, glory without end.
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Part from thee without pity dyed in shame:
I could not — while from Venice we withdrew,
Led on tUl an Alpine strait confined our
view
Within its depths, and to the shore we cama
Of Lago Morto, dreary sight and name,
Which o'er sad thonghts a sadder colouring
threw.
Italia ! on the surface of thy spirit,
(Too aptly emblemed by that torpid lake)
Sball a few partial breezes only creep ? —
Be its depths quickened; what thou dost
inherit
Of the world's hopes, dare to fulfll; awake,
Motber of Heroes, from thy death-like
sleep !

XXV
AFTER LEAVING ITALY
1837-42. 1842
I had proof in several ínstances that the'
Carbonari, i£ I may still call them so, and their
favourers, are opening their eyes to the necessity o£ patíence, and are intent upon spreading
kno-wledge actively but quietly as they can.
May they have resolution to continue in this
course! for it is the only one by "which they
can truly benefit their country. We left Italy
by the way which is called the " Nuova Strada
de Allmagna," to the east o£ the bigh passes o£
the Alps, which take you at once from Italy
into Switzerland. This road leads across several smaller heights, and winds down dilferent
vales in succession, so that it was only by the
accidental sound of a £ew German words that
I was aware we had quitted Italy, and hence
the unwelcome shock alluded to in the two or
three last lines o£ the latter sonnet.
Fair Land ! Thee ali men greet with joy;
how few,
Whose souls take pride in freedom, virtue,
fanie,

XXVI
CONTINUED
1837. 1842
As indignation mastered grief, my tongue
Spake bitter words; words that did ill
agree
With those rich stores of Nature's imagery.
And divine Art, that fast to memory
clung —
Thy gifts, magniflcent Eegiou, ever yôung
In the sun's eye, and in his sister's sight
How beautiful! how worthy to be snng
In strains of raptnre, or subdued delight!
I feign not; witness that unwelcome shock
That followed the flrst sound of German
speech,
Caught tbe far-winding barrier Alps among.
In that announcement, greeting seemed to
mock
Parting; the casual word had power to
reach
My heart, and filled that heavt with conflict
strong.

AT BOLOGNA, IN REMEMBRANCE
OF THE LATE INSURRECTIONS, 1837
1837. 1842
I
Ah why deceive onrselves ! by no mere fit
Of sudden passion roused sball men attain
Trne freedom where for ages they have lain
Bound in a dark abominable pit,

With life's best sinews more and more unknit.
Here, there, a banded few who loathe the
chain
May rise to break it; effort worse than vain
For thee, O great Italian nation, split
Into those jarring fractions. — Let thy scope
Be one íixed mind for ali; thy rights approve
To thy own conscience gradually renewed;
Learn to make Time the father of wise Hope;

^
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"VVHAT IF OUR NUMBERS BARELY COULD DEFY"

Theutrust thy cause to the arm of Fortitude,
The light of Knowledge, and the warmth of
Love.
CONTINUED
II
Hard task ! exelaim the undisciplined, to
lean
On Patience eoupled with such slow endeavour,
That long-lived servitude must last for ever.
Perish the grovelling few, who, prest between
Wrongs and the terror of redress, would
wean
Millions from glorious aims. Our chains to
sever
Let us break forth in tempest yow or
never!—
What, is there then no space for golden
inean
And gradual progress ? — Twilight leads to
day,
And, even within the burning zones of earth,
The hastiest sunrise yields a temperate
ray;
The softest breeze to fairest flowers gives
birth:
Think not that Prudence dwells in dark
abodes,
She seans the future with the eye of gods.
CONCLUDED
III
As leaves are to the tree whereon they grow
And wither, every human generation
Is, to the Being of a mighty nation,
Locked in our world's embrace through
weal and woe;
Thought that should teaoh the zealot to
forego
Rash schemes, to abjure ali selfish agitation.
And seek through noiseless pains and moderation
The unblemished good they only can bestow.
Alas ! with most, who weigh futurity
Against time present, passion holds the
scales:
Hence equal ignorance of both prevails.
And nations sink ; or, struggling to be
free.
Are doomed to flounder on, like wounded
whales
Tossed on the bosom of a stormy sea.

"WHAT IF OUR NUMBERS
BARELY COULD DEFY"
1837. 1837
What if our numbers barely could defy
The arithmetic of babes, must foreign
hordes,
Slaves, vile as ever were befooled by words,
Striking through English breasts the anarchy
Of Terror, bear us to the ground, and tie
Our hands behind our baoks with felon
cords ?
Yields every thing to discipline of swords ?
Is man as good as man, none low, none
high ? —
Nor discipline nor valour can withstand
The shock, nor quell the inevitable rout,
When in some great extremity breaks out
A people, on their own beloved Land
Risen, like one man, to combat in the sight
Of a just God for liberty and right.
A NIGHT THOUGHT
1837. 1842
These verses were thrown off extempore
upon leaving Mrs. Lulfs house at Fox-Ghyll,
one evening. The good "woman is not disposed
to look at the hright side of things, and tliere
happened to he present certain ladies who had
reaohed the point of life where youih is ended,
and who seemed to contend with each other in
expressing their dislike of the country and cUmate. One of them had heen heard to say she
could not endure a country where there was
" neither sunshine nor cavaliers."
Lo ! where the Moon along the sky
Sails with her happy destiny;
Oft is she hid from mortal eye
Or dimly seen,
But when the clouds asunder fly
How bright her mien !
Far different we — a froward race,
Thousands though rich in rortime's grace
With cherished sullenness of pace
Their way pursue,
Ingrates who wear a smileless face
The whole year through.
If kindred humours e'er would make
My spirit droop for drooping's sake.

"HARK! 'TIS THE THRUSH, UNDAUNTED, UNDEPREST"
From Fancy following in thy wake,
Bright ship of heaven !
A counter impulse let me take
And be forgiven.
TO TKE PLANET VENUS
Upon its approximation (as an Evening
Star) to the Earth, Jan. 1838.
1838. 1838
What strong allurement draws, what
spirit guides,
Thee, Vesper! brightening still, as if the
nearer
Thou com'st to man's abode the spot grew
dearer
Night after night ? True is it Nature hides
Her treasures less and less. — Man now
presides
In power, where once he trembled in his
weakness;
Science advances with gigantic strides;
But are we aught enriched iii love and
meekness ?
Aught dost thou see, bright Star ! of pure
and wise
More tlian in humbler times graced human
story;
That makes our hearts more apt to sympathise
With heaven, our souls more fit for future
glory,
When earth shall vanish from our closing
eyes,
Ere we lie down in our last dormitory ?
COMPOSED AT RYDAL ON MAY
MORNING, 1838
1838. 1838
ThÍ3 and the sonnet entitled "The Filiar
of Trajan," p. 646, were composed on what
■we call the " Far Terrace " at Rydal Mount,
"where I have murmured out many thousands
of verses.
If with old love of you, dear Hills! I
share
New love of many a rival image brought
From far, forgive the wanderings of my
thought:
Nor art thou wronged, sweet May ! when I
compare
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Thy present birth-morn with thy last, so
fair,
So rich to me in favours. For my lot
Then was, within the famed Egerian Grot
To sit and muse, fanned by its dewy air
Mingling with thy soft breath ! That morning too,
Warblers I heard their joy unbosoming
Amid the sunny, shadowy, Colyseum;
Heard them, michecked by avight of saddening hue,
For victories there won by flower-crowned
Spring,
Chant in full choir their innocent Te Deum.
COMPOSED ON A MAY MORNING,
1838
1838. 1838
Life with yon Lambs, like day, is just begun,
Yet Nature seems to them a heavenly guide.
Does joy approacb ? they meet the coming
tide;
And sullenness avoid, as now they shim
Pale twilighfs lingering glooms, — and in
the sun
Couch near their dams, with quiet satisfied;
Or gambol—each with his shadow at his
side,
Varying its shape wherever he may run.
As they from turf yet hoar with sleepy
dew
Ali turn, and court the shining and the
green,
Where herbs look up, and opening flowers
are seen;
Why to God's goodness cannot We be
true.
And so, His gifts and promises between,
Feed to the last on pleasures ever new ?
"HARK! 'TIS THE THRUSH, UNDAUNTED, UNDEPREST"
1838. 1838
Hark ! 't is the Thrush, undaunted, undeprest,
By twilight premature of oloud and rain;
Nor does that roaring wind deaden his
strain

i
"

76o '"TIS HE WHOSE YESTER-EVENINCS HIGH DISDAIN"
Who carois thinking of his Love and nest,
And seems, as more incited, still more blest.
Thanks; thou hast snapped a fireside
Prisoner's ohain,
Exulting Warbler ! eased a fretted brain,
And in a moment charmed my oares to
rest.
Yes, I will forth, bold Bird ! and front the
blast,
That we may sing together, if thou wilt,
So loud, so clear, my Partner through life's
day,
Mute in her nest love-chosen, if not lovebuilt
Like thine, shall gladden, as in seasons past,
Thiilled by loose snatches of the social Lay.

^
■^

'"TIS HE WHOSE YESTEREVENINCS HIGH DISDAIN "
1838. 1838
'Tis He whose yester-evening's high disdain
Beat back the roaring storm — but how
subdued
His day-break note, a sad vicissitnde !
Does the hour's drowsy weight his glee
restrain ?
Or, like the nightingale, her joyous vein
Pleased to renounce, does this dear Thrush
attime
His voice to suit the temper of yon Moon
Doubly depressed, setting, and in her wane ?
Rise, tardy Sun! and let the Songster prove
(The balance trembling between night and
morn
No longer) with what ecstasy upbome
He can pour forth his spirit. In heaven
above,
And earth below, they best can serve true
gladness
Who meet most feelingly the calls of sad-

" OH WHAT A WRECK! HOW
AND
CHANGED IN MIEN
SPEECH!"
i838(?). 1838
The sad condition of poor Mrs. Southey put
me upon writing this. It has afforded comfort
to many persons whose friends have been similarly affeeted.

Oh what a Wreck ! how changed in mien
and speech!
Yet — though dread Powers, that work in
mystery, spin
Entanglings of the brain; though shadows
stretch
0'er the chilled heart —reflect; far, far
within
Hers is a holy Being, freed from Sin.
She is not what she seems, a forlorn wretch;
But delegated Spirits comfort fetch
To Her from heights that Reason may not
win.
Like Children, She is privileged to hold
Divine communion; both do liveand move,
Whate'er to shallow Faith their ways unfold,
Inly illumined by Heaven's pitying love;
Love pitying ümocence not long to last,
In them — in Her our sins and sorrows past.
A PLEA FOR AUTHORS,
MAY 1838
1838. 1838
Failhíg impartial measure to dispense
To every suitor, Equity is lame;
And social Justice, stript of reverence
For natiu-al rights, a moekery and a shame;
Law but a servile dupe of false pretence,
If, guarding grossest things from common
claim
Now and for ever, She, to works that came
From mind and spirit, grudge a short-lived
fence.
" What ! lengthened privUege, a lineal tie.
For Books ! " Yes, heartless Ones, or be it
proved
That 't is a fault in Us to have lived and
loved
Like others, with like temporal hopes to
die;
No publie harm that Genius from her course
Be turned; and streams of truth dried up,
even at their source !
A POET TO HIS GRANDCHILD
SEQUEL TO THE FOREGOING
1838. 1838.
" SON of my buried Son, while thus thy
hand
Is clasping mine, it saddens me to think

SONNETS UPON THE PUNISHMENT OF DEATH
How Want may press thee down, and with
tbee sink
Thy children lef t unfit, through vain demand
Of culture, even to feel or understand
My simplest Lay that to their memory
May cling; — hard fate ! which haply need
not be
Did Justice mould the statutes of the Land.
A Book time-cherished and an honoured
name
Are high rewards; but bound they ÍTature's
claim
Or Reason's ? No — hopes spun in tiinid
line
From out the bosom of a modest home
Extend through uuambitious years to come,
My careless Little-one, for thee and thine!"
"BLEST STATESMAN HE, WHOSE
MIND'S UNSELFISH WILL"
1838. 1838
Blest Statesman He, whose Mmd's unselfish will
Leaves him at ease among grand thoughts:
whose eye
Sees that, apart from magnanimity,
Wisdom exists not; nor the humbler skill
Of Prudence, disentangling good and ill
With patient care. What tho' assaults run
high,
They daunt not him who holds his ministry,
Resolute, at ali hazards, to fulfll
Its duties; — prompt to move, but firm to
wait, —
Knowing, things rashly sought are rarely
found;
That, for the fimctions of an ancient State —
Strong by her charters, free because imbound,
Servant of Providence, not slave of Fate —
Perilous is sweeping change, ali chance unsound.
VALEDICTORY SONNET
1838. 1838
Closing the Volume of Sonnets puhlished in
1838.
Serviítg no haughty Muse, my hands have
here
Disposed some cultured Flowerets (drawn
from spots
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Where they bloomed singly, or in scattered
knots),
Each kind in several beds of one parterre;
Both to allure the casual Loiterer,
And that, so placed, my Nurslings may
requite
Studious regard with opportune delight,
Nor be unthanked, unless I fondly err.
But metaphor dismissed, and thanks apart,
Reader, farewell! My last words let them
be —
If in this book Fancy and Truth agree;
If simple Nature trained by carefvil Art
Through It have won a passage to thy heart;
Grant me thy love, I crave no other fee !
PROTEST AGAINST THE
BALLOT
1838. 1838
Forth rushed from Envy sprung and Selfconceit,
A Power misnamed the Spirit of Reform,
And through the astonished Island swept
in storm,
Threatening to lay ali orders at her feet
That crossed her way. Now stoops she to
entreat
Licence to hide at intervals her head
Where she may work, safe, undisquieted,
In a dose Box, covert for Justice meet.
St. George of England! keep a watchful
eye
Fixed on the Suitor; frustrate her request —
Stifle her hope; for, if the State eomply,
From such Pandorian gift may come aPestWorse than the Dragou that bowed low his
crest,
Pierced by thy spear in glorious victory.
SONNETS
UPON THE PUNISHMENT OF DEATH
IN SERIES
1839-40. 1841
I
SUGGESTED BY THE VIEW OF LANCASTER CASTLE (ON THE ROAD FROM
THE SOUTH)
This Spot — at once unfolding sight so fair
Of sea and land, with yon grey towers that
still
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Rise up as if to lord it over air —
Might soothe in human breasts the sense of
Or charm it out of memory; yea, might fill
The heart with joy and gratitude to God
For ali his bounties upon man bestowed:
Why bears it then the name of " Weeping
Hill" ?
Thousands, as toward yon old Laneastriaii
Towers,
A prison's crown, along this way they past
For lingering durance or quick death with
shame,
From this bare eminenee thereon have cast
Their first look — bliaded as tears fell in
showers
Shed on their chams; and hence that doleful name.
II
Tenderly do we feel by Nature's law
For worst offenders: though the heart will
heave
With indignation, deeply moved we grieve,
In after thought, for Him who stood in
awe
Neither of God nor man, and only saw,
Lost wretch, a horrible device enthroned
On proud temptations, till the victim
groaned
Under the steel his hand had dared to
draw.
But oh, restrain oompassion, if its conrse,
As oft befalls, prevent or tnrn aside
Judgments and aims and acts whose higher
source
Is sympathy with the unforewarned, who
died
Blameless — with them that shuddered o'er
his grave,
And ali who from the law firm safety crave.
The Roman Cônsul doomed his sons to die
Who had betrayed their country. The
stern word
AfBorded (may it through ali time afford)
A theme for praise and admiration high.
Upon the surface of humanity
He rested not; its depths his mind explored;
He felt; but his parental bosom's lord
Was Duty, — Duty calmed his agony.
And some, we know, when they by wilful
aot
A single human life have wrongly taken.

Pass sentence on themselves, oonfess the
faot.
And, to atone for it, with soul unshaken
Kneel at the feet of Justice, and, for faith
Broken with ali mankind, solicit death.
Is Death, when evil against good has fought
With such fell mastery that a man may dare
By deeds the blackest purpose to lay bare;
Is Death, for one to that condition brought.
For him, or any one, the thing that ought
To be most dreaded ? Lawgivers, beware,
Lest, capital pains remitting till ye spare
The murderer, ye, by sanction to that
thought
Seemingly given, debase the general mind;
Tempt the vague will tried standards to
disown,
Nor only palpable restraints imbind,
But upon Honour's head disturb the crown,
Whose absolute rule permits not to withstand
In the weak love of life his least command.
Not to the object specially designed,
Howe'er momentous in itself it be,
Good to promote or curb depravity,
Is the wise Legislator's view confined.
His Spirit, when most severe, is oft most
kind;
As ali Authority in earth depends
On Love and Fear, their several powers he
blends,
Copying with awe the one Paternal mind.
Uncaught by processes in show humane,
He feels how far the aet would derogate
From even the humblest functions of the
State;
If she, self-shorn of Majesty, ordain
That never more shall hang upon her breath
The last alternativo of Life or Death.
Ye brood of conscience — Spectres ! that
frequent
The bad Man's restless walk, and haunt
his bed —
Fiends in your aspect, yet beneficent
In act, as hovering Angels when they spread
Their wings to guard the imeonscious
Innocent —
Slow be the Statutes of the land to share
A laxity that could not but impair

SONNETS UPON THE PUNISHMENT OF DEATH
Your power to punish crime, and so prevent.
And ye, Beliefs ! coiled serpent-like about
The adage ou ali tongues, " Murder will
out,"
How shall your aiieient warnings work for
good
In the full might they hitherto have shown,
If for deliberate shedder of man's blood
Survive not Judgment that requires his
own ?
VII
Befobb the world had past her time of
youth
While polity and discipline were weak,
The precept eye for eye, and tooth for tooth,
Came forth — a light, though but as of daybreak,
Strong as could then be borne. A Master
meek
Proscribed the spirit fostered by that rule,
Patience his law, long-sufEering his school,
And love the end, which ali through peace
must seek.
But lamentably do they err who strain
His mandates, given rash impulse to control
And keep vindictive thirstings from the
soul,
So far that, if consistent in their scheme,
They must forbid the State to inflict a pain,
Making of social order a mere dream.
VIII
Fit retribution, by the moral code
Determined, lies beyond the State's embrace,
Yet, as she may, for each peculiar case
She plants well-measured terrors in the road
Of wrongful aets. Downward it is and
broad,
And, the main fear once doomed to banishment,
Far oftener then, bad ushering worse event,
Blood would be spilt that in his dark abode
Crime might lie better hid. And, should
the change
Take from the horror due to a foul deed,
Pursuit and evidence so far must fail.
And, guilt escaping, passion then might
plead
In angry spirits for her old free range.
And the " wild justice of revenge" prevail.
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IX
Though to give timely warning and deter
Is one great aim of penalty, extend
Thy mental vision further and ascend
Far higher, else full surely shalt thou err.
What is a State ? The wise behold in her
A creature born of time, that keeps one
eye
Fixed on the statutes of Eternity,
To which her judgments reverently defer.
Speaking through Law's dispassionate voice
the State
Endues her conscience with externai life
And being, to preclude or quell the strife
Of individual will, to elevate
The grovelling mind, the erring to recall,
And fortify the moral sense of ali.
X
OuK bodily life, some plead, that life the
slirine
Of an immortal spirit, is a gift
So sacred, so informed with light divine,
That no tribunal, though most wise to sift
Deed and intent, should turn the Being
adrift
Into that world where penitential tear
May not avail, nor prayer have for God's
ear
A voice — that world whose veil no hand
can lift
For earthly sight. " Eternity and Time,"
They lu-ge, " have interwoven claims and
rights
Not to be jeopardised through foulest
crime:
The sentence rule by mercy's heaven-born
lights."
Even so; but measuring not by finite sense
Infinite Power, perfect Intelligence.
XI
Ah, think how one compelled for life to
abide
Locked in a dungeon needs must eat the
heart
Out of his own humanity, and part
With every hope that mutual cares provide;
And, should a less unnatural doom confide
In life-long exile on a savage coast,
Soon the relapsing penitent may boast
Of yet more heinous guilt, with fiercer pride.
Hence thoughtful Mercy, Mercy sage and
pure,
Sanctions the forfeiture that Law demands.
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Leaving the final issue iu His hands
Whose goodness knows no change, whose
love is sure,
Who sees, foresees; who cannot judge amiss,
And wafts at will the contrite soul to bliss.
XII
Sek the Condemned alone within his cell
And pro^trate at some moment when remorse
Stings to the quick, and, with resistless force,
Assaults the pride she strove in vain to
quell.
Then mark him, him who could so long rebel,
The crime confessed, a kneeling Penitent
Before the Altar, where the Sacrament
Softens his heart, till from his eyes outwell
Tears of salvation. Welcomedeath ! while
Heaven
Does in this change exceedingly rejoice;
While yet the solemn heed the State hath
given
Helps him to meet the last Tribunal's voice
In faith, whieh fresh offences, were he cast
On old temptations, might for ever blast.
XIII
CONCLUSION
Yes, though He well may tremble at the
sound
Of his own voice, who from the judgmentseat
Sends the pale Convict to his last retreat
In death; though Listeners shudder ali
around,
They know the dread requital's source profound;
ÍJor is, they feel, its wisdom obsolete —
(Would that it were !) the sacrifice unmeet
For Christian Faith. But hopeful signs
abound;
The social rights of man breathe piirer air,
Keligion deepens her preventiva care;
Then, moved by needless fear of past abuse,
Strike not from Law's firm hand that awful
rod,
But leave it thence to drop for lack of use:
Oh, speed the blessèd hour, Almighty God !
XIV
APOLOGY
The formal World relaxes her cold chain
For One who speaks in numbers; ampler
scope

His ijtterance finds; and, conscious of the
gain,
Imagination works with bolder hope
The cause of grateful reason to sustain;
And, serving Truth, the heart more strongly
beats
Against ali barriers which his labour meets
In lofty place, or humble Life's domain.
Enough;— before us lay a painful road,
And guidance have I sought in duteous love
From Wisdom's heavenly Father. Hence
hath flowed
Patience, with trust that, whatsoe'er the way
Each takes in this high matter, ali may
move
Cheered with the prospect of a brighter

ON A PORTRAIT OF I. F.,
PAINTED BY MARGARET GILLIES
1840. 1851
We gaze — nor grieve to think that we
must die,
But that the precious love this friend hath
sown
Within our hearts, the love whose flower
hath blown
Bright as i£ heaven were ever in its eye,
Will pass so soon from human memory;
And not by strangers to our blood alone,
But by our best descendants be unknown,
ünthought of — this may surely claim a
sigh.
Yet, blessed Art, we yield not to dejection;
Thou against Time so feelingly dost strive.
Where'er, preserved in this most true reflection,
An image of her soul is kept alive,
Some lingering fragrance of the purê affection,
Whose flower with us will vanish, must
survive.
TO I. F.
1840. 1851
The star which comes at dose of day to
shine
More heavenly bright than when it leads
the morn,
Is friendship's emblem, whether the f orlorn
She visiteth, or, ^hedding light benign

ON A PORTRAIT OF THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON
Through shades that solemnize Life's calm
decline,
Doth make the happy happier. This have we
Learnt, Isabel, from thy society,
Which now we too unwillmgly resign
Though for brief absence. Biit farewell!
the page
Glimmers before my sight through thankful
tears,
Sueh as start forth, not seldom, to approve
Our truth, when we, old yet unchilled by age,
Call thee, though known but for a few fleet
years,
The heart-aftianced sister of our love !
POOR ROBIN
1840. 1842
I often ask myself what will become of Rydal
Mount after our day. Will the old walls and
âtep3 remain in froiit of the house and about
the grounds, or will they be swept away with
ali the beautiful mosses and ferns and wild
geraniums and other flowers which their rude
construetion suffered and encouraged to grow
among them ? — This little wild flower —
'' Poor Eobin " — is here constantly courting
my attention, and exciting what may be called
a domestic interest with the varying- aspecta of
its stalks and leaves and flowers. Strangely
do the tastes of men differ aecording to their
employment and habits of life. " What a nice
well would that be," said a labouring man to
me one day, " if ali that rubbish was cleared
off." Tlie "rubbish" was some of the most
beautiful mosses and lichens and ferns and
other wild growths that could possibly be seen.
Defend us from the tyranny of trimness and
neatness showing itself in this way! Chatterton says of freedom — " Upon her head wild
weeds were spread; " and depend upon it if
the marvellous boy " had undertaken to give
Piora a garland, he would have preferred what
we are apt to call weeds to garden-flowers.
True taste has an eye for both. Weeds have
been called flowers out of place. I fear the
place most people would assign to them is too
ilmited. Let them come near to our abodes,
as surely they may without impropriety or disorder.
Now when the primrose makes a splendid
show,
And lilies face the March-winds in full blow,
And humbler growths as moved with one
desire
Put on, to welcome spring, their best attire,
Poor Robin is yet flowerless; but how gay

;
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With his red stalks upon this sunny day !
And, as his tufts of leaves he spreads, content
With a hard bed and seanty nourishment,
Mixed with the green, some shiue not lacking power
To rival summer's brightest scarlet flower;
And flowers they well might seem to
passers-by
11
If looked at only with a careless eye;
Flowers — or a richer produce (did it suit
The season) sprinklings of ripe strawberry
fruit.
But while a thousand pleasures come unsought,
Why fix upon his wealth or want a thought'!
Is the string touched in prelude to a lay
Of pretty fancies that would round him plaj
When ali the world ackuowledged elfln
sway ?
Or does it suit our humour to commend 20
Poor Robin as a sure and crafty friend,
Whose practice teaches, spite of names,to
show
Bright colours whether they deceive or
no ? —
Nay, we would simply praise the free goodwill
With which, though slighted, he, on naked
hill
Or in warm valley, seeks his part to fill;
Cheerful alike if bare of flowers as now,
Or when his tiny gems shall deck his brow:
Yet more, we wish that men by men despised,
And such as lift their foreheads overprized,
30
Should sometimes think, where'er they
chance to spy
This child of Nature's own humility,
What recompence is kept in store or left
For ali that seem neglected or bereft;
With what nice care equivalents are given,
How just, how bountiful, the hand of
Heaven.
ON A PORTRAIT OF THE DUKE
OF WELLINGTON UPON THE
FIELD OF WATERLOO.BY HAYDON
1840. 1842
This was oomposed while I was ascending
Helvellyn in company with my daughter and
her husband. She was on horseback and rode
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to the top of the hill without once dismounting,
a feat whioh it was scarcely possible to perform
except during a season of dry weather; and a
guide, with whom we fell in on the mountain,
told us he believed it had never been accomplished before by any one.
By Art's bold privilege Warrior and Warhorse stand
On ground yet strewn with their last battle's
wreck;
Let the Steed glory while his Master's hand
Lies fixed for ages on his conscious neck;
But by the Chieftain's look, though at his
side
Hangs that day's treasured sword, how firm
a check
Is given to triumph and ali human pride !
Yen trophied Mound shrinks to a shadowy
speck
In his calm presence ! Him the mighty
deed
Elates not, brought far nearer the grave's
rest,
As shows that time-worn face, for he such
seed
Has sown as yields, we trust, the fruit of
fame
In Heaven; hence no one blushes for thy
name,
Conqueror, 'mid some sad thoughts, divinely
blest!
TO A PAINTER
1841 (?). 1842
The picture which gare occasion to this and
the following Sonnet was from the pencil of
Miss M. Gillies, who resided for seyeral weeks
under our roof at Rydal Mount.
All praise the Likeness by thy skill portrayed;
But 't is a fruitless task to paint for me,
Who, yielding not to changes Time has
made,
By the habitual light of memory see
Eyes unbedimmed, see bloom that cannot
fade.
And smiles that from their birth-place ne'er
shall flee
Into the land where ghosts and phantoms
be;
And, seeing this, own nothing in its stead.
Couldst thou go back into far-distant years,

Or share with me, fond thought! that inward eye,
Then, and then only, Painter! could thy Art
The visual powers of Nature satisfy,
Which hold, whate'er to common sight
appears,
Their sovereign empire in a faithful heart.
ON THE SAME SUBJECT
1841. 1842
ThoüGH I beheld at first with blank surprise
This Work, I now have gazed on it so long
I see its truth with unreluctant eyes;
O, my Belovèd ! I have done thee wrong,
Conscious of blessedness, but, whenoe it
sprung,
Ever too heedless, as I now perceive:
jSIorn into noon did pass, noon into eve.
And the old day was welcomé as the young,
As welcome, and as beautiful — in sooth
More beautiful, as being a thing more holy:
Thanks to thy virtues, to the eternal youth
Of all thy goodness, never melancholy;
To thy large heart and humble mind, that
cast
Into one vision, future, present, past.
"WHEN SEVERN'S SWEEPING
FLOOD HAD OVERTHROWN"
1842. 1842
When Severn's sweeping flood had overthrown
St. Mary's Church, the preacher then
would cry: —
" Thus, Christian people, God his might
hath shown
That ye to him your love may testify;
Haste, and rebuild the pile." — But not a
stone
Resumed its place. Age after age went by.
And Heaven still lacked its due, though
piety
In secret did, we trust, her loss bemoan.
But now her Spirit hath put forth its claim
In Power, and Poesy would lend her voioe;
Let the new Church be worthy of its aim,
That in its beauty Cardiff may rejoice !
Oh ! in the past it cause there was for
shame,
Let not ovir times halt in their better chjice.

PRELUDE
"INTENT ON GATHERING WOOL
FROM HEDGE AND BRAKE"
1842. 1842
Snggested by a conTersation with Miss Fenwiok, who along with her sister had, during
their childhood, found mnch delight in such
gatherings for the purposea here alluded to.
Intent on gathering wool from hedge and
brake
Yon busy Little-ones rejoioe that soon
A poor old Dame will bless them for the
boon:
Great is their glee while flake they add to
flake
With rival eamestness; far other strife
Than will hereafter move them, if they
make
Pastime their idol, give their day of life
To pleasure snatehed for reckless pleasure's
sake.
Can pomp and show allay one heart-born
grief ?
Pains whieh the World inflicts can she
requite ?
Not for an interval however brief;
The silent thoughts that search for stedfast
light,
Love from her depths, and Duty in her
might,
And Faith — these only yield secure relief.
PRELUDE
PREFIXED TO THE VOLUME ENTITLED
"POEMS CHIEFLY OF EARLY AND LATE
YEARS"
1842. 1842
These verses -were begun "while I "was on a
visit to my son John at Brigham, and were
íinished at Rydal. As the contents of the volume, to Tvhich they are now prefixed, "will be
aasigned to their respectivo classes when my
poems shall be colleeted in one volume, I should
be at a loss where with propriety to place this
prelude, being too restricted in its bearing to
serve for a preface for the whole. The lines
towards the conclusion allude to the discontents
then fomented through the country by the agitators of the Anti-Corn-Law League : the particular canses of such troubles are transitory,
bnt disposition to excite and liability to be excited are nevertheless permanent, and therefore
proper objects for the poefs regard.
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In desultory walk through orchard grounds,
Or some deep ehestnut greve, oft have I
paused
The while a Thrush, m^ged rather than
restrained
By gusts of vernal storm, attuned his song
To his own genial instincts; and was heard
(Though not without some plaintive tones
between)
To utter, abovo showers of blossom swept
From tossing bonghs, the promise of a calm,
Whieh the nnsheltered traveller might reeeive
With thankful spirit. The descant, and the
wind
10
That seemed to play with it in love or scorn,
Encouraged and endeared the strain of
words
That haply flowed from me, by fits of silence
Impelled to livelier pace. But now, my
Book !
Charged with those lays, and others of like
mood,
Or loftier pitch if higher rose the theme,
Go, single — yet aspiring to be joined
With thy Forerunners that through many
a year
Have faithfully prepared each other's
way —
Go forth upon a mission best fulfllled
20
When and wherever, in this changeful
world,
Power hath been given to please for higher
ends
Than pleasure only; gladdening to prepare
For wholesome sadness, troubling to refine,
Calming to raise; and, by a sapient Art
DifEused through ali the mysteries of our
Being,
Softening the toils and pains that have not
ceased
To cast their shadows on our mother Earth
Since the 'primeval doom. Such is the
grace
Whieh, though unsued for, fails not to descend
30
With heavenly inspiration; such the aim
That Reason diotates; and, as even the wish
Has virtue in it, why should hope to me
Be wanting that sometimes, where fancied
ills
Harass the mind and strip from ofE the
bowers
Of private life their natural pleasantness,
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A Voice — devoted to the love whose seeds
Are sown in every human breast, to beauty
Lodged within compass of the humblest
sight,
To cheerful intercourse with wood and
íieldf
40
And sympathy with man's substantial
grief s —
Will not be heard in vain ? And in those
days
When unforeseen distress spreads far and
wide
Among a People mournfully cast down,
Or into anger roused by venal words
In recklessness flung out to overturn
The judgment, and divert the general heart
From mutual good — some strain of thine,
my Book !
Caught at propitious intervals, may win
Listeners who not unwillingly admit
50
Kindly emotion tending to console
And reconcUe; and both with young and
old
Exalt the sense of thoughtful gratitude
For benefits that stUl survive, by faith
In progress, under laws divine, maintained.
FLOATING ISLAND
1842. 1842
My poor sister takes a pleasure in repeating
these verses, which she composed not long; before the beglnning of her sad illness.
These lines are by the author of the " Address to the Wind," etc., published heretofore
alonga with my Poems.
Hakmonious Powers with Nature work
On sky, earth, ri ver, lake and sea;
Sunshine and cloud, whirlwind and breeze,
Ali in one duteous task agree.
Onee did I see a slip of earth
(By throbbing waves long undermined)
Loosed from its hold; how, no one knew,
But ali might see it float, obedient to the
wind;
Might see it, from the mossy shore
Dissevered, float upon the Lake,
Float with its crest of trees adorned
On which the warbling birds their pastime
take.

Food, shelter, safety, there they find;
There berries ripen, flowerets bloom;
There insects live their lives, and die;
A peopled world it is; in size a tiny room.
And thus through many seasons' space
Thb little Island may survive;
But Nature, though we mark her not,
Will take away, may cease to give.
Perchance when you are wandering forth
Upon some vacant sunny day,
Without an object, hope, or fear,
Thither your eyes may turn — the Isle is
passed away;
Buried beneath the glittering Lakep
Its place no longer to be found;
Yet the lost fragments shall remaiii
To fertilize some other ground.
"THE CRESCENT-MOON, THE
STAR OF LOVE"
1842. 1842
The Crescent-moon, the Star of Love,
Glories of evening, as ye there are seen
With but a span of sky between —
Speak one of you, my doubts remove,
Which is the attendant Page and which the
Queen ?
TO A REDBREAST —(IN SICKNESS)
(?). 1842
Almost the only verses by onr lamented Sister Sara Hutchinson.
Stay, little cheerful Robin ! stay,
And at my casement sing,
Though it should prove a farewell lay
And this our parting spring.
Though I, alas ! may ne'er enjoy
The promise in thy song;
A charm, that thought can not destroy,
Doth to thy strain belong.
Methinks that in my dying hour
Thy song would still be dear,
And with a more than earthly power
My passing Spirit cheer.

MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS
Then, little Bird, this boon confer,
Come, and my requiem sing,
Nor fail to be the hai'bmger
Of everlasting Spring.
MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS
1842 (?). 1842
I
I was impelled to write thia Sonnet by the
diag^stin^ frequency ■with which the word artistical, imported with other impertinences from
the Germans, is employed by writers of the
present day: for artistical let them substitute
artificial, and the poetry written on this system,
both at home and abroad, will be for the most
part much better eharacterised.
A Poet! — He hath put his heart to school,
Nor dares to move mipropped upon the stafE
Which Art hath lodged within his hand —
must laugh
By precept only, and shed tears by rule.
Thy Art be Nature; the live current quafp,
And let the groveller sip his stagnant pool,
In fear that else, when Critics grave and
cool
Have killed him, Scorn should write his
epitaph.
How does the Meadow-flower its bloom mifold?
Because the lovely little flower is free
Down to its root, and, in that freedom,
bold;
And so the grandeur of the Forest-tree
Comes not by casting in a formal mould,
But from its omn divine vitality.
II
Hundreds of times have I seen, hanging about
and above the vale of Rydal, clouds that might
have given birth to this Sonnet, which was
thrown ofE on the impulse of the moment one
evening "when I was retnming home from the
favourite walk of oura, along the Rotha, under
Longhrigg.
The most alluring clouds that monnt the
sky
Owe to a troubled element their forms,
Their hues to sunset. If with raptured eye
We watch their splendour, shall we covet
storms.
And wish the Lord of day his slow decline
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Would hasten, that snch pomp may float on
high ?
Behold, already they forget to shine,
Dissolve — and leave, to him who gazed, a
sigh.
Not loth to thank each moment for its boon
Of pm-e delight, come whencesoe'er it may,
Peace let us seek, — to stedfast things
attmie
Calm expectations — leaving to the gay
And volatile their love of transient bowers,
The house that cannot pass away be ours.
III
This Sonnet is reeommended to the perusal of
ali those who consider that the evils under which
we groan are to be removed or palliated by measures ungoverned by moral and religious principies.
Feel for the wrongs to universal ken
Daily exposed, woe that imshrouded lies;
And seek the Sufüerer in his darkest den,
Whether eonducted to the spot by sighs
And moanings, or he dwells (as if the wren
Taught him concealment) hidden from ali
eyes
In silence and the awful modesties
Of sorrow; — feel for ali, as brother Men !
Rest not in hope want's icy ehain to thaw
By casual boons and formal eharities;
Learn to be just, just through impartial
law;
Far as ye may, erect and equalise;
And, what ye cannot reach by statute, draw
Each from his fountain of self-sacriflce !
IV
IN ALLUSION TO VARIOUS RECENT
HISTORIES AND NOTICES OF THE
FRENCH REVOLUTION
P0KTENT0U8 change when History can appear
As the cool Advocate of foul device;
Reckless audacity extol, and jeer
At consciences perplexed with scruples
nice !
They who bewail not, must abhor, the
sneer
Born of Conceit, Power's blind Idolater;
Or haply sprung from vaunting Cowardice
Betrayed by moekery of holy fear.
Hath it not long been said the wrath of
Man
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Works not the righteousness of God ? Oh
bend,
Bend, ye Perverse ! to judgments from on
High,
Laws that lay under Heaven's perpetuai ban,
Ali principies of aetion that trausoend
The sacred limits of humanity.
V
CONTINUED
Who ponders National events shall find
An awful balaneing of loss and gain,
Joy based on sorrow, good with ill combined,
And proud deliverance issuing out of pain
And direful throes; as if the All-rnling Slind,
With whose perfection it consists to ordain
Voloanio bnrst, earthqnake, and hurricane,
Dealt in lilce sort with feeble hnman kind
By laws immutable. But woe for him
Who thus deceived shall lend an eager hand
To social havoc. Is not Conscience ours,
And Truth, whose eye guilt only can make
diin;
And Will, whose offioe, by divine command,
Is to control and oheck disordered Powers ?
VI
CONCLUDED
Long-favoured England ! be not thou
misled
By monstrous theories of alien growth,
Lest alien frenzy seize thee, waxing wroth,
Self-smitten till thy garments reek dyed red
With thy own blood, whieh tears in torrents
shed
Fail to wash out, tears flowing ere thy troth
Be plighted, not to ease but sullen sloth,
Or wan despair—the ghost of false hope fled
Into a shameful grave. Among thy youth,
My Country ! if such warning be held dear,
Then shall a Veteran's heart be thrilled
with joy,
One who would gather from eternal truth.
For time and season, rules that work to
cheer —
Not scourge, to save the People — not destroy.
VII
Mek of the Western World ! in Fate's dark
book
Whence these opprobrious leaves of dire
portent ?

Think ye your British Ancestors forsook
Their native Land, for outrage provident;
From unsubmissive necks the bridle shook
To give, in their Descendants, freer vent
And wider range to passions turbulent,
To mutual tyranny a deadlier look ?
Nay, said a voice, soft as the south wind's
breath,
Dive through the stormy surface of the
flood
To the great current flowing underneath;
Explore the countless springs of süent
good;
So shall the truth be better understood.
And thy grieved Spirit brighten strong in
faith.
VIII
Lo ! where she stands fixed in a saint-like
trance,
One upward hand, as if she needed rest
From rapture, lymg softly on her breast!
Nor wants her eyeball an ethereal glanoe;
But not the less — nay more — that countenance,
While thus illumined, tells of painful strife
For a sick heart made weary of this life
By love, long crossed with adverse oircumstance.
— Would She were now as when she hoped
to pass
At God's appointed hour to them who tread
Heaven's sapphire pavement, yet breathed
well content,
Well pleased, her foot should print earth's
common grass,
Lived thankful for day's light, for daily
bread.
For health, and time in obvious duty spent.
THE NORMAN BOY
1842. 1842
The subject of this poem was sent me by iírs.
to whom I was personally unknown, with
a hope on her part that I might be induced to
relate the incident in verse; and I do not regret
that I took the trouble; for not improbably the
faet is illustrative of the boy's early piety, and
may concur with my other little pieces on
ehildren to produce profitable reflection among
my youthfnl readers. This is said however
with an absolute conviction that ehildren will
derive most benefit from books which are not
unworthy the perusal of persons of any age. I

THE POET'S DREAM
protest -with my whole heart against those productions, so abundant in the present day, in
•which the doings of children are dwelt upon
as if tliey were incapable of being interested in
anything else. On thÍ3 subject I hare dwelt at
length in the poem on the growth of my own
mind.
High on a broad unfertile traot of forestskirted Down,
Nor kept by Nature for herself, nor made
by man his own,
From liome and company remote and every
playful joy,
Served, tending a few sheep and goats, a
raggèd Noi'man Boy.
Him never saw I, nor the spot; but from
an English Dame,
Stranger to me and yet my friend, a simple
notice eame,
With suit that I would speak in verse of
that sequestered child
Whom, one bleak winter's day, she met
upon the dreary Wild.
His flock, along the woodland's edge with
relios sprinkled o'er
Of last nighfs snow, beneath a sky threatening the fali of more,
10
Where tufts of herbage tempted each, were
busy at their feed,
And the poor Boy was busier still, with
work of anxious heed.
There was he, where of branches rent and
withered and deoayed,
For covert from the keen north wind, his
hands a hut had made.
A tiny tenement, forsooth, and frail, as
needs must be
A thing of such materiais framed, by a
builder such as he.
The hut stood finished by his pains, nor
seemingly lacked aught
That skill or means of his could add, but
the architeet had wrought
Some limber twigs into a Cross, well-shaped
with fingers nice,
To be engrafted on the top of his small
edifiee.
20
That Cross he now was fastening there, as
the surest power and best
For supplying ali deficiencies, ali wants of
the rude nest
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In which, from buming heat, or tempest
driving far and wide,
The innoeent Boy, else shelterless, his lonely
head must hide.
That Cross belike he also raised as a standai'd for the true
And faithful service of his heart in the
worst that might ensue
Of hardship and distressful fear, amid the
houseless waste
Where he, in his poor self so weak, by
Providence was placed.
Here, Lady ! might I cease; but nay,
let us before we part
With this dear holy shepherd-boy breathe
a prayer of earnest heart,
30
That unto him, where'er shall lie his life's
appointed way,
The Cross, fixed in his soul, may prove an
all-sufficiug stay.
THE POET'S DREAM
SEQUEL TO THE NORMAN BOY
1842. 1842
JusT as those final words were penned, the
sun broke out in power.
And gladdened ali things; but, as chanced,
within that very hour,
Air blackened, thunder growled, fire flashed
from clouds that hid the sky,
And, for the Subject of my Verse, Iheaved
a pensive sigh.
Nor could my heart by second thoughts
from heaviiiess be cleared.
For bodied forth before my eyes the crosscrowned hut appeared;
And, while around it storm as flerce seemed
troubling earth and air,
I saw, within, the Norman Boy kneeling
alone in prayer.
The Child, as if the thunder's voice spake
with articulate call,
Bowed meekly in submissive fear, before
the Lord of Ali;
la
His lips were moving; and his eyes, upraised to sue for grace,
With soft illumination cheered the dimness
of that place.
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How beautiful is holiness ! — what wonder
if the sight,
Almost as vivid as a dream, produoed a
dream at night ?
It carne with sleep and showed the Boy, no
cherub, not transformed,
But the poor raggèd Thing whose ways my
human heart had warmed.

Strong as an Eagle with my charge I glided
ronnd and round
The wide-spread boughs, for view of door,
window, and stair that wound
GracefuUy up the gnarled trunk; nor left
we unsurveyed
The pointed steeple peering forth from the
centre of the shade.
40

Me had the dream equipped with wings, so
I took him in my arms,
And lifted from the grassy floor, stilling his
faint alarms,
And bore him high through yielding air my
debt of love to pay,
By giving him, for both our sakes, an hour
of holiday.
20

I lighted — opened with soft touch the
chapel's iron door,
Past softly, leading in the Boy; and, while
from roof to floor
From floor to roof ali round his eyes the
Child with wonder cast,
Pleasure on pleasure crowded in, each livelier than the last.

I whispered, "Yet a little while, dear
Child ! thou art my own,
To show thee some delightful thing, in
country or in town.
What shall it be ? a mirthful throng ? or
that holy place and ealm
St. Denis, filled with royal tombs, or the
Churoh of Notre Dame ?

For, deftly framed within the trunk, the
sanetuary showed,
By light of lamp and precious stones, that
glimmered here, there glowed,
Shrine, Altar, Image, Ofíerings hung in
sign of gratitude;
Sight that inspired accordant thoughts;
and speech I thus renewed:

St. Ouen's golden Shrine ? Or choose what
else would please thee most
Of any wonder Normandy, or ali proud
France, can boast! "
" My Mother," said the Boy, " was born
near to a blessèd Tree,
The Chapei Oak of Allonville; good Angel,
show it me ! "

" Hither the Afflicted come, as thou hast
heard thy Mother say.
And, kneeling, supplicatiou make to our
Lady de Ia Paix;
50
What mournful sighs have here been heard,
and, when the voice was stopt
By sudden pangs; what bitter tears have
on this pavement dropt!

On wings, from broad and stedfast poise
let loose by this reply.
For Allonville, (>'er down and dale, away
then did we fly;
30
0'er town and tower we flew, and fields in
May's fresh verdure drest;
The wings they did not flag; the Child,
though grave, was not deprest.

Poor Shepherd of the naked Down, a
favoured lot is thine,
Far happier lot, dear Boy, than brings full
many to this shrine;
From body pains and pains of soul thou
needest no release,
Thy hours as they flow on are spent, if not
in joy, in peace.

But who shall show, to waking sense, the
gleam of light that broke
Forth from his eyes, when first the Boy
looked down on that huge oak,
For length of days so much revered, so
famons where it stands
For twofold hallowing — Nature's care, and
work of human hands ?

Then oflfer up thy heart to God in thankfulness and praise,
Give to Him prayers, and many thoughts,
in thy most busy days;
And in His sight the fragile Cross, on thy
small hut, will be
Holy as that which long hath crowned the
Chapei of this Tree;
60

THE WIDOW ON WINDERMERE SIDE
Holy as that far seen which erowns the
sumptuous Chureh in Rome
Where thousands meet to worship God
under a mighty Dome;
He sees the bending multitude, he hears
the chorai rites,
Yet not the less, iu chUdren's hymns and
lonely prayer, delights.
God for his servioe needeth not proud work
of human skill;
They please him best who labour most to
do in peace his will:
So let us strive to live, and to our Spirits
will be given
Such wings as, when our Saviour ealls, shall
bear us up to heaven."
The Boy no answer made by words, but,
so earuest was his look,
Sleep fled, and with it fled the dream — recorded in this book,
70
Lest ali that passed should melt away in
silence from my mind,
As visions still more bright have done, and
left no trace behind.
But oh ! that Country-man of thine, whose
eye, loved Child, can see
A pledge of endless bliss in aots of early
piety,
In verse, which to thy ear might come,
would treat this simple theme,
Nor leave untold our happy flight in that
adventurous dream.
Alas the dream, to thee, poor Boy ! to thee
from whom it flowed,
Was nothing, scaroely can be aught, yet
't was bounteously bestowed,
If I may dare to eherish hope that gentle
eyes will read
Not loth, and listening Little-ones, hearttouched, their fancies feed.
80
THE WIDOW ON WINDERMERE
SIDE
1842. 1842
The facts recorded in this Poem were given
me, and the charaeter of the persou described,
by my friend the Rev. R. P. Graves, who haa
long officiated as curate at Bowness, to the
great benefit of the parish and neighbourhood.

773

The individual was well known to him. She
died before these verses were composed. It is
scareely worth while to notice that the stanzas
are written in the sonnet form, which was
adopted when I thought the matter might be
included in twenty-eight liues.
I
How beautiful when up a lofty height
Honour ascends among the humblest poor.
And feeling sinks as deep ! See there the
door
Of One, a Widow, left beneath a weight
Of blameless debt. On evil Fortune's spite
She wasted no eomplaint, but strove to
make
A just repayment, both for conscience-sake
And that herself and hers should stand
upright
In the world's eye. Her work when daylight faüed
Paused not, and through the depth of night
she kept
10
Such earnest vigils, that belief prevailed
With some, the noble Creature never slept;
But, one by one, the hand of death assailed
Her children from her inmost heart bewept.
II
The Mother moumed, nor ceased her tears
to flow,
TUl a winter's noonday placed her buried
Son
Before her eyes, last child of many gone —
His raiment of angelic white, and Io !
His very feet bright as the dazzling snow
Which they are touching; yea far brighter,
even
20
As that which comes, or seems to come,
from heaven,
Surpasses aught these elements can show.
Much she rejoiced, trusting that from that
hour
Whate'er bef ell she could not grieve or pine;
But the Transfigured, in and out of season,
Appeared, and spiritual presence gained a
power
Over material forms that mastered reason.
Oh, gracious Heaven, in pity make her
thine !
III
But why that prayer ? as if to her could
come
No good but by the way that leads to bliss
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Through Death, — so judging we should
judge amiss.
31
Sinee reason failed want is her threatened
doom,
Yet frequent transporta mitigate the gloom:
Nor of those maniacs is she one that kiss
The air or laugh upon a precipice;
No, passing through strange suiferings toward the tomb
She smiles as if a martyr's erown were won:
Oft, when light breaks through clouds or
waving trees,
With outspread arms and falleu upon her
kuees
The Mother hails in her desoending Son 40
An Angel, and in earthly ecstasies
Her own angelic glory seems begun.
AIREY-FORCE VALLEY
1842 (?). 1842
Not a breath of air
Rufiles the bosom of this leafy glen.
From the brook's margin, wide around, the
trees
Are stedfast as the roeks; the brook itself,
Old as the hills that feed it from afar,
Doth rather deepen than disturb the oalm
Where ali things else are still and motionless.
And yet, even now, a little breeze, perchance
Escaped from boisterous winds that rage
without,
Has entered, by the sturdy oaks unfelt,
But to its gentle touch how sensitive
Is the light ash! that, pendent from the
brow
Of yon dim cave, in seeming silenee makes
A soft eye-musio of slow-waving boughs,
Powerfiü almost as vocal harmony
To stay the wanderer's steps and soothe his
thoughts.
"LYRE! THOUGH SUCH POWER
DO IN THY MAGIC LIVE"
1842 (?). 1842
Lyre ! though such power do in thy magie
live
As might from India's farthest plain
Recall the not unwilling Maid,
Assist me to detain
The lovely Fugitive:

Check with thy notes the impulse which,
betrayed
By her sweet farewell looks, I longed to
aid.
Here let me gaze enrapt upon that eye,
The impregnable and awe-inspiring fort
Of contemplation, the calm port
10
By reason fenced from winds that sigh
Among the restless sails of vanity.
But if no wish be hers that we should part,
A humbler bliss would satisfy my heart.
Where ali things are so fair,
Enough by her dear side to breathe the air
Of this Elysian weather;
And, on or in, or near, the brook, espy
Shade upon the sunshine lying
Faint and somewhat pensively; 20
And downward Image gaily vying
With its upright living tree
'Mid silver clouds, and openings of blue
sky
As soft almost and deep as her cerulean eye.
Ifor less the joy with many a glanoe
Cast up the Stream or down at her beseeching.
To mark its eddying foam-balls prettily
distrest
By ever-chaugiiig shape and want of rest;
Or watch, with mutual teaching,
The current as it plays
30
In flashing leaps and stealthy
creeps
Adown a roeky maze;
Or note (translucent summer's happiest
chance !)
In the slope-channel floored with pebbles
bright,
Stones of ali hues, gem emulous of gem,
So vivid that they take from keenest sight
The liquid veil that seeks not to hide them.
TO THE CLOUDS
1842 (?). 1842
These verses were suggested while I was
walking on the foot-road between Rydal Mount
and Grasmere. The clouds were driving over
the top of Nab-Scar across the vale : they set
my thonghts agoing, and the rest followed almost imraediately.
Abmy of Clouds! ye wingèd Hosts in
troops
Ascending from behind the motionless brow

TO THE CLOUDS
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And see ! a bright precursor to a train
Of that tall rock, as from a hidden world,
Oh whither with such eagerness of speed ? Perchance as numerous, overpeers the rock
What seek ye, or what shun ye ? of the gale That sullenly refuses to partake
Of the wUd impulse. From a fount of life
Companions, fear ye to be left behind,
luvisible, the long procession moves
Or raoing o'er your blue ethereal fleld
Limiinous or gloomy, welcome to the vale
Contend ye with each other ? of the sea
Children, thus post ye ovar vale and height Which they are entering, welcome to mine
eye
To sink upon your iuother's lap — and rest ?
Or were ye rightlier hailed, when first mine That sees them, to my soul that owns in
them.
eyes
n
50
Beheld in your impetuous march the like- And in the bosom of the firmament
0'er which they move, wherein they are
ness
contained,
Of a wide army pressing on to meet
A type of her capacious self and ali
Or overtake some unknown enemy ? —
But your smooth motions suit a peaceful Her restless progeny.
A htmible walk
aim;
And Fancy, not less aptly pleased, compares Here is my body doomed to tread, this
path,
Your squadrons to an endless flight of birds
A little hoary line and faintly traced,
Aerial, upon due migration bound
Work, shall we call it, of the shepherd's
To milder olimes; or rather do ye urge
foot
In caravan your hasty pilgrimage
20
Or of his flock? — joint vestige of them
To pause at last on more aspiring heights
both.
Than these, and utter your devotion there
With thunderous voice ? Or are ye jubi- I pace it unrepining, for my thoughts
lant,
Admit no bondage and my words have
wings.
And would ye, tracking your proud lord
the Sun,
Where is the Orphean lyre, or Druid harp.
To accompany the verse ? The mountain
Be present at his setting; or the pomp
Of Persian momings would ye fill, and
blast
61
stand
Shall be our hand of music; he shall sweep
Poising your splendours high above the The rocks, and quivering trees, and bülowy
heads
lake.
Of worshippers kneeling to their up-risen And search the flbres of the caves, and they
God?
Shall answer, for our song is of the Clouds.
Whenee, whenee, ye Clouds ! this eagerness And the wind loves them; and the gentle
of speed ?
gales —
Speak, silent creatures. — They are gone, Which by their aid re-clothe the naked
are fled,
30
lawn
Buried together in yon gloomy mass
With annual verdure, and revive the woods.
That loads the middle heaven; and clear And moisten the parched lips of thirsty
and bright
flowers —
And vacant doth the region which they Love them; and every idle breeze of air 70
thronged
Bends to the favourite burthen. Moon and
Appear; a calm descent of sky conducting
stars
Down to the unapproaehable abyss,
Keep their most solemn vigils when the
Down to that hidden gulf from which they
Clouds
rose
Watch also, shifting peaceably their place
To vanish —fleet as days and months and Like bands of ministering Spirits, or when
years,
they lie.
Fleet as the generations of mankind,
As if some Protean art the change had
Power, glory, empire, as the world itself,
wrought,
The lingering world, when time hath ceased In listless quiet o'er the ethereal deep
to be.
40 Scattered, a Cyclades of various shapes
But the winds roar, shaking the rooted And ali degrees of beauty. O ye Lighti
trees.
nings!
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"WANSFELL! THIS HOUSEHOLD HAS A FAVOURED LOT"

Ye are their perilous ofEspring; and the
Sim —
Source inexhaustible of life and joy,
8o
And type of man's far-darting reason, therefore
In old time worshipped as the god of verse,
A blazing intellectual deity —
Loves his own glory in their looks, and
showers
Upon that unsubstantial brotherhood
Visions with ali but beatific light
Enriched — too transient were they not renewed
From age to age, and did not, while we gaze
In silent rapture, credulous desire
Nourish the hope that memory lacks not
power
go
To keep the treasm-e miimpaired. Vain
thought!
Yet why repine, oreated as we are
For joy and rest, albeit to flnd them only
Lodged in the bosom of eternal things ?
«WANSFELL! THIS HOUSEHOLD
HAS A FAVOURED LOT"
1842. 1845
Wansfell ! this Household has a favoured
lot.
Living with liberty on thee to gaze.
To watch while Morn flrst crowns thee
with her rays,
Or when along thy breast serenely float
Evening's angelic clouds. Yet ne'er a note
Hath sounded (shame upon the Bard !) thy
praise
For ali that thou, as if from heaven, hast
brought
Of glory lavished on our quiet days.
Bountiful Son of Earth ! when we are gone
From every object dear to mortal sight.
As soon we shall be, may these words attest
How oft, to elevate our spirits, shone
Thy visionary majesties of light,
How in thy pensive glooms our hearts found
rest.
THE EAGLE AND THE DOVE
1842. 1842
Shade of Caractacus, if spirits love
The cause they fought for in their earthly
home

To see the Eagle ruffled by the Dove
May soothe thy memory of the chains of
Rome.
These children elaim thee for their sire; the
breath
Of thy renown, from Cambrian mountains,
fans
A flame within them that despises death
And glorifies the truant youth of Vannes.
With thy own scom of tyrants they advance,
But truth divine has sanetified their rage,
A silver cross enchased with flowers of
France
Their badge, attests the holy flght they
wage.
The shrill defiance of the young crusade
Their veteran foes mock as an idle noise;
But unto Faith and Loyalty comes aid
From Heaven, gigantic force to beardless
boys.
GRACE DARLING
1843. 1845
Among the dwellers in the silent fields
The natural heart is touched, and public
way
And crowded street resoimd with ballad
strains,
Inspired by ONE whose very name bespeaks
Favour divine, exalting human love;
Whom, sinoe her birth on bleak Northumbria's coast,
Known unto few but prized as far as known,
A single Act endears to high and low
Through the whole land — to Manhood,
moved in spite
Of the world's freezing cares — to generous
Youth —
IO
To Infancy, that lisps her praise — to Age
Whose eye reflects it, glistening through a
tear
Of tremulous admiration. Such true fame
Awaits her now; but, verily, good deeds
Do not imperishable record flnd
Save in the rolls of heaven, where hers may
live
A theme for angels, when they celebrate
The high-souled virtues whieh forgetful
earth

GRACE DARLING
Has witnessed. Oh ! that winds and waves
could speak
Of things which their united power called
forth
20
From the purê depths of her humanity !
A Maiden gentle, yet, at duty's call,
Firm and imflinching, as the Lighthouse
reared
On the Island-rock, her lonely dwellingplace;
Or like the invincible Kock itself that
braves,
Age after age, the hostile elements,
As when it guarded holy Cuthberfs cell.
Ali night the storm had raged, nor
ceased, nor paused,
When, as day broke, the Maid, through
misty air.
Espies far ofB a Wreck, amid the surf, 30
Beating on one of those disastrous isles —
Half of a Vessel, half — no more; the
rest
Had vanished, swallowed up with ali that
there
Had for the common safety striven in vain,
Or thither thronged for refuge. With quiek
glance
Daughter and Sire through optic-glass
discern,
Clinging about the remnant of this Ship,
Creatures — how precions in the Maiden's
sight!
For whom, belike, the old Man grieves
still more
Than for their fellow-sufferers engulfed 40
Where every parting agony is hushed,
And hope and fear mix not in further strife.
" But courage, Father ! let us out to sea —
A few may yet be saved." The Daughter's
words,
Her earnest tone, and look beaming with
faith,
Dispel the Father's doubts: nor do they
lack
The noble-minded Mother's helping hand
To launch the boat; and with her blessing
cheered,
And inwardly sustained by silent prayer,
Together they put forth, Father and Child !
Each grasps an oar, and struggling on they
go—
_ _
5Rivais in efEort; and, alike intent
Here to elude and there surmoimt, they
watch
The bUlows lengthening, mutually crossed

777

And shattered, and re-gathering their
might;
As if the tmnult, by the Almighty's wUl
Were, in the conscious sea, roused and
prolonged
That woman's fortitude — so tried, so
proved —
May brighten more and more !
True to the mark,
They stem the current of that perilous
gorge,
60
Their arms still strengthening with the
strengthening heart,
Though danger, as the Wreck is neared,
becomes
More imminent. Not unseen do they
approach;
And rapture, with varieties of fear
Incessantly conflicting, thrills the framés
Of those who, in that dauntless energy,
Foretaste deliveranee; but the least perturbed
Can scareely trust his eyes, when he perceives
That of the pair — tossed on the waves to
bring
Hope to the hopeless, to the dying, life — 70
One is a Woman, a poor earthly sister,
Or, be the Visitant other than she seems,
A guardian Spirit sent from pitying Heaven,
In woman's shape. But why prolong the
tale,
Casting weak words amid a host of thoughts
Armed to repel them ? Every hazard faeed
And difficulty mastered, with resolve
That no one breathing should be left to
perish,
This last remainder of the crew are ali
Placed in the little boat, then o'er the
deep
80
Are safely borne, landed upon the beaeh,
And, in fulfilment of God's meroy, lodged
Within the sheltering Lighthouse. — Shout,
ye Waves,
Send forth a song of triumph. Waves and
Winds,
Exult in this deliveranee wrought through
faith
In Him whose Providence your rage hath
served !
Ye screaming Sea^-mews, in the concert
join !
And would that some immortal Voice — a
Voice
Fitly attuned to ali that gratitude
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"WHILE BEAMS OF ORIENT LIGHT"

Breathes out from floor or couch, through
pallid lips
90
Of the survivors — to the clouds might
bear —
Blended with praise of that parental love,
Beneath whose watchful eye the Maiden
grew
Pious and pure, modest and yet so brave,
Though young so wise, though meek so
resolute —
Might carry to the clouds and to the stars,
Yea, to celestial Choirs, Grace Darling'8
name !
«WHILE BEAMS OF ORIENT
LIGHT SHOOT WIDE AND
HIGH"
1843. 1845
Whilb beams of orient light shoot wide
and high,
Deep in the vale a little rural Town
Breathes forth a cloud-like creature of its
own,
That mounts not toward the radiant
morning sky,
But, with a less ambitious sympathy,
Hangs o'er its Parent waking to the cares
Troubles and toUs that every day prepares.
So Fancy, to the musing Poefs eye,
Endears that Lingerer. And how blest her
sway
(Like influence never may my soul reject)
If the calm Heaven, now to its zenith decked
With glorious forms in numberless array,
To the lone shepherd on the hills disclose
.Gleams from a world in which the saints
repose.
TO THE REV. CHRISTOPHER
WORDSWORTH, D. D., MASTER
OF HARROW SCHOOL
After the perusal of his Theofhilus Anglicanus, recently published.
1843. 1845
Enlightened Teacher, gladiy from thy
hand
Have I received this proof of pains bestowed
By Thee to guide thy Pupils on the road
That, in our native isle, and every land,
The Church, when trustiag in divine command
â.nd in her Catholie attributes, hath trod:

O may these lessons be with profit scanned
To thy hearfs wish, thy labour blest by
G(^!
So the bright faces of the young and gay
Shall look more bright — the happy, happier
still;
Catch, in the pauses of their keenest play,
Motions of thought which elevate the will
And, like the Spire that from your classic
Hill
Points heavenward, indicate the end and
way.
INSCRIPTION
FOR A MONUMENT IN CROSTHWAITE
CHURCH, IN THE VALE OF KESWICK
1843. 1845
Ye vales and hills whose beauty hither drew
The poefs steps, and fixed him here, on you
His eyes have closed ! And ye, loved books,
no more
Shall Southey feed upon your precious lore,
To works that ne'er shall forfeit their renown,
Adding immortal labours of his own —
Whether he traced historie truth, with zeal
For the State's guidance, or the Church's
weal,
Or Fancy, disciplined by studious art,
Informed his pen, or wisdom of the heart,
Or judgments sanctioned in the Patriofs
mind
By reverence for the rights of ali mankind.
Wide were his aims, yet in no human breast
Could private feelings meet for hoUer rest,
His joys, his griefs, have vanished Kke a
cloud
From Skiddaw's top; but he to heaven was
vowed
Through liis industrious life, and Christian
faith
Calmed in his soul the fear of change and
death.
ON THE PROJECTED KENDAL
AND WINDERMERE RAILWAY
1844. 1845
Is then no uook of English ground secure
From rash assault ? Schemes of retirement sown
In youth, and 'mid the busy world kept pure

" FORTH FROM A JUTTING RIDGE, AROUND WHOSE BASE "
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As when their earliest flowers of hope were
blown,
Must perish; — how can they this blight
endure ?
And must he too the ruthless change bemoan
Who scorns a false utilitarian lure
'Mid his paternal fields at random thrown ?
Baffle the threat, bright Scene, from Orresthead
Given to the pausing traveller's rapturous
glance:
Plead for thy peace, thou beautiful romance
Of nature; and, if human hearts be dead,
Speak, passing winds; ye torrents, with
your strong
And constant voice, protest against the
wrong.

A soothing spirit follows in the way
That Nature takes, her counter-work pursuing,
See how her Ivy clasps the sacred Ruin
Fali to prevent or beautify decay;
And, on the mouldered walls, how bright,
how gay,
The flowers in pearly dews their bloom
renewing!
Thanks to the plaoe, blessings upon the hour;
Even as I speak the rising Sun's first smile
Gleams on the grass-orowned top of yon
tall Tower
Whose cawing occupants with joy proelaim
Prescriptive title to the shattered pile
Where, Cavendish, thine seems nothing but
a name !

" PROUD WERE YE, MOUNTAINS,
WHEN, IN TIMES OF OLD "
1844. 1845
Peoud were ye, Mountains, when, in times
of old,
Your patriot sons, to stem invasive war,
Intrenched your brows; ye gloried in each
scar:
Now, for your shame, a Power, the Thirst
of Gold,
That rules o'er Britain like a baneful star,
Wills that your peace, your beauty, shall be
sold.
And clear way made for her triumphal car
Through the beloved retreats your arms
enfold!
Heard ye that Whistle ? As her long-linked
Train
Swept onwards, did the vision cross your
view ?
Yes, ye were startled;—and, iu balance true,
Weighing the mischief with the promised
çiin,
Moxmtains, and Vales, and Floods, I call on
• you
To share the passion of a just disdain.

"FORTH FROM A JUTTING
RIDGE, AROUND WHOSE BASE"
1845. 1845
Forth from a jutting ridge, around whose
base
Winds our deep Vale, two heath-clad Rocks
ascend
In fellowship, the loftiest of the pair
Rising to no ambitious height; yet both,
0'er lake and stream, mountain and flowery
mead,
ünfolding prospects fair as human eyes
Ever beheld. Up-led with mutual help.
To one or other brow of those twin Peaks
Were two adventurous Sisters wont to
climb,
And took no note of the hour while thence
they gazed,
The blooming heath their coueh, gazed, sida
by side,
In speechless admiration. I, a witness
And frequent sharer of their calm delight
With thankful heart, to either Eminence
Gave the baptismal name each Sister bore.
Now are they parted, far as Death's eold
hand
Hath power to part the Spirits of those who
love
As they did love. Ye kindred Pinnaeles —
That, while the generations of mankind
Follow each other to their hiding-place
In tLme's abyss, are privileged to endure
Beautiful in yourselves, and richly graced
With like command of beauty — grant your
aid

AT FURNESS ABBEY
1844. 1845
Here, where, of havoc tired and rash undoing,
Man left this Structure to become Time's
prey
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THE WESTMORELAND GIRL

For Mary'8 humble, Sabah'8 silent claim,
That their pure joy in nature may survive
From age to age in blended memory.

Dear caresses given in pity,
Sympathy that soothed his grief,
As the dying mother witnessed
To her thankful mind's relief.

THE WESTMORELAND GIRL
TO MY GRANDCHILDREN
1845. 1845

Time passed on; the Child was happy,
Like a Spirit of air she moved,
Wayward, yet by ali who knew her
For her tender heart beloved.

PART I
Seek who will delight in fable
I shall tell you truth. A Lamb
Leapt from this steep bank to follow
'Cross the brook its thoughtless dam.

10

Whirled adown the rocky channel,
Sinking, rising, on they go,
Peace and rest, as seems, before them
Only in the lake below.
Oh ! it was a frightful cnrrent
Whose fierce wrath the Girl had braved;
Clap yonr hands with joy my Hearers,
Shout in trinmph, both are saved;
20
Saved by courage that with danger
Grew, by strength the gift of love,
And belike a guardian angel
Carne with succour from above.
PART II
Now, to a maturer Audience,
Let me speak of this brave Child
Left among her native mountains
With wild Nature to rnn wUd.
So, nnwatehed by love matemal,
Mother's eare no more her guide,
Fared this little bright-eyed Orphan
Even while at her father's side.

2c

Scarcely less than sacred passions,
Bred in honse, in grove, and field,
Link her with the inferior creatures,
Urge her powers their rights to shield.

Far and wide on bill and valley
Rain had fallen, unceasing rain,
And tbe bleating mother's Young-one
Struggled with the flood ia vain:
But, as chaneed, a Cottage-maiden
(Ten years scarcely had she told)
Seeing, plunged into the torrent,
Clasped the Lamb and kept her hold.

Spare yonr blame, — remembrance makes
him
Loth to rule by strict eommand;
10
StUl upon his cheek are living
Touches of her ínfant hand,

Anglers, bent on reckless pastime,
Learn how she can feel alike
Both for tiny harmless minnow
And the fierce and sharp-toothed pike.
Merciful protectress, kindling
Into anger or disdain;
Many a captive hath she rescued,
Others saved from lingering pain.

30

Listen yet awhile; — with patience
Hear the homely truths I tell,
She in Grasmere's old church-steeple
Tolled this day the passing-bell.
Yes, the wild Girl of the mountains
To their echoes gave the sound,
Notice punctual as the minute,
Warning solemn and profound.

40

She, fulfilling her sire's office,
Rang alone the far-heard knell.
Tribute, by her hand, in sorrow,
Paid to One who loved her well.
Wheu his spirit was departed
On that service she went forth;
Nor will fail the like to render
When his corse is laid in earth.
What then wants the Child to temper,
In her breast, unruly fire,
To control the froward impulse
And restrain the vague desire ?

50

TO A LADY
Easily a pious training
And a stedfast outward power
Would supplant the weeds and cherish,
In their stead, each opening flower.

Imagination needs must stir;
Dear Maid, this truth believe,
Minds that have nothing to confer
Find little to perceive.

Thus the fearless Lamb-deliv'rer,
Woman-grown, meek-hearted, sage,
May become a blest example
For her sex, of every age.

Be pleased that nature made thee fit
To feed my hearfs devotion,
By Ia ws to which ali Forms submit
In sky, air, earth, and ooean.

60

Watchful as a wheeling eagle,
Constant as a soaring lark,
Should the coimtry need a heroine,
She might prove our Maid of Are.
Leave that thought; and here be nttered
Prayer that Grace divine may raise
Her hxunane cotirageous spirit
Up to heaven, thro' peaeefnl ways.
AT FURNESS ABBEY
1845. 1845
Well have yon Railway Labourers to this
ground
Withdrawn for noontide rest. They- sit,
they walk
Among the Ruins, but no idle talk
Is heard; to grave demeanour ali are bonnd;
And from one voice a Hymu with tuneful
sound
Hallows once more the long-deserted Quire
And thrills the old sepulchral earth, around.
Others look np, and with fixed eyes admire
That wide-spanned arch, wondering how it
was raised,
To keep, so high in air, its strength and
grace:
Ali seem to feel the spirit of the place,
And by the general reverence God is praised:
Profane Despoilers, stand ye not reproved,
Whüe thus these simple-hearted men are
moved ?
"YES! THOU ART FAIR, YET
BE NOT MOVED»
1845. 1845
Yes ! thou art fair, yet be not moved
To scorn the declaration,
That sometimes I in thee have loved
My fancy's own oreation.
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"WHAT HEAVENLY SMILES ! O
LADY MINÉ"
1845. 1845
What heavenly smiles ! O Lady mine
Through my very heart they shine;
And, if my brow gives back their light,
Do thou look gladly on the sight;
As the clear Moon with modest pride
Beholds her own bright beams
Reflected from the mountaiu's side
And from the headlong streams.
TO A LADY
IN ANSWER TO A REQUEST THAT I
WOULD WHITE HER A POEM UPON
SOME DRAWINGS THAT SHE HAD MADE
OF FLOWERS IN THE ISLAND OF MADEIRA
1845. 184J
Fair Lady ! can I sing of flowers
That in Madeira bloom and fade,
I who ne'er sate within their bowers,
Nor through their sunny lawns have
strayed ?
How they in sprightly dance are worn
By Shepherd-groom or May-day queen,
Or holy festal pomps adom,
These eyes have never seen.
Yet tho' to me the peucil's art
No like remembrances can give,
ic
Your portraits still may reach the heart
And there for gentle pleasure live;
While Fancy ranging with free scope
Shall on some lovely Alien set
A name with us endeared to hope,
To peace, or fond regret.
Still as we look with nicer care,
Some new resemblanoe we may trace:
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"GLAD SIGHT WHEREVER NEW WITH OLD"

A Heart's-ease will perhaps be there,
A Speedwell may not waut its place. 20
And so may we, with charmèd mind
Beholding what your skill has wrought,
Another Star-of-Bethlehem flnd,
A new Forget-me-not.
From earth to heaven with motion fleet
From heaven to earth our thoughts will
pass,
A Holy-thistle here we meet
And there a Shepherd's weather-glass;
And haply some familiar name
Shall graoe the fairest, sweetest plant 30
Whose presenee eheers the drooping frame
Of English Emigrant.
Gazing she feels its powers beguile
Sad thoughts, and breathes with easier
breath;
Alas ! that meek, that tender smile i
Is but a harbinger of death;
And poiuting with a feeble hand
She says, in faint words by sighs broken,
Bear for me to my native land
This precious Flower, true loTe's last
token.
40
"GLAD SIGHT WHEREVER
NEW WITH OLD"
1845 (?). 1845
Glad sight wherever new with old
Is joiiied through some dear homeborn tie;
The life of ali that we behold
Depends upon that mystery.
Vain is the glory of the sky,
The beauty vain of field and grove,
Unless, while with adrairing eye
We gaze, we also learn to love.

forefathers in their simple state of society.
How touching and beautiful were, in most instances, the names they gave to our indigenous
flowers, or any other they were familiarly acquainted with! —ílvery month for many years
have we been importing plants and flowers
from ali quarters of the globe, many of which
are spread through our gardens, and some perhaps likely to be met with on the few Commons
which we have left. Will their botanical
names ever be displaced by plain English appellations, which -will bring them horae to our
hearts by connection with our joys and sorrows ?
It can never be, unless society treads back her
steps towards those simplicities which have
been banished by the undue influence of towns
spreading and spreading in every direction, so
that city-life with every generation takes more
and more the lead of rural. Among the ancients, villages were reckoned the seats of barbarism. Refinement, for the most part false,
increases the desire to accumulate wealth; and
while theories of political economy are boastfully pleading for the practice, inliumanity
pervades ali our dealings in buyingand selling.
This selfishness wars against disinterested
imagination in ali directions, and, evils coming
round in a circle, barbarism spreads in every
quarter of our island. Oh for the reign of justice, and then the humblest man among us
would have more power and dignity in and
about him than the highest have now!

You call it, " Love lies bleeding," — so you
may,
Though the red Flower, not prostrate,
only droops,
As we have seen it here from day to day,
From month to month, life passing not
away:
A flower how rich in sadness 1 Even thus
stoops,
(Sentient by Grecian sculpture's marvellous
power)
Thus leans, with hanging brow and body
bent
LOVE LIES BLEEDING
Earthward in nncomplaining languishment
The dying Gladiator. So, sad Flower !
i845(?). 1845
('T is Fancy guides me willing to be led,
It has been said that the English, though Though by a slender thread)
their country has produced so many great poets, So drooped Adonis bathed in sanguine dew
is now the most unpoetical nation in Europe. Of his death-wound, when he from innocent
It is probably true; for they have more tempair
tation to become so than any other European The gentlest breath of resignation drew;
people. Trade, commerce, and manufactures, While VenuH vn a passion of despair
physical science, and mechanic arts, out of Rent, weeping over him, her golden hair
which so much wealth has arisen, have made
our countrymen infinitely less sensible to move- Spangled with drops of that celestial
shower.
ments of imagination and fancy than were our 1

THE CUCKOO-CLOCK
She suffered, as Immortals sometimes do;
But pangs more lasting far, that Lover
knew
Who first, weighed down by seorn, in some
lone bower
Did press this semblanee of unpitied
smart
Into the service of his constant heart,
His own dejeotion, downcast Flower ! could
share
With thine, and gave the mournful name
which thou wilt ever bear.
COMPANION TO THE FOREGOING
1845 (?). 1845
Neveb enlivened with the liveliest ray
That fosters growth or cheoks or cheers
decay,
Nor by the heaviest rain-drops more
deprest,
This Flower, that first appeared as summer's guest,
Preserves her beauty 'mid autumnal leaves
Aud to her mournful habits fondly cleaves.
When files of stateliest plants have ceased
to bloom,
One after one submitting to their doom,
WTien her coevals eaeh and ali are fled,
What keeps her thus reclined upon her
lonesome bed ?
The old mythologists, more impressed
than we
Of this late day by charaeter in tree
Or herb, that claimed peculiar sympathy,
Or by the silent lapse of fountain clear,
Or with the language of the viewless air
By bird or beast made vocal, sought a cause
To solve the mystery, not in Nature's
laws
But in Man's fortunes. Henoe a thousand
tales
Sung to the plaintive lyre in Grecian vales.
Nor doubt that something of their spirit
swayed
The fancy-stricken Youth or heart-sick
Maid,
Who, whUe each stood companionless and
eyed
This undeparting Flower in crimson dyed,
Thought of a wound which death is slow to
cure,
A fate that has endured and will endure.
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And, patience coveting yet passion feeding,
Called the dejected Lingerer, Loves lies
hleeding.
THE CUCKOO-CLOCK
1845. 1845
Of this clock I have nothing further to eay
than what the poem expresses, except that it
must be here recorded that it was a present
from the dear friend for whose sake these notes
were chiefly undertaken, and who has written
them from my dietation.
WoüLDST thou be taught, when sleep has
taken flight,
By a sure voice that can most sweetly tell,
How far off yet a glimpse of morning light.
And if to lure the truant back be well,
Forljear to covet a Repeater's stroke,
That, answering to thy touch, will sound
the hour ;
Better provide thee with a Cuckoo-clock
For service hung behind thy chamber-door;
And iu due time the soft spontaneous shock,
The double note, as if with living power, 10
Will to eomposure lead — or make thee
blithe as bird in bower.
List, Cuckoo — Cuckoo ! — oft tho' tempests howl,
Or nipping frost remind thee trees are baré,
How cattle pine, aud droop the shivering
fowl,
Thy spirits will seem to feed onbalmyair;
I speak with knowledge,—by that Voice
beguiled,
Thou wilt salute old memories as they
throng
Into thy heart; and fancies, running wild
Through fresh green fields, and budding
groves among,
Will make thee happy, happy as a child: 20
Of sunshine wilt thou think, and flowers,
and song.
And breathe as in a world where nothing
can go wrong.
And know — that, even for him who shuns
the day
And nightly tosses on a bed of pain;
Whose joys, from àll but memory swept
away,
Must come unhoped for, if they come again;
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"SO FAIR, SO SWEET, WITHAL SO SENSITIVE"

Know — that, for him whose waking
thoughts, severe
As his distress is sharp, would scorn my
theme,
The mimic notes, striking upon his ear
In sleep, and intermingling with his
dream,
30
Could from sad regions send him to a dear
Delightful land of verdure, shower and
gleam,
To mock the wandering Voice beside some
haunted stream.
O bounty without measm-e ! while the grace
Of Heaven doth in such wise, from humblest
springs,
Pour pleasure forth, and solaces that trace
A mazy course along familiar things,
Well may om- hearts have faith that blessings come,
Streamiug from founts above the starry sky,
With angels when their own untroubled
home
40
They leave, and speed on nightly embassy
To visit earthly chambers, — and for whom?
Yea, both for souls who God's forbearance
try,
And those that seek his help, and for his
merey sigh.
"SO FAIR, SO SWEET, WITHAL
SO SENSITIVE"
1845- 1845
So fair, so sweet, withal so sensitive,
Would that the little Flowers were born to
live,
Conscious of half the pleasure which they
give;
That to this moimtain-daisy's self were
known
The beauty of its star - shaped shadow,
thrown
On the smooth surface of this naked stone !
And what if hence a bold desire should mount
High as the Sun, that he could take account
Of all that issues from his glorious fount!
So might he ken how by his sovereign aid
These delieate companionships are made;
And how he ruies the pomp of light and
shade;

And were the Sister-power that shines by
night
So privileged, what a countenance of delight
Would through the clouds break forth on
human sight!
Fond fancies ! wheresoe'er shall turn thine
eye
On earth, air, ocean, or the starry sky.
Converse with Nature in pure sympathy;
AII vain desires, ali lawless wishes quelled,
IJe Thou to love and praise alike impelled,
Whatever boon is granted or withheld.
TO THE PENNSYLVANIANS
1845. 1845
Days undefiled by luxury or sloth,
Firm self-denial, manners grave and staid,
Rights equal, Ia ws with oheerf ulness obeyed,
Words that require no sanction from an
oath.
And simple honesty a commòn growth —
This high repute, with bounteous Nature's
aid,
Won confidence, now ruthlessly betrayed
At will, your power the measure of your
troth! —
All who revere the memory of Penn
Grieve for the land on whose wild woods
his name
Was fondly grafted with a virtuous aim,
Renounced, abandoned by degenerate Men
For state-dishonour black as ever came
To upper air from Mammon's loathsome
den.
"YOUNG ENGLAND—WHAT IS
THEN BECOME OF OLD"
1845. 1845
Young England — what is then become of
Old,
Of dear Old England ? Think they she is
dead,
Dead to the very name ? Presumption fed
On empty air ! That name will keep its
hold
In the true filial bosom's inmost fold
Forever. — The Spirit of Alfred,at the head
Of all who for her rights watched, toiled
and bled.

SUGGESTED BY A PICTURE OF THE BIRD OF PARADISE
Knows that this prophecy is not too bold.
What — how ! shall she submit in will and
deed
To Beardless Boys — an imitative race,
The servum pecus of a Gallic breed ?
Dear Mother! if thou must thy steps retraee,
Go where at least meek Innocency dwells;
Let Babes and Sucklings be thy oracles.
"THOUGH THE BOLD WINGS OF
POESY AFFECT"
i845(?). 1845
Thoügh the bold wings of Poesy affect
The elouds, and wheel around the mountain
tops
Rejoicing, from her loftiest height she drops
Well pleased to skim the plain with wild
flowers deckt
Gr muse in solemn grove whose shades
protect
The lingering dew — there steals along, or
stops
Watching the least small bird that round
her hops,
Or ereeping worm, with sensitive respect.
Her functions are they therefore less divine,
Her thoughts less deep, or void of grave
intent
Her simplest fancies ? Should that fear be
thine,
Aspiring Votary, ere thy hand present
One oífering, kneel before her inodest
shrine,
With brow in penitential sorrow bent!
SUGGESTED BY A PICTURE OF
THE BIRD OF PARADISE
i84S(?). 1845
This subjeot has been treated of in another
note. I will here only by way of eomment direct
attention to the fact that pietures of animais
and other productions of nature as seeu in conservatories, menageries, museums, etc., would
do little for the national mind, nay they would
be rather injurious to it, if the imagination were
excluded by the presence of the objeet, more or
less out of a state of nature. If it were not that
we learn to talk and think of the lion and the
eagle, the palm-tree and even the cedar, from
the impassioned introduction of them so frequently into Holy Soripture and by great poets,
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and divines who write as poets, the spiritual part
of our nature, and therefore the higher part of
it, would derive no benefit from such intercourse
with such objecta.
The gentlest Poet, with free thoughts endowed,
And a trne master of the glowing strain,
Might sean the narrow provinee with disdain
That to the Painter's skill is here allowed.
This, this the Bird of Paradise ! disclaim
The daring thought, forget the name;
This the Sun's Bird, whom Glendoveers
might own
As no unworthy Partner in their flight
Through seas of ether, where the ruffling
sway
Of nether air's rude bUlows is unknown; 10
Whom Sylphs, if e'er for casual pastime
they
Through India's spioy regions wing their
way,
Might bow to as their Lord. What
character,
O sovereign Nature ! I appeal to thee,
Of ali thy feathered progeny
Is so unearthly, and what shape so fair ?
So riehly deeked in variegated down,
Green, sable, shining yellow, shadowy
brown,
Tints softly with eaeh other blended,
Hues doubtfully begun and ended;
20
Or intershooting, and to sight
Lost and recovered, as the rays of light
Glanoe on the conscious plumes touched
here and there ?
Full surely, when with such proud gifts of
life
Began the peneiPs strife,
0'erweening Art was caught as in a snare.
A sense of seemingly presumptuous
wrong
Gave the first impulse to the Poefs song;
But, of his scorn repenting soon, he drew
A juster judgment from a calmer view; 30
And, with a spirit freed from discontent,
Thankfully took an effort that was meant
Not with God's bounty, Nature's love to vie,
Or made with hope to please that inward
eye
Whieh ever strives in vain itself to satisfy,
But to reoall the truth by some faint trace
Of power ethereal and celestial grace,
That in the living Creature find on earth a
place.
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SONNET
1846. 1850
Why should we weep or moiirn, Angelic
i>oy>
For such thou wert ere from our sight
removed,
Holy, and ever dutiful — beloved
From day to day with never-ceasing joy,
And hopes as dear as eould the heart em. . ? -r^
In aught to earth pertamuig
Death has
proved
His might, nor less his mercy, as behoved—
Death conscious that he only could destroy
The bodily frame. That beauty is laid
low
To moulder in a far-ofE fleld of Reme;
But Heaven is now, blest Child, thy Spirit's
home:
When such divine communion, which we
know,
Is felt, thy Roman burial place will be
Surely a sweet remembrancer of Thee.
" WHERE LIES THE TRUTH? HAS
MAN, IN WISDOM'S CREED"
1846. 1850
WHEEE lies the truth ? has Man, in wisdom's
ereed,
A pitiable doom; for respite brief
A care more anxious, or a heavier grief ?
Is he ungrateful, and doth little heed
God's bounty, soon forgotten; or indeed,
Must Man, with labonr born, awake to
sorrow
When Flowers rejoice and Larks with rival
speed
Spring from their nests to bid the Smi good
morrow ?
They monnt for rapture as their songs proclaim
Warbled in hearing both of earth and
sky;
But o'er the contrast wherefore heave a
sigh ?
Like those aspirants let us soar — our
aim,
Through life's worst trials, whether shocks
or snares,
A happier, brighter, purer Heaven than
theirs.

"I KNOW AN AGED MAN CONSTRAINED TO DWELL"
1846. 1850
I KNOW an aged Man constrained to dwell
In a large house of public charity,
Where he abides, as in a Prisoner's cell,
With numbers near, alas ! no company.
When he could creep about, at wUl, though
poor
And forced to live on alms, this old Man fed
A Redbreast, one that to his cottage door
Came not, but in a lane partook his bread.
There, at the root of one particular tree,
An easy seat this worn-out Labourer found
While Robin pecked the crumbs upon his
knee
11
Laid one by one, or seattered on the ground.
Dear intercourse was theirs, day after day;
What signs of mutual gladness when they
met!
Think of their eommon peace, their simple
play,
The parting moment and its fond regret.
Months passed in love that faüed not to
fulfil,
In spite of season's change, its own demand,
By fluttering pinions here and busy bill;
There by caresses from a tremulous hand. 20
Thus in the chosen spot a tie so strong
Was formed between the solitary pair,
That when his fate had housed him 'mid a
throng
The Captive shunned ali converse proffered
there.
Wife, children, kindred, they were dead and
gone;
But, if no evil hap his wishes crossed,
One living Stay was left, and on that one
Some recompence for ali that he had lost.
Oh that the good old Man had power to
prove,
By message sent through air or visible
token,
30
That still he loves the Bird, and still must
love;
That friendship lasts though fellowship is
brokeu!

« THE UNREMITTING VOICE OF NIGHTLY STREAMS "
"HOW BEAUTIFUL THE QUEEN
OF NIGHT"
i846(?). 1850
How beautiful the Queen of Night, on Hgh
Her way pursuing among scattered clouds,
Where, ever and anon, her head she shrouds
Hidden from view in dense obscurity.
But look, and to the watchful eye
A brightening edge will indicate that soon
We shall behold the struggling Moon
Break forth, — again to walk the clear blue
sky.
EVENING VOLUNTARIES
TO LUCA GIORDANO
1846. 1850
Giordano, verily thy PenciPs skill
Hath here portrayed with Nature's happiest
grace
The fair Endymion couched on Latmos-hill;
And Dian gazing ou the Shepherd's face
In rapture, — yet suspending her embrace,
As not unconscious with what power the
thrill
Of her most timid touch his sleep would
chase,
And, with his sleep, that beauty calm and
still.
Oh may this work have found its last retreat
Here in a Mountain-bard's secure abode,
One to whom, yet a School-boy, Cynthia
showed
A face of love which he in love would greet,
Fixed, by her smile, upon some rocky seat;
Or lured along where greenwood paths he
trod.
" WHO BUT IS PLEASED TO WATCH THE
MOON ON HIGH "
1846. 1850
Who but is pleased to watch the moon on
high
Travelling where she from time to time enshrouds
Her head, and nothing loth her Majesty
Renounces, till among the scattered clouds
One with its kindling edge declares that
soon
Will reappear before the uplifted eye
A Form as bright, as beautiful a moon,
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To glide in open prospect through clear
sky.
Pity that such a promise e'er should prove
False in the issue, that yon seeming space
Of sky should be in truth the stedfast face
Of a cloud flat and dense, through which
must move
(By transit not unlike man's frequent doem)
The Wanderer lost in more determined
gloom.
ILLUSTRATED BOOKS AND
NEWSPAPERS
1846. 1850
Discoürse was deemed Man's noblest attribute.
And written words the glory of his hand;
Then followed Printing with enlarged command
For thought — dominion vast and absolute
For spreading truth, and making love
expand.
Now prose and verse sunk into disrepute
Must lacquey a dnmb Art that best can
suit
The taste of this once-intellectual Land.
A backward movement surely have we here,
From manhood, — back to childhood; for
the age —
Back towards cavemed life's first rude
career.
Avaunt this vile abuse of pictured page !
Must eyes be ali in ali, the tongue and ear
Nothing ? Heaven keep us from a lower
stage !
"THE UNREMITTING VOICE OF
NIGHTLY STREAMS"
1846. 1850
The unremitting voice of nightly streams
That wastes so oft, we think, its tuneful
powers,
If neither soothing to the worm that gleams
Through dewy grass, nor small birds hushed
in bowers,
N or unto silent leaves and drowsy flowers, — "
That voice of unpretending harmony
(For who what is shall measure by what
seems
To be, or not to be,
Or tax high Heaven with prodigality ?)
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Wants not a healing influence that can
creep
Into the human breast, and mix with sleep
To regulate the motion of our dreaius
For kindly issues — as through every olime
Was felt near munnuring brooks in earliest
time;
As at this day, the rudest swains who dwell
Where torrents roar, or hear the tinklinsr
knell
Of water-breaks, with grateful heart could
tell.
SONNET
TO AN OCTOGENARIAN
1846. 1850
Affections lose their object; Time brings
forth
No successors; and, lodged in memory,
If love exist no longer, it must die, —
Wanting accustomed food, must pass from
earth,
Or never hope to reaeh a second birth.
This sad belief, the happiest that is left
To thousands, share not Thou; howe'er
bereft,
Scorned, or neglected, fear not suoh a
dearth.
Though poor and destitute of friends thou
art,
Perhaps the sole survivor of thy race,
One to whom Heaven assigns that mournful part
The utmost solitude of age to face,
Still shall be left some cornar of the heart
Where Love for living Thing can find a
place.
ON THE BANKS OF A ROCKY
STREAM
1846. 1849
Behold an emblem of our human mind
Crowded with thoughts that need a settled
home,
Yet, like to eddying balls of foam
Within this Whirlpool, they each other
chase
Kound and round, and neither find
An outlet nor a resting-place !
Stranger, if such disquietude be thine,
Fali on thy knees and sue for help divine.

ODE ON THE INSTALLATION OF
HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS PRINCE
ALBERT AS CHANCELLOR OF
THE UNIVERSITY OF CAMBRIDGE, JULY 1847
1847. 1847
INTRODUCTION AND CHORUS
Fok thirst of power that Heaven disowns.
For temples, towers, and thrones,
Too long insulted by the Spoiler's shock,
Indignant Europe cast
Her stormy foe at last
To reap the whirlwind on a Libyan rock.
SOLO — (tenor)
War is passion's basest game
Madly played to win a name;
Up starts some tyrant, Earth and Heaven
to dare,
The servile million bow;
10
But will the lightning glance aside to spare
The Despofs laurelled brow ?
CHORUS
War is merey, glory, fame,
Waged in Freedom's holy cause;
Freedom, suoh as Man may claim
Under God's restraining laws.
Such is Albion's fame and glory:
Let rescued Europe tell the story.
RECIT. {accompanied) — (contralto)
But Io, what sudden cloud has darkened
ali
The land as with a funeral pall ? 20
The Rose of England suffers blight,
The flower has drooped, the Isle's delight,
Flower and biid together fali —
A Iíation's hopes lie crushed in Claremont's
desolate hall.
AIR — (soprano)
Time a chequered mantle wears; —
Earth awakes from wintry sleep;
Again the Tree a blossom bears —
Cease, Britannia, cease to weep !
Hark to the peals on this bright May morn !
They tell that your future Queen is born. 30
SOPRANO solo and CHORUS
A Guardian Angel fluttered
Above the Babe, imseen;

ODE
One word he softly uttered —
It named the future Queen:
And a joyful ery through the Island rang,
As clear and bold as the trumpet's elang,
As bland as the reed of peace —
" VICTORIA be her name ! "
For righteous triumphs are the base
Whereon Britannia rests her peaceful fame.
QUARTET
Time, in his mantle's sunniest fold,
41
Uplifted in his arms the child;
And, while the fearless Infant smiled,
Her happier destiny foretold: —
" Infancy, by Wisdom mild,
Trained to health and artless beauty;
Youth, by pleasure unbeguiled
From the lore of lofty duty;
Womanhood is purê renown,
Seated on her lineal throne:
50
Leaves of myrtle in her Crown,
Fresh with lustre ali their own.
Love, the treasure worth possessing,
More than ali the world beside,
This shall be her choicest blessing,
Oft to royal hearts denied."
RECIT. {accoíiipanied) — (bass)
That eve, the Star of Brunswick shone
With stedfast ray benign
On Gotha's ducal roof, and ou
The sof tly flowing Leine;
60
Nor failed to gild the spires of Bonn,
And glittered on the Rhine —
Old Camus, too, on that prophetie night
Was conscious of the ray;
And his willows whispered in its light,
Not to the Zephyr's sway,
But with a Delphic life, in sight
Of this auspicious day:
CHORUS
This day, when Granta hails her chosen Lord,
And proud of her award,
70
Confiding in the Star serene,
Weleomes the Consort of a happy Queen.
AIR — (CONTRALTO)
Prince, in these Collegiate bowers,
Where Science, leagued with holier truth,
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Guards the sacred heart of youth,
Solemn monitors are ours.
These reverend aisles, these hallowed
towers,
Raised by many a hand august,
Are haunted by majestic Powers,
The memories of the Wise and Just, 80
Who, faithful to a pious trust,
Here, in the Founder's spirit sought
To mould and stamp the ore of thought
In that bold form and impress high
That best betoken patriot loyalty.
Not in vain those Sages taught,—
True disciples, good as great,
Have pondered here their eountry's weal,
Weighed the Future by the Past,
Learned how social frames may last, 90
And how a Land may rule its fate
By constancy inviolate,
Though worlds to their foundations reel
The sport of factious Hate or godless Zeal.
AIR— (bass)
Albert, in thy race we cherish
A Nation's strength that will not perish
While England's sceptred Line
True to the King of Kings is found;
Like that Wise ancestor of thine
Who threw the Saxon shield o'er Luther's
life,
100
When first above the yells of bigot strife
The trumpet of the Living Word
Assumed a voice of deep portentous sound,
From gladdened Elbe to startled Tiber
heard.
CHORUS
What shield more sublime
E'er was blazoned or sung ?
And the PRINCE whom we greet
From its Hero is sprung.
Resound, resound the strain,
That hails him for our own !
no
Again, again, and yet again.
For the Church, the State, the Throne !
And that Presence fair and bright,
Ever blest wherever seen,
Who deigns to grace our festal rite,
The pride of the Islands, VICTORIA
THE QUEEN.

PREFACRi
1800
Much the greatest part of the foregoing Poems
has been so long before tlie Public that no prefatory matter, explanatory of any portion of
them or of the arrangement which has been
adopted, appears to be required; and had it not
been for the observations contained in those Prefaces upon the principies of Poetry in general,
they would not nave been reprinted even as an
Appendix in this Edition.

which the Poems were written. But I was unwilling to undertake the task, knowing that on
this occasion the Reader would look coldly upon
my arguments, since I might be suspected of
having been principally infiuenced bythe selfish
and foolish hope of reasoninghSia into an approbation of these particular Poems : and I was
still more unwilling to undertake the task, because adequately to display the opinions, and
fully to enforce the arguments, would require
a space wholly disproportionate to a preface.
For, to treat the subject with the cleamess and
PREFACE
coherence of which it is susceptible, it would be
TO THE SECOND EDITION OF SEVERAL OF THE necessary to give a fuU account of the present
FOREGOING POEMS, PUBLISHED, WITH AN AD- state of the public taste in this country, and to
DITIONAL VOLUME, UNDER THE TITLE OF determine how far this taste is healtny or de" LYRICAL BALLADS "
praved ; which, again, could not be determined
without pointing out in what manner language
Note. — In succeeding Editions, when the Collection and
the human mind act and re-act on each
was much eularged and diversífíed, this Preface was
trausferred to the end of the Volumes as having little other, and without retracing the revolutions,
not of literature alone, but likewise of society
of a special applicatíon to their contents.
I have therefore altogether declined to
The first Volume of these Poems has already itself.
enter regularly upon this defence; yet I am
been submitted to general perusal. It was pub- sensible
there would be something like imlished as an experiment, which, I hoped, might proprietythat
obtruding upon the Pubbe of some use to ascertain how far, by fitting lic, withoutinaahniptly
words of introduction, Poems
to metrical arrangement a seleetion of the real so materially few
different
from those upon which
language of men in a state of vivid sensation,
approbation is at present bestowed.
that sort of pleasure and that quantity of plea- general
It is supposed that by the act of writing in
sure may be imparted, which a Poet may ration- verse
an Author makes a formal engagement
ally endeavour to impart.
that
he wilí gratify certain known habits of
I had formed no very inaccurate estimate of association
that he not only thus apprises the
the probable eífect of those Poems : I flattered Reader that; certain
of ideas and expresmyself that they who should be pleased with sions will be found inclasses
his book, but that others
them would read them with more than common will be carefully excluded.
This exponent or
pleasure: and, on the other hand, I was well symbol held forth by metrical
language must
aware, that by those who should dislike them in different eras of literature have
very
they would be read with more than common different expectations: for example,excited
the age
dislike. The result has differed from my ex- of CatuUus, Terence, and Lucretius,inand
that
{)ectation in this only, that a greater number of Statius or Claudian: and in our own counlave been pleased than I ventured to hope I try, in the age of Shakspeare and Beaumont
should please.
and Fletcher, and that of Donne and Cowley,
or Dryden, or Pope. I will not take upon me
Several of my Friends are anxious for the to determine the exact impcrt of the promise
success of these Poems, from a belief that, which, by the act of writing in verse, an Author
if the views with which they were composed in the present day makes to his reader; but it
were indeed realised, a class of Poetry would will undoubtedly appear to many persons that I
be produced, well adapted to interest mankind have not fulfilled the terms of an engagement
permanently, and not unimportant in the qual- thus voluntarily contracted. They who have
ity and in the multiplicity of its moral relations: been accustomed to the gaudiness and inane
and on this account they have advised me to phr^eology of many modem writers, if they perpreüx a systematic defence of the theory upon sist in reading this book to its conclusion, will, no
The ideas which were expanded into the following Prefaces and Essays fírst appeared as a Preface to the
second edition of the Lyrical Ballads^ 1800. In the e' lition of 1802 the Preface to that of 1800 was enlarged,
and there was added an Appendix on " Poetic Diction." These were repeated in successive editions of the poefs
worlca — with alterations, insertions, and omissions—i intil they received their last revision in the Edition of
1845. —Ed.
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doubt, frequently have to stniggle with feelings
of strangeness and awkwardness: tliey will
look round for poetry, and will be induced to
inquire by what species of courtesy these attempts can be permitted to assume tbat title.
I hope, tberefore, the reader will not censure
me for attempting to state what I have proposed
to myself to perform; and also (as far as the
limits of a preface will permit) to explain some
of the chief reasons which have determined me
in the choice of my purpose: that at least he
may be spared any unpleasant feeling of disappointment, and that I myself may be protected
from one of the most dishonourable accusations
which can be brought against an Author;
namely, that of an indolenee which preyents
him from endeavouring to ascertain what is his
duty, or, when his dutj'^ is ascertained, prevents
him from performing- it.
The principal object, then, proposed in these
Poems, was to choose incidents and situations
from common life, and to relate or describe
them throughout, as far as was possible, in a
selection of language really used by men, and,
at the same time, to throw over them a certain colouring of imagination, whereby ordinary things should be presented to the mind in
an unusual aspect; and further, and above ali,
to make these incidents and situations interesting by tracing in them, truly though not
ostentatiously, the primary laws of our nature :
chiefly, as far as regards the manner in which
we associate ideas in a state of excitement.
Humble and rustic life was generally chosen,
because in that condition the essential passions
of the heart find a better soil in which tiiey can
attain their maturity, are less under restraint,
and speak a plainer and more emphatic language; because in that condition of life our
elementary f eelings co-exist in a state of greater
simplicity, and, consequently, may be more
accurately contemplated, and more forcibly
communicated; because the nianners of rural
life germinate from those elementary feelings,
and, from the necessary cliaracter of rural occupations, are more easily comprehended, and
are more durable ; and, lastly, because in that
condition the passions of men are incorporated
with the beautiful and permanent forms of nature. The language, too, of these men has been
adopted (purified indeed from what appear to
be its real defects, from ali lasting and rational
causes of dislike or disgust), because such men
hourly communicate with the best objects from
which the best part of language is originally
derived; and because, from their rank in society and the sameness and narrow circle of their
intercourae, being less under the influence of
social vanity, they convey their feelings and
notions in simple and unelaborated expressions.
Accordingly, such a language, arising out of repeated experience and regular feelings, is a more
permanent, and a fíir more philosophical language, than that which is frequently substituted
for it by Poets, who think that they are conferring honour upon themselves and their art in
proportion as they separate themselves from the

sympathies of men, and indulge in arbitrary
and capricious habits of expression, in order to
furnish food for fíckle tastes and fíckle appetites
of their own creation.^
I cannot, however, be insensible to the present
outcry against the triviality and meanness, both
of thought and language, which some of my
contemporaries have occasionally introduced
into their metrical compositions ; and I acknowledge that this defect, where it exists, is more
dishonourable to the Writer's own character
than false refínement or arbitrary innovation,
though I should contend at the same time that
it is far less pernicious in the sum of its consequences. From such verses the Poems in these
volumes will be found distinguished at least by
one mark of diíference, that each of them has
a worthy vurpose, Not that I always began to
write with a distinct purpose formally conceived, but habits of meditation have, I trust,
so prompted and regulated my feelings, that
my descriptions of such objects as strongly
excite those feelings will be found to carry
along with them a purpose. If this opinion be
erroneous, I can have little right to the name
of a Poet. For ali good poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings: and though
this be true, Poems to which any value can be
attached were never produced on any variety
of subjects but by a man who, being possessed
of more than usual organic sensibility, had also
thought long and deeply. For our continued
ináuxes of feeling are modified and directed
by our thoughts, which are indeed the representatives of ali our past feelings; and as, by
contemplating the relation of these general representatives to each other, we discover what is
really important to men, so, by the repetition
and continuance of this act, our feelings will
be connécted with important subjects, till at
length, if we be originally possessed of much
sensibility, such habits of mind will be produced
that, by obeying blindly and mechanically the
impulses of those habits, we shall describe
objects, and utter sentiments, of such a nature,
and in such connection with each other, that the
understanding of the Reader must necessarily
be in some degree enlightened, and his affection strengthened and purified.
It has been said that eachof these Poems has
a purpose. Another circumstance must be
mentioned which distinguishes these Poems
from the popular Poet^ of the day; it is this,
that the feeling therein developed gives importance to the action and situation, and not
the action and situation to the feeling.
A sense of false modesty shall not prevent
me from asserting that the Reader's attention
is pointed to this mark of distinction, far less
for the sake of these particular Poems than
from the general importance of the subject.
The subject is indeed important ! For the
human mind is capable of being excited without
1 It is worth while here to observe that the affecting
parts of Chaucer are almost always expressed in language pure and universally intelligible even to this day.
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the application o£ gross and violent stimulants;
and he must have a very faint perception of
its beauty and diípiity who does not know this,
and who does not further know, that one being
is elevated above another in proportion as he
possesses this capability. It nas therefore appeared to me, that to endeavour to produce or
enlarge this capability is one of the best services in which, at any period, a Writer can be
engaged; but this service, excellent at ali
times, is especially so at the present day. For
a multituae of causes, unknown to former
times, are now acting with a combined force to
blunt the discrírainating: powers of the mind,
and, unfitting it for ali voluntary exertion, to
reduce it to a state of almost savage torpor.
The most effective of these causes are the great
national events which are daily taking place,
and the increasing accumulation of men in
cities, where the uniformity of their occupations produces a craving for extraordinary
incident which the rapid communication of
intelligence hourly gratifies. To this tendency
of life and manners the literature and theatrical
exhibitions of the country have conformed
themselves. The invaluable works of our
elder writers, I had almost said the works of
Shakspeare and Milton, are driven into neglect
W frantic novéis, sickly and stupid German
Tragedies, and deluges of idle and extravagant
stories in verse. — When I think upon this
degrading thirst after outrageous stimulation,
I am almost ashamed to have spoken of the
feeble endeavour made in these volumes to
counteract it; and, reílecting upon the magnitude of the general evil, I should be oppressed
with no dishonourable melancholy, had I not a
deep impression of certain inherent and indestructible qualities of the human mind, and
likewise of certain powers in the great and
permanent objects that act upon it, which are
equally inherent and indestructible ; and were
there not added to this impression a belief that
the time is approaching when the evil will be
systematically opposed by men of greater powers, and ^vith far more distinguished success.
Having dwelt thus long on the subjects and
aim of these Poems, I shall request the Reader's permission to apprise him of a few circumstances relating to their síy/e, in order, among
other reasons, that he may not censure me for
not having performed what I never attempted.
The Reader will íind that personifications of
abstract ideas rarely occur in these volumes,
and are utterly rejected as an ordinary device
to elevate the style and raise it above prose.
My purpose was to imitate, and, as far as is
possible, to adopt the very language of men;
and assuredly such personifications do not make
any natural or regular part of that language.
They are, indeed, a figure of speech occasionally
prompted by passion, and I have made use of
them as such; but have endeavoured utterly to
reject them as a mechanical device of style, or
as a family language which Writers in metre
seem to lay claim to by prescription. I have
wished to keep the Reader in the company of
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flesh and blood, persuaded that by so doing I
shall interest him, Others who pursue a
difPerent track will interest him likewise ; I do
not interfere with their claim, but wish to
prefer a claim of my own. There will also be
found in these \^olumes little of what is usually
called poetic diction; as mnch pains has been
taken to avoid it as is ordinarily taken to produce it; this has been done for the reason
already alleged, to bring my language near to
the language of men; and further, because the
pleasure which I have proposed to myself to
impart is of a kind very different from that
which is supposed by many persons to be the
proper object of poetry, Without being culpably particular, I do not know how to give my
Reader a more exact notion of the style in
which it was my wish and intention to write,
than by informing him that I have at ali times
endeavoured to look steadily at my subject;
consequently there is, I hope, in these Poems
little falsehood of description, and my ideas are
expressed in language fitted to their respectiva
iraportance. Sometning must have beengained
by this practice, as it is friendly to one property
of ali good poetry, namely, good sense: but it
has necessarUy cut me off from a large portion
of phrases and figures of speech which from
father to son have long been regarded as the
common inheritance of Poets. I have also
thought it expedient to restrict myself still
further, having abstained from the use of many
expressions, in themselves proper and beautiful, but which have been foolishiy repeated
by bad Poets, till such feelings of disgust are
connected with them as it is scarcely possible
by any art of association to overpower.
If in a poem there should be found a series
of lines, or even a single line, in which the
language, though naturally arranged, and accorcling to the strict laws of metre, does not
differ from that of prose, there is a numerous
class of critics, who, when they stumble upon
these prosaisms, as they call them, imag^ine that
they have made a notable discovery, and exult
over the Poet as over a man ignorant of his own
profession. Now these men would establish a
canon of criticism which the Reader will conclude he must utterly reject, if he wishes to be
pleased with these volumes. And it would
be a most easy task to prove to him that not
only the language of a large portion of every
good poem, even of the most elevated character,
must necessarily, except with reference to the
metre, in no respect differ from that of good
prose, but likewise that some of the most
interesting parts of the best poems will be
found to be strictly the langi^iage of prose when
prose is well written. The truth of this
assertion might be demonstrated by innumerable passages from almost ali the poetical
writings, even of Milton himself. To illustrate
the sulsject in a general manner, I will here
adduce a short composition of Gray, who was at
the head of those who, by their reasonings,
have attempted to widen the space of separation betwixt Prose and Metrical composition,
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and was more thaii aiiy other raan curiously far as is possible, a selection of the language
elaborate in tlie structure of liis own poetic really spoken by men; that this selection,
diction.
wherever it is made with true taste and feeling, will of itself form a distinction far greater
In vaín to me the smiling moruings sliine,
than would at first be imagined, and will enAnd reddening Phoebus liíts his golden fire ;
tirely separate the composition from the vulThe birds in vain their amorous descant join,
garity and meanness of ordina^ life; and,
Or cheerful fields resume their green attire.
These ears, alas 1 for other notes repine;
if metre be superadded thereto, 1 believe that
A different objeçt do these eyes require ;
a dissimilitude will be produced altogether
My lonely anguish melts no heart but mine ;
sufficient for the gratification of a rational
And in my breast the imperfect joys expire ;
mind.
What other distinction would we have ?
Tet moming smiles the busy race to cheer,
Whence is it to come ? And where is it to exist ?
Aiid new-bom pleasure brings to happier men ;
Not, surely, where the Poet speaks through
The fields to ali their wouted tribute bear;
To warm their little loves the birds complain.
the mouths of his characters: it cannot be
1 fruitless moum to him that caunot hear^
necessary here, either for eleration of style, or
And weep tue more because 1 weep in vatn."
any of its supposed ornaments; for, if the
Poet's subject be judiciously chosen, it will
It yill easily be perceived, that the only part naturally,
and upon fit occasion, lead him to
of this Sonnet which is of any value is the lines passions, the
language of which, if selected
printed in Italics; it is equally obvious that, truly and judiciously,
necessarily be digexcept in the rhyme and in the use of the single nified and variegated, must
alive with metaphors
wora "fruitless" for fruitlessly, which is so and figures. I forbearand
to
speak
an inconfar a defect, the lang:uage of these lines does gruity which would shock theof intelligent
in no respect differ from that of prose.
should the Poet interweave any forBy the foregoing quotation it has been shown Reader,
eign splendour of his own with that which the
that the language of Prose may yet be well passion
naturally
suggests: it is sufficient to
adapted to Poetry; and it was previously say that such addition
is unnecessary. And,
asserted that a large portion of the language of surely, it is more probable
that those passages,
every good põem can in no respect differ from which with propriety abound
metaphors
that of good Prose. We will go further. It and figures, will have their duewith
effect if, upon
may be safely afíirmed that there neither is, other occasions where the passions
are of a
nor can be, any essential difference between the milder character, the style also be subdued
and
language of prose and metrical composition. temperate.
We are fond of tracing the resemblance beBut, as the pleasure which I hoj^ to give by
tween Poetry and Painting, and, accordingly, the Poems now presented to the Ileader must
we call them Sisters : but where shall we find depend entirely on just notions upon this
bonds of connection sufficiently strict to typify subject, and as it is in itself of high importance
the affinity betwixt metrical and prose com- to our taste and moral feelings, I cannot content
position ? They both speak by and to the myself with these detached remarks. And if,
same organs ; the bodies in which both of them in what I am about to say, it shall appear to
are clothed may be said to be of the same some that my labour is unnecessary, and that
substance, their affections are kindred, and I am like a man fighting a battle without
almost identical, not necessarily differing even enemies, such persons may be reminded that,
in degree; Poetry^ sheds no tears "such as whatever be the language outwardly holden by
Angels weep," but natural and human tears; men, a practical faith in the opinions which I
she can boast of no celestial ichor that distin- am wishing to establish is almost unknown. If
guishes her vital jnices from those of Prose; my conclusions are admitted, and carried as
the same human blood circulates through the far as they must be carried if admitted at ali,
veins of them both.
our judgments conceming the works of the
If it be affirmed that rhyme and metrical greatest Poets, both ancient and modem, will
arrangement of themselves constitute a dis- be far different from what they are at present,
tinction which overturns what has just been both when we praise and when we censure:
said on the strict affinity of metrical language and our moral feelings infiuencing and influwith that of Prose, and paves the way for enced by these judgments will, I believe, be
other artificial distinctions which the mind corrected and purified.
voluntarily admits, I answer that the language
Taking up the subject, then, upon general
of such Poetry as is here recommended is, as grounds,
let me ask, what is meant by the
1 I here use the word "Poetry " (though against my word Poet ? What is a Poet ? To whom does
he
address
himself ? And what language is to
own judgment) as opposed to the word Prose, and
synonymous with metrical composition. But much be expected from him ? — He is a man speaking
confusion has been introduced into criticism by this to men : a man, it is true, endowed with more
contradistinction of Poetry and Prose, instead of the lively sensibility, more enthusiasm and tendermore philosophical one of Poetry and Matter of Fact, ness, who has a greater knowledge of human
or Science. The only strict antithesis to Prose is
Metre; nor is this, in truth, a sÍT^t antithesis, because nature, and a more comprehensive soul, than
lines and passages of metre so naturally oceur in writ- are supposed to be common among mankind; a
ing prose, that it would be scarcely possible to avoid man pleased with his own passions and volithem, even were it desirable.
tions, and who rejoices more than other men in
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the spirit o£ lif e that is in him; delighting to
contemplate similar volitions and passions as
manifested in tlie goings-on of the Universe,
and habitually impeiled to create them where
he does not find them. To these qualities he
has added a disposition to be affeeted more
than any other men by absent things as if they
were present; an ability of coniuring up in
himself passions, which are indeed far from
being the same as those produced by real
events, yet (especially in those parts of the
general syrapathy which are pleasing and
delightful) do more nearly resemble the passions produced by real events than anything
which, from the motions of their own minds
merely, other men are accustomed to feel in
themselves: — whence, and from practice, he
has aequired a greater readiness and power in
expressing what he thinks and feels, and especially those thoughts and feelings which, by
his own choice, or from the structure of his own
mind, arise in him without immediate externai
exeitement.
But whatever portion of this faculty we may
suppose even the greatest Poet to possess, there
cannot be a doubt that the language which it
"will suggest to him must often, in liveliness and
truth, fali short of that which is uttered by
men in real life under the actual pressure of
those passions, certain shadows of which the
Poet thus produces, or feels to be produced, in
himself.
However exalted a notion we would wish to
cherish of the character of a Poet, it is obvious
that, while he describes and imitates passions,
his employment is in some degree mechanical compared with the freedom and power of
real and substantial action and sufPering. So
that it will be the wish of the Poet to bring his
feelings near to those of the persons whose
feelings he describes, nay, for short spaces of
time, perhaps, to let himself slip into an entire
delusion, and even confound and identify his
own feelings with theirs; modifying only the
language which is thus suggested to him by a
consideration that he describes for a particular
Eurpose, that of giving pleasure. Here, then,
e will apply the principie of selection which
has been already insisted upon. He will depend
upon this for removing what would otherwise
be painful or disgusting in the passion; he will
feel that there is no necessity to trick out or to
elevate nature : and the more industriously he
applies this principie the deeper will be his
faith that no words, which his fancy or imagination can suggest, will be to be compared with
those which are the emanations of reality and
truth.
But it may be said by those who do not
object to the general spirit of these remarks,
that, as it is impossible for the Poet to produce
upon ali occasions language as exquisitely fitted
for the pa«sion as that which the real passion
itself suggests, it is proper that he should consider himself as in the situation of a translator,
who does not scruple to substitute excellences of
another kind for those which are unattainable
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by him; and endeavours occasionally to surpasshis original, in order to make some amends
for the general inferiority to which he feels he
must submit. But this would be to encourage
idleness and unmanly despair. Further, it is
the language of men who speak of what they
do not understand; who talk of Poetry, as of a
matter of amusement and idle pleasure; who
will converse with us as gravely about a taste for
Poetry, as they express it, as if it were a thing
as indifferent as a taste for rope-dancing, or
Frontiniac or Sherry. Aristotle, I have been
told, has said, that Poetry is the most philosophic of ali writing: it is so: its object is
truth, not individual and local, but general and
operative; not standing upon externai testimony, but carried alive into the heart by passion ; truth which is its own testimony, which
gives competence and coníidence to the tribunal to which it appeals, and receives them from
the same tribunal. Poetry is the image of
mau and nature. The obstacles which stand in
the way of the fidelity of the Biographer and
Historian, and of their consequent utility, are
incalculably greater than those which are to
be encountered by the Poet who comprehends
the dignity of his art. The Poet writes under
^one restriction only, namely, the necessity of
giving immediate pleasure to a human Being
possessed of that information which may be
expected from him, not as a lawyer, a pnysician, a mariner, an astronomer, or a natural
philosopher, but as a Man. Except this one
restriction, there is no object standing between
the Poet and the image of things; between this,
and the Biographer and Historian, there are a
thousand.
Nor let this necessity of producing immediate
pleasure be considered as a degradation of the
Poet's art. It is far otherwise. It is an acknowledgment of the beauty of the uni verse,
an acknowledgment the more sincere because
not formal, but indirect; it is a task light and
easy to him who looks at the world in the spirit
of love: further, it is a homage paid to the
native and naked dignity of man, to the grand
elementary principie of pleasure, by which he
knows, and feels, and lives, and moves. We
have no sympathy but what is propagated by
pleasure: 1 would not be misunderstood; but
wherever we sympathise with pain, it will be
found that the syrapathy is produced and carried on by subtle combinations with pleasure.
We have no knowledge, that is, no general
principies drawn from the contemplation of
particular facts, but what has been built up by
pleasure, and exists in us by pleasure alone.
The Man of science, the Chemist and Mathematician, whatever dif&culties and disgusts they
may have had to struggle with, know and feel
this. However painful may be the objects with
which the Anatomist's knowledge is connected,
he feels that his knowledge is pleasure ; and
where he has no pleasure he has no knowledge.
What then does the Poet ? He considers man
and the objects that surround him as acting and
re-acting upon each other, so as to produce an
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infinite complexity of pain and pleasure ; he
considers mau in his own nature and in his ordinary life as contemplating: this with a certain
quantity of immediate knowledg:e, with certain convictions, intuitions, and deductions,
which froiu habit acquire the quality of intuitions; he considers him as looking upon this
complex scene of ideas and sensations, and finding everywhere objects that immediately excite
in him sympathies which, from the necessities
of his nature, are accompanied by an overbalance of enjoyment.
To this knowledge which ali men carry about
with them, and to these sympathies in which,
without any other discipline than that of our
daily life, we are fitted to take delig^ht, the
Poet principally directs his attention. JSe considers man and nature as essentially adapted to
each other, and the mind of man as naturally
the mirror of the fairest and most interestingproperties of nature. And thus the Poet,
prompted by this feeling of pleasure, which accompanies him through the whole course of his
studies, converses with general nature, with
affections akin to those which, through labour
and length of time, the Man of science has
raised up in himself, by conversing with those
particular parts of nature which are the objects of his studies. The knowledge both of
the Poet and the Man of science is pleasure;
but the knowledge of the one cleaves to us as
a necessary part of our existence, our natural
and unalienable inheritance ; the other is a personal and individual acquisition, slow to come
to us, and by no habitual and direct sj^pathy
connecting us with our fellow-beings. The Man
of science seeks truth as a remote and unknown
benefactor ; he cherishes and loves it in his solitude: the Poet, singing a song in which ali
human beings join with him, rejoices in the presence of truth as our visible friend and hourly
companion. Poetry is the breath and finer
spirit of ali knowledge; it is the impassioned
expression which is in the countenance of ali
Science. Emphatically may it be said of the
Poet, as Shakspeare hath said of man, that
he looks before and after," He is the rock of
defence for human nature ; an upholder and
preserver, carrying everywhere with him relationship and love. In spite of difference of soil
and climate, of language and manners, of laws
and customs: in spite of things silently gone
out of mind, and things violently destroyed;
the Poet binds together by passion and knowledge the vast empire of human society, as
it is spread over the whole earth and over
ali time. The objects of the Poetas thoughts
are everywhere ; though the eyes and senses of
man are, it is true, his favourite guides, yet he
will follow wheresoever he can íind an atmosphere of sensation in which to move his wings.
Poetry is the first and last of ali knowledge —
it is as immortal as the heart of man. If the
labours of Men of science should ever create
any material revolution, direct or indirect, in
our condition, and in the impressions which we
habitually receive, the Poet will sleep then no
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more than at present; he will be ready to follow the steps of the Man of science, not only in
those general indirect effects, but he will be at
his side, carrying sensation into the midst of
the objects of the science itself. The remotest
discoveries of the Chemist, the Botanist, or
Mineralogist, will be as proper objects of the
Poetas art as any upon which it can be employed,
if the time should ever come when these things
shall be familiar to us, and the relations under
which they are contemplated by the followers
of these respective sciences shall be manifestly
and palpably material to us as enjoying and suffering beinçs. If the time should ever come
when what is now called science, thus familiarised to men, shall be ready to put on, as it were,
a form of flesh and blood, the Poet will lend
his divine spirit to aid the transfiguration, and
will welcome the Beingthusproduced as adear
and genuine inmate of the household of man. —
It is not, then, to be supposed that any one,
who holds that sublime notion of Poetry which
I have attempted to convey, will break in upon
the sanctity and truth of his pictures by transitory and accidental ornaments, and endeavour
to excite admiration of himself by arts, the necessity of which must manifestly depend upon
the assumed meanness of his subject.
What has been thus far said applies to Poetry
in general, but especially to those parts of compositions where the Poet speaks through the
mouths of his characters ; and upon this point
it appears to authorise the conclusion that there
are few persons of good sense who would not
allow that the dramatic parts of composition
are defective in proportion as they deviate from
the real langnage of nature, and are coloured
by a diction of the Poetas own, either peculiar
to him as an individual Poet or belonging simply
to Poets in general; to a body of men who,
from the circumstance of their compositions
being in metre, it is expected will employ a
particular langauge.
It is not, then, in the dramatic parts of composition that we look for this distinction of language ; but still it may be proper and necessary
where the Poet speaks to us in his own person
and character. To this I answer by referring
the Reader to the description before given of a
Poet. Among the qualities there enumerated
as principally conducing to form a Poet, is implied nothing differing in kind from other men,
but only in degree. The sum of what was said
is, that the Poet is chiefly distinguished from
other men by a greater promptness to think
and feel without immediate externai excitement, and a greater power in expressing such
thoughts and feelings as are produced in him
in that manner. But these passions and
thoughts and feelings are the general passions
and thoughts and feelings of men. And with
what are they connected ? Undoubtedly with
our moral sentiments and animal sensations,
and with the causes which excite these; with
the operations of the elements, and the appearances of the visible universe ; with storm and
sunshine, with the revolutions of the seasons.
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with cold and heat, with loss of frienda and
kindred, with injuries and resentments, í?ratitude and hope, with fear and sorrow. These,
and the like, are the sensations and objects
which the Poet describes, as they are the sensations of other men and the objects which
interest them. The Poet thinks and feels in
the spirit of huraan passions. How, then, can
his language differ in any material degree from
that of ali other men who feel vividly and see
clearly ? It might be proved that it is impossible. But supposing that this were not the
case, the Poet might then be allowed to use
a peculiar language when expressing his feelings for his own gratification, or that of men
like himself. But Poets do not write for Poets
alone, but for men. Unless, therefore, we are
advocates for that admiration which subsists
upon ignorance, and that pleasure which arises
from hearing what we do not understand, the
Poet must descend from this supposed height;
and, in order to excite rational sympathy, he
must express himself as other men express
themselves. To this it may be added, that
while he is only selecting from the real language
of men, or, which amounts to the same thing,
composing accurately in the spirit of such selection, he is treading upon safe ground, and
we know what we are to expect from him.
Our feelings are the same with respect to metre ;
for, as it may be proper to remind the Reader,
the distinction of metre is regular and uniform,
and not, like that which is produced by what
is usually called poetic diction, arbitrary, and
subject to infinite caprices, upon which no calculation whatever can be made. In the one
case, the Reader is utterly at the mercy of the
Poet, respecting what imagery or diction he may
choose to connect with the passion; whereas,
in the other, the metre obeys certain laws, to
which the Poet and Reader both willingly submit because they are certain, and because no
interference is made by them with the passion
but such as the concurring testimony of ages
has shown to heighten and improve the pleasure
which co-exists with it.
It will now be prwer to answer an obvious
question, namely, Why, professing these opinions, have I written in verse ? To this, in addition to such answer as is included in what has
been already said, I reply, in the first place,
Because, however I may have restricted myself, there is still left open to me what confessedly constitutes the most valuable object of
ali writing, whether in prose or verse ; the great
and universal passions of men, the most general
and interesting of their occupations, and the
entire world of nature before me—to supply
endless combinations of forms and imagery.
Now, supposing for a moment that whatever is
interesting in these objects may be as vividly
described in prose, why should I be condemned
for attempting to superadd to such description
the charm which, by the consent of ali nations,
is acknowledged to exist in metrical language ?
To this, by such as are yet unconvinced, it may
be answered that a very small part of the plea-
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sure given by Poetry depends upon the metre,
and that it is injudicious to write in metre, unless it be accompanied with the other artificial
distinctions of style with which metre is usually
accompanied, and that, by such deviation, more
will be lost from the shock which will thereby
be given to the Ileader's associations than will
be counterbalanced by any pleasure which he
can derive from the general power of numbers.
In answer to those who still contend for the
necessity of accompanying metre with certain
appropriate colours of style in order to the
accomplishment of its appropriate end, and who
also, in my opinion, greatly under-rate the
power of metre in itself, it might, perhaps, as
far as relates to these Volumes, have been almost
sufficient to observe, that poems are extant,
written upon more humble subjects, and in a
still more naked and simple style, which have
continued to grive pleasure from generation to
generation. Now, if nakedness and simplicity
be a defect, the fact here mentioned affords a
strong presumption that poems somewhat less
naked and simple are capable of affording pleasure at the present day ; and, what I wished
chiejiy to attempt, at present, was to justify myself for having written under the impression of
this belief.
But various causes might be pointed out why,
when the style is manly, and the subject 01
some importance, words metrically arranged
will long continue to impart such a pleasure to
mankind as he who proves the extent of that
pleasure will be desirous to impart. The end
of poetry is to produce excitement in co-existence with an overbalance of pleasure ; but, by
the supposition, excitement is an unusual and
irregular state of the mind ; ideas and feelings
do not, in that state, succeed each other in accustomed order. If the words, however, by
which this excitement is produced be in themselves powerful, or the images and feelings have
an undue proportion of pain connected with
them, there is some danger that the excitement
maybe carried beyond its proper bounds. Now
the co-presence of something regular, something
to which the mind has been accustomed in various moods and in a less excited state, cannot but
have great efficacy in tempering and restraining
the passion by an intertexture of ordinarj' feeling, and of feeling not strictly and necessarily
connected with the passion. This is unquestionably true ; and hence, though the opinion will
at first appear paradoxical, from the tendency
of metre to divest language, in a certain degree,
of its reality, and thus to throw a sort of halfconsciousness of unsubstantial existence over
the whole composition, there can be little doubt
but that more pathetic situations and sentiments, that is, those which have a greater proportion of pain connected with them, may be
endured in metrical composition, especially in
rhyme, than in prose. The metre of the old
ballads is very artless, yet they contain many
passages which would illustrate this opinion;
and, I hope, if the following poems be attentively perused, similar instances will be found
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in them. This opinion may be further illustrated by appealing to the Reader's own experience of the reluctance with which he comes to
the reperusal of the distressful parts of ** Clarissa Harlowe,'* or the Gamester" ; while
Shakspeare's writingB, in the most pathetic
scenes, never act upon us, as pathetic, beyond
the bounds of pleasure — an effect which, in a
niuch greater degree than might at first be imagined, is to be ascribed to small, but continuai
and regular impulses of pleasurable surprise
from the metrical arrangement. — On the other
hand (what it must be allowed will much more
frequently happen), if the Poefs words should
be incommensurate with the passion, and inadequate to raise the Reader to a height of desirable
excitement, thfen (unless the Poet's choice of
bis raetre has been grossly injudicious), in the
feelings of pleasure which the Reader has been
accustomed to connect with metre in general,
and in the feeling, whether cheerful or melancholy, which he has been accustomed to connect
with that particular movement of metre, there
will be found something which will greatly contribute to impart passion to the words, and to
effect the complex end which the Poet proposes
to himself.
If I had undertaken a systematic defence
of the theory here maintained, it would have
been my duty to develop the various causes
upon which the pleasure received from metrical
language depends. Among the chief of these
causes is to be reckoned a principie which must
be well known to those who have made any
of the Arts the object of accurate reflection;
namely, the pleasure which the mind derives
from the perception of similitude in dissimilitude. This principie is the great spring of the
activity of our minds, and their cnief feeder.
From this principie the direction of the sexual
appetite, and ali the passions connected with
it, take their origin: it is the life of our ordinary conversation ; and upon the accuracy with
which similitude in dissimilitude, and dissimilitude in similitude, are perceived, depend our
taste and our moral feelings. It would not be
a useless employment to apply this principie to
the consideration of metre, and to show that
metre is hence enabled to afEord much pleasure,
and to point out in what manner that pleasure
is produced. But mylimits will not permit me
to enter upon this subject, and I must content
myself with a general summary.
I have said that poetry is the spontaneous
overflow of powerful feelings : it takes its
origin from emotion recollected in tranquillity;
the emotion is contemplated till, by a species
of re-action, the tranquillity gradually disappears, and an emotion, kindred to that which
was before the subject of contemplation, is
gradually produced, and does itself actually
exist in the mind. In this mood successful
coraposition generally begins, and in a mood
similar to this it is carried on; but the emotion,
of whatever kind, and in whatever degree,
from various causes, is qualified by various
pleasures, so that in describing any passions
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whatsoever, which are voluntarily described,
the mind will, upon the whole, be in a state of
enjoyment. If Nature be thus cautioufi to
preserve in a state of enjoyment a being so
employed, the Poet ought to profit by the
lesson held forth to him, and ought especially
to take care that, whatever passions he communicates to his Reader, those passions, if his
Reader's mind be sound and vigorous, should
always be accompanied with an over-balance of
pleasure. Now the music of harmonious metrical language, the sense of difficulty overcome,
and the blind association of pleasure which has
been previously received from works of rhyme
or metre of the same or similar construction, an
indistinct perception perpetually renewed of
language closely resembling that of real life,
and yet, in the circumstance of metre, differing
from it so widely — ali these imperceptibly
make up a complex feeling of delight, which is
of the most important use in tempering the
painful feeling always found intermingled with
powerful descriptions of the deeper passions.
This effect is always produced in pathetic and
impassioned poetry; while, in lighter compositions, the ease and gracefuíness with which the
Poet manages his numbers are themselves confessedly a principal source of the gratification
of the Keader. Ali that it is necessary to say,
however, upon this subject, may be effected by
afíirming, what few persons will deny, that of
two descriptions, either of passions, manners,
or characters, each of them equally well executed, the one in prose and the other in verse,
the verse will be read a hundred times where
the prose is read once.
fíaving thus explained a few of my reasons
for writing in verse, and why I have chosen
subjects from common life, and endeavoured to
bring my language near to the real language
of men, if I have been too minute in pleading
my own cause, I have at the same time been
treating a subject of general interest; and for
this reason a few words shall be added with reference solely to these particular poems, and
to some defects which will probably be found
in them. I am sensible that my associations
must have sometimes been particular instead
of general, and that, consequently, giving to
things a false importance, I may have sometimes written upon unworthy subjects; but I
am less apprehensive on this account, than that
my language may frequently have suffered
from those arbitrary connections of feelings and
ideas with particular words and phrases from
which no man can altogether protect himself.
Hence I have no doubt that, in some instances,
feelings, even of the ludicrous, may be given to
my Readers by expressions which appeared to
me tender and pathetic. Such faulty expressions, were I convinced they were faulty at
present, and that they must necessarily continue
to be so, I would willingly take ali reasonable
pains to correct. But it is dangerous to make
these alterations on the simple authority of a
few individuais, or even of certain classes of
men; for where the understanding of an author

798

PREFACE

is not conTÍnced, or his feelings altered, this
cannot be done without great injury to himself:
for his own feelings are his stay and support;
and, i£ he set them aside in one instance, he
may be induced to repeat this act till his mind
shall lose ali confídence in itself, and become
utterly debilitated. To this it may be added,
that the critic ought never to forget that he is
himself exposed to the same errors as the Poet,
and, perhaps, in a much greater degree: for
there can be no presumption in saying of most
readers, that it is not probable they will be so
well acquainted with the various stages of
meaning through "which words have passed, or
with the fickleness or stability of the relations
of particular ideas to each other; and, above
ali, since they are so much less interested in
the subject, they may decide lightly and carelessly.
Long as the reader has been detained, I hope
he wilí permit me to caution him against a
mode of false criticism which has been applied
to poetry, in which the language closely resembles that of life and nature. Such verses
have been triumphed over in parodies, of which
Dr. Johnson's stanza is a fair specimen: —
" I put my hat upon my head
And walked into the Strand,
And there I met another man
Whose hat waa in his hand.*'
Immediately under these lines let us place
one of the most justly-admired stanzas of the
" Babes in the Wood."
" These pretty Babes with hand in hand
Went wandering up and down;
But never more they saw the Man
Approaching from the Town."
In both these stanzas the words, and the
order of the words, in no respect differ from
the most unimpassioned conversation. There
are words in both, for example, '*the Strand,"
and " the Town," connected with none but the
most familiar ideas; yet the one stanza we
admit as admirable, and the other as a fair
example of the superlatively contemptible.
Whence arises this difference ? Not from the
metre, not from the language, not from the
order of the words ; but the matter expressed in
Dr. Johnson's stanza is contemptible. The
proper method of treating trivial and simple
verses, to which Dr. Johnson's stanza would
be a fair parallelism, is not to say, this is a
bad kind of poetry, or, this is not poetry ; but,
this wants sense; it is neither interesting in
itself, nor can lead to anything interesting; the
images neither originate in that sane state of
feeling which arises out of thought, nor can
excite thought or feeling in the Reader. This
is the only sensible manner of dealing with
such verses. Why trouble yourself about the
species till you have previously decided upon
the genus? Why take pains to prove that
an ape is not a Newton, when it is self-evident
that he is not a man ?
One request I must make of my Keader,
which is, that in judging theso Poems he would

1800

decide by his own feelings genuinely, and not
by reflection upon what will probably be the
iudgment of others. How common is it to
near a person say, 1 myself do not object to this
style of composition, or this or that expression,
but to such and such classes of people it will
appear mean or ludicrous! This mode of criticism, so destructive of ali sound unadulterated
judgment, is almost universal: let the Reader
then abide, independently, by his own feelings,
and, if he fínds himself affected, let him not
suffer such conjectures to interfere with his
pleasure.
If an Author, by any single composition, has
impressed us with respect for his talents, it is
useful to consider this as affording a presumption that on other occasions where we have been
displeased he, nevertheless, may not have
written ill or absurdly; and further, to give him
so much credit for this one composition as may
induce us to review what has displeased us
with more care than we should otherwise have
bestowed upon it. This is not only an act of
justice, but, in our decisions upon poetry especially, may conduce, in a high degree, to the
improvement of our own taste : for an accurate
taste in poetry, and in ali the other arts, as Sir
Joshua Reynolds has observed, is an acquired
talent, which can only be produced by thought
and a long-continued intercourse with the best
models of composition. This is mentioned, not
with so ridiculous a purpose as to prevent the
most inexperienced Reader from judging for
himself (I have already said that I wish him to
judge for himself), but merely to temper the
rashness of decision, and to suggest that, if
Poetry be a subject on which much time has
not been bestowed, the judgment may be
erroneous ; and that, in many cases, it necessarily will be so.
Notliing would, I know, have so efiEectually
contributed to further the end which I have in
view, as to have shown of what kind the
pleasure is, and how that pleasure is produced,
which is confessedly produced by metrical composition essentially difFerent from that which I
have here endeavoured to recommend: for the
Reader will say that he has been pleased by such
composition; and what more can be done for
him ? The power of any art is limited; and
he will suspect that,'if it be proposed to furnish
him with new friends, that can be only upon
condition of his abandoning his old friends.
Besides, as I have said, the Reader is himself conscious of the pleasure which he has
received from such composition, composition
to which he has peculiarly attached the endearing name of Poetry; and ali men feel
an habitual |*ratitude, and something of an
honourable bigotry, for the objects which have
long continued to please them: we not only
wish to be pleased, but to be pleased in that
particular way in which we have been accustomed to be pleased. There is in these feelings
enough to resist a host of arguments; and I
should be the less able to combat them successfully, as I am willing to allow that, in order
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entirely to enjoy the Poetry which I am recommending, it would be necessary to g-ive up much
of what is ordinarily enjoyed, But would my
limits have permitted me to point out how this
pleasure is produced, many obstacles might
nave been removed, and the Reader assisted in
perceiving that the powers of language are not
so limited as be may suppose; and that it is
possible for poetry to give other enioyments, of
a purer, raore lasting, and more exquisite nature.
This part of the subjecthas not been altogether
negleeted, but it has not been so much my
present aim to prove, that the interest excited
by some other kinds of poetry is less vivid, and
less worthy of the nobler powers of the mind,
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as to ofPer reasons for presuming that if my
purpose were fulfilled, a species of poetry
would be produced which is genuine poetry ; in
its nature well adapted to interest mankind
permanently, and likewise important in the
multiplicity and quality of its moral relations.
From what has been said, and from a perusal of the Poems, the Reader will be able
clearly to perceive the object which I had in
view: he will determine how far it has been
attained, and, what is a much more important
question, whether it be worth attaining: and
upon the decision of these two questions will
rest my claim to the approbation of the Public.
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See page 796 — " by what is UBually called pobtic diction."
Perhaps, as I have no right to expect that was received with admiration; and Poets, it is
attentive perusal, without which, confined, as probable, who had before contented themselves
I have been, to the narrow limits of a preface, for the most part with misapplying only exmy meaning cannot be thoroughly understood, I pressions which at first had been dictated by
am anxious to give an exact notion of the sense real passion, carried the abuse still further,
in which the phrase poetic diction has been and introduced phrases composed apparently in
used; and for this purpose, a few words shall the spirit of the original figurative language of
here be added, concerning the origin and char- passion, yet altogether of their own invention,
acteristics of the phraseology which I have con- and characterised by various degrees of wanton
demned under that name,
deviation from good sense and nature,
The earliest poets of ali nations generally
It is indeed true that the language of the
wrote from passion excited by real events ; earliest Poets was felt to differ materially from
they wrote naturally, and as men : feeling pow- ordinary language, because it was the language
erfüly as they did, their language was daring, of extraordinary occasions; but it was realíy
and figurative. In succeeding times, Poets, spoken by men, language which the Poet himand Men arabitious of the fame of Poets, per- self had uttered when he had been affected by
ceiving the influence of such language, and de- the events which he described, or which hehad
sirous of producing the same effect without heard uttered by those around him. To this
being animated by the same passion, set them- language it is probable that metre of some sort
selves to a mechanical adoption of these figures or other was early superadded. This separated
of speech, and made use of them, sometimes the genuine language of Poetry still further
with propriety, but much more frequently from common life, so that whoever read or
applied them to feelings and thoughts with heard the poems of these earliest Poets felt
which they had no natural connection whatso- himself moved in a way in which he had
ever. A language was thus insensibly produced, not been accustomed to be moved in real life,
differing materially from the real language of and by causes manifestly diiEEerent from those
men in any situation. The Reader or Hearer which acted upon him in real life. This was
of this distorted language found himself in a the gfreat temptation to ali the corruptions
perturbed and unusual state of mind: when which have followed : under the protection of
affected by the genuine language of passion he this feeling succeeding Poets constructed a
had been in a perturbed and unusual state of phraseology which had one thing, it is true, in
mind also: in both cases he was willing that common with the genuine language of poetry,
his common judgment and understanding namely, that it was not heard in ordinary
should be laid asleep, and he had no instinctive conversation; that it was unusual. But the
and infallible perception of the true to make first Poets, as I have said, spake a language
him reject the false ; the one served as a pass- which, though unusual, was still the lanport for the other. The emotion was in both guage of men. This circumstance, however,
cases delightful, and no wonder if he con- was disregarded by their successors; they
founded the one with the other, and believed found that they could please by easier means:
them both to be produced by the same or similar they became proud of modes of expression
causes. Besides, the Poet spake to him in the which they themselves had invented, and
eharacter of a man to be looked up to, a man which were uttered only by themselves. In
of genius and authority. Thus, and from a process of time metre became a symbol or
Tariety of other causes, this distorted langruage promise of this unusual language, and whoever
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took iipon him to write in metre» according as
he possessed more or less of true poetic genius,
introduced less or more of this adulterated
phraseology into his compositions, and the true
and the false were inseparably interwoven until, the taste of men becoming gradually perverted, this language was received as a natural
language, and at length, by the mâuence of
books upon men, did to a certain degree really
become so. Abuses of this kmd were imported
from one nation to another, and with the progress of refinement this diction became daily
more and more corrupt, thrusting out of sight
the plain humanities of nature by a motley masquerade of tricks, quaintnesses, hieroglyphics,
and enigmas.
It would not be uninteresting to point out
the causes of the pleasure given by this extravagant and absurd diction. It depends
upon a great variety of causes, but upon none,
perhaps, more than its influence in impressing
a notion of the peculiarity and exaltation of the
Poet's character, and in flattering the Keader's
self-love by bringing him nearer to a sympathy
"with that character; an effect "wliich is accomplished by unsettling ordinary habits of thinking, and thus assisting the Reader to approach
to that perturbed and dizzy st«ite of mind in
which if he does not find himself, he imagines
that he is balked of a peculiar enjoyment
which poetry can and ought to bestow.
The sonnet quoted from Gray in the Preface,
except the lines printed in Italics, consists of
little else but this diction, though not of the
worst kind; and indeed, if one may be permitted to say so, it is far too common in the
best writers, both ancient and modern. Perhaps in no way, by positive example, could
more easily be given a notion of what 1 mean
by the phrase poetic diction than by referring
to a comparison between the metrical paraphrase which we have of passages in the Old
and New Testament, and thqse passages as
they exist in our common Translation. See
Pope's *'Messiah" throughout; Priores '*Did
sweeter sounds adorn my flowing tongue,"
etc. Though I speak with the tongues of men
and of angels," etc. Ist Corinthians, chap. xiii.
By way of immediate example, take the following of Dr. Johnson: —
"Turn on the prudent Ant thy heedless eyes,
Observe her labours, Sluggard, and be wise;
No stern command, no monitory voice,
Prescribes her duties, or directs her choice ;
Tet, tímely provident, she hastes away
To snatch the blessings of a plenteous day ;
When fruitful Summer loads the teeming plain,
She crops the harvest, and she stores the grain.
How long shall sloth usurp thy useless hours,
Unnerve thy vigour, and enchain thy powers ?
While artful shades thy downy couch euclose,
And soft solicitation courts repose,
Amidst the drowsy charms of dull delight,
Tear chases year with unremitted flight,
Till Want now following, fraudulent and slow,
Shall spring to seize thee, like an ambushM foe."
From this hubbub of words pass to the original. " Go to the ant, thou sluggard; consider
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her ways, and be wise: which having no guide,
overseer, or ruler, provideth her meat in the
summer, and gathereth herfood in the harvest.
How long wilt thou sleep, O sluggard ? wlien
wilt thou arise out of thy sleep? xet a little
sleep, a little sluraber, a little folding of the
hands to sleep: so shall thy poverty come as one
that travelleth, and thy want as an armed
man." Proverbs, chap. vi.
One more quotation, and I have done. It is
from Cowper^s Verses supposed to be written
by Alexander Selkirk: —
"Religion! what treaaure untold
Resides in that heavenly word !
More precious than silver and gold,
Or ali that this earth can afford.
But the soiind of the church-going bell
These valleys and rocks never heard,
Ne'er sighed at the sound of a knell,
Or smiled when a sabbath appeared.
Ye winds, that have made me your sport,
Convey to this desolate shore
Some cordial endearing report
Of a land I must visit no more.
My Friends, do they now and then send
A wish or a thought after me ?
O tell me I yet have a friend,
Though a friend I am never to see "
This passage is quoted as an instance of three
different styles of composition. The first four
lines are poorly expressed; some Critics would
call the langfuage prosaic; the fact is, it would
be bad prose, so bad, that it is scarcely worse
in metre. The epithet church-going " applied
to a bell, and that by so chaste a writer as
Cowper, is an instance of the strange abuses
which Poets have introduced into their language, till they and their Readers take them as
matters of course, if they do not single them
out expressly as objects of admiration. The
two lines '^Ne'er sighed at the sound," etc.,
are, in my opinion, an instance of the language
of passion wrested from its proper use, and,
from the mere circumstance of the composition
being in metre, applied upon an occasion that
does not justify such violent expressions; and
I should condemn the passage, though perhaps
few Readers will agi*ee with me, as vicious
poetic diction. The last stanza is throughout
admirably expressed: it would be equally good
whether in prose or verse, except that the
Reader has an exquisite pleasure in seeing such
natural language so naturally connected with
metre. The beauty of this stanza tempts me
to conclude with a principie which ought never
to be lost sight of, and which has becn my chief
guide in ali I have said, — namely, that in works
of imagination and sentimento for of these only
nave I been treating, in proportion as ideas and
feelings are valuable, whether the composition
be in prose or in verse, they require and exact
one and the same language. Metre is but adventitious to composition, and the phraseology
for which that passport is necessary, even where
it may be graceful at ali, will be little valued
by the judicious.
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DEDICATION
PREFIXED TO THE EDITION OF 1815
SIR GEORGE HOWLAND BEAUMONT,
BART.
My dear Sir George,
Accept my thanks for the permission given me
to dedicate these Volumes to you. In addition
toalively pleasure derived from general considerations, I feel a particular satisfaction; for, by
inscribing these Poems with your Name, I seem
to myself in some degree to repay, by an appropriate honour, the great obligation which í owe
to one partof the CoUection—as havingbeen the
means of first making us personally known to
each other. Upon much of the remainder, aiso,
you have a peculiar claira, — for some of the
best pieces were composed under the shade of
your own groves, upon the classic ground of
Coleorton; where I was animated by the recollection of those illastrious Poets of your name
and family, who were born in that neighbourhood ; and, we may be assured, did not wander

with indifperence by the dashing stream of
Grace Dieu, and among the rocks that diversify
the forest of Charnwood. — Nor is there any one
to whom such parts of this CoUection as have
been inspired or coloured by the beautiful Country from which I now address you, could be
presented with more propriety than to yourself
— to whom it has suggested so many admirable pictures. Early in life, the sublimity and
beauty of this region excited your admiration j
and I know that you are bound to it in mind by
a still strengthening attachment.
Wishing and hoping that this Work, with
the embellishments it has received from your
pencil,^ may survive as a lasting memorial of a
friendship, which I reckon among the blessings
of my life,
I have the honour to be,
My dear Sir George,
Yours most afEectionately and faithfully,
WiLLIAM WOEDSWORTH.
Rtdal Mount, "Westmoreland,
Fehruary 1, 1815,
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The powers requisite for the production of to do justice to the characters, sentiments, and
poetry are: first, those of Observation and De- passions, which the poet undertakes to illusscription, — i. e. the ability to observe with trate. And, lastly, Judgment, — to decide how
accuracy things as they are in themselves, and and where, and in what degree, each of these
with fidelity to describe them, unmodified by faculties ought to be exerted; so that the less
any passion or feeling existing in the mind of shall not be sacrificed to the greater; nor the
the describer: whether the things depicted be greater, slighting the less, arrogate, to its own
actually present to the senses, or have a place injury, more than its due. By judgment, also,
only in the memory. This power, though indis- is determined what are the laws and appropripensable to a Poet, is one which he employs ate graces of every species of composition.^
only in submission to necessity, and never for a
The materiais of Poetry, by these powçrs
continuance of time: as its exercise supposes collected and produced, are cast, by means of
ali the higher qualities of the mind to be passive, various moulds, into divers forms. The moulds
and in a state of subjection to externai objects, may be enumerated, and the forms specified, in
much in the same way as a translator or en- the following order. Ist, The Narrative, — ingraver ought to be to his original. 2dly, Sensi- cluding the Epopoeia, the Historie Poem, the
bility, — which, the more exquisite it is, the Tale, the Romance, the Mock-heroic, and, if the
wider will be the range of a poefs perceptions ; spirit of Homer will tolerate such neighbourand the more will he be incited to observe ob- hood, that dear production of our days, the
jects, both as they exist in themselves and as metrical Novel. Of this Class, the distinguishre-acted upon by his own mind. (The distinction ing mark is, that the Narrator, however liberally
between poetic and human sensibility has been his speaking agents be introduced, is himself
marked in the character of the Poet delineated the source from which everything primarily
in the original preface.) 3dly, Reflection, — flows. Epic Poets, in order that their mode of
which makes the Poet acquainted with the value composition may accord with the elevation of
of actions, images, thoughts, and feelings ; and their subject, represent themselves as singing
assists the sensibility in perceiving their connec- from the inspiration of the Muse, "Arma vition with each other. 4thly, Imagination and rumque cano; " but this is a fiction, in modem
Fancy, — to modify, to create, and to associate. times, of slight value; the Iliad or the Paradise
5thly, Invention, — by which characters are
^ The state of the plates has, for some time, not alcomposed out of materiais supplied by observathem to be repeated.
tion ; whether of the Poetas own heart and lowed
2
As sensibility to harmony of numbers, and the
mind, or of externai life and nature ; and such power
of producing it, are invariably attendants upon
incidents and situations produced as are most the faculties above speciâed, nothing has been said
impressive to the imagination, and most fitted upon those requisites.
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Lost" would gain little iii our estliuatiou by
being chanted. The other poets who belong
to tíiis class are commonly content to tell their
tale; — so that of the whole it may be a£B.rmed
that they neither require nor reject the accompaniment of music.
2dlyj The Dramatic, — consisting' of Tragedy,
Histonc Drama» Comedy, and Masque, in
which the poet does not appear at ali in his own
person, and where the whole action is carried
on by speech and dialogue of the agents; music
being admitted only incidentally and rarely.
The Opera may be placed here, inasmuch as it
proceeds by dialogue ; though depending, to the
degree that it does, upon music, it has a strong
claim to be ranked with the lyrical. The characteristic and impassioned Lpistle, of which
Ovid and Pope have given examples, considered as a species of monodrama, may, without
impropriety, be placed in this class.
3dly, The Lyrical — containing the Hymn,
the Ode, the Elegy, the Song, and the Ballad;
in ali which, for the production of their full
effect, an accompaniment of music is indispensable.
4thly, The Idyllium, — descriptive chiefly
either of the processes and appearances of externai nature, as the **Seasons " of Thomson ; or
of characters, manners, and sentiments, as are
Shenstone's Schoolmistress," *'The Cotter's
Saturday Night" of Burns, the Twa Dogs "
of the same Author; or of these in conjunction
with the ^pearances of Nature, as most of the
pieces of Theocritus, the "Allegro" and **Penseroso " of Milton, Beattie's ** Minstrel," Goldsmith^s Deserted Village." The Epitaph, the
Inscription, the Sonnet, most of the epistles of
poets writing in their own persons, and ali locodescriptive poetry, belong to this class.
5thly, Didactic,—the principal object of
which is direct instructión; as the Poem of
Lucretius, the '^Georgics'' òf Virgil, *'The
Flfeece" of Dyer, Mason^s English Garden,"
etc.
And, lastly, philosophical Satire, like that of
Horace and Juvenal; personal and occasional
Satire rarely comprehending sufficient of the
general in the individual to be dignified with
the name of poetry.
Out of the three last has been constructed
a composite order, of which Young^s Night
Thoughts," and Cowper's *'Task," are excellent examples.
It is deducible from the above, that poems,
apparently miscellaneous, may with propriety
be arranged either with reference to the powers
of mmà predominant inthe production of them;
or to the mould in which they are cast; or,
lastly, to the subjects to which they relate.
From each of these considerations, the foUowing
Poems have been divided into classes; which,
that the work may more obviously correspond
with the course of humau life, and for the sake
of exhibiting in it the three requisites of a legitimate whole, a beginning, a middle, and an end,
have been also arranged, as far as it was possible, according to an orderof time, commencing

with^Jhildhood, and terminating with Old Age,
Death, and Immortality. My guiding wish wos
that the small pieces of which these volumes
consist, thus discriminated, might be regarded
under a two-fold view ; as composing an entire
work within themselves, and as adjuncts to the
philosophical Poem, "The liecluse." This arrangement has long presented itself habitually
to my own mind. Nevertheless, I should have
preferred to scatter the contents of these volumes at random, if I had been persuaded that,
by the plan adopted, anything material would
be taken from the natural eífect of the pieces,
individually, on the mind of the unrenecting
Reader. I trust there is a suíficient variety in
each class to prevent this; while, for him who
reads with reflection, the arrangement will
serve as a commentary unostentatiously directing his attention to my purposes, both particular
and general. But as i wish to guard against
the possibility of misleading by this classification, it is proper first to remind the Reader that
certain poems are placed according to the powers
of mind, in the Author's conception, predominant in the production of them; preaominanty
which implies the exertion of other faculties in
less degree. Where there is more imagination
than fancy in a poem, it is placed under the head
of imagination, and vice versa. Both the above
classes might without impropriety have been
enlarged from that consisting of " Poems
founded on the Aífections ; " as might this latter from those, and from the class **proceeding
from Sentiment and Reflection.'* The most
striking characteristics of each piece, mutual
illustration, variety, and proportion, have govemed me throughout.
None of the other Classes, except those of
Fancy and Imagination, require any particular
notice. But a remark of general appUcatioa
may be made. AU Poets, except the dramatic,
have been in the practice of feigning that their
works were composed to the music of the harp
or lyre: with what degree of aífectation this
has been done in modem times, I leave to the
judicious to determine. For my own part, I
nave not been disposed to violate probability so
far, or to make such a large demand upon the
Reader's charity. Some of these pieces are
essentially lyrical; and, therefore, cannot have
their due force without a supposed musical accompaniment ; but, in much the greatest part,
as a substitute for the classic lyre or romantic
harp, I require nothing more than an animated
or impassioned recitation, adapted to the subject. Poems, however humble in their kind, if
they be good in that kind, cannot read themselves ; the law of long syllable and short must
not be so inflexible, —the letter of metre must
not be so impassive to the spirit of versification,
— as to deprive the Reader of ali voluntary
power to modulate, in subordination to the
sense, the music of the poem; — in the same
manner as his mind is left at liberty, and even
summoned, to actupon its thoughts andimages.
But, though the accompaniment of a musical
instrument be frequently dispensed with, the
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true Poet does not therefore abandon his privilege distinct from that of the mere Proseman;
" He murmura near the nmniug brooks
A music sweeter than their own."
Let us come now to the consideration of the
words Fancy and Imagination, as employed in
the classification of the following Poems. A
man," saysan intelligent author, has imagination in proportion as he can distinctly copy in
idea the impressions of sense: it is the fac^ty
■yfhxah. images within the mind the phenomena of
sensation. A man has fancy in proportion as he
can call up, conneet, or associate, at pleasure,
those internai images {4>ai'Tá^eiv is to cause to
appear), so as to complete ideal representations
of absent objects. Imagination is the power of
depicting, and fancy of evoking and combining.
The imagination is formed by patient observation; the fancy by a volunta^ activity in shifting the scenery of the mind. The more accurate
the imagination, the more safelymaya painter,
or a poet, undertake a delineation, or a description, without the presence of the objects to be
characterised. The more versatile the fancy,
the more original and striking will be the decorations produced." —British Synonyms discriminated, by W* Taylor.
Is not this as if a man should undertake to
supply an account of a building, and be so intent
upon what he had discovered of the foundation,
as to conclude his task without once looking up
at the superstructure ? Here, as in other instances throughout the volume, the judicious
Author's mind is enthralled by Etymology; he
takes up the original word as his guide and escort, and too often does not perceive how soon
he becomes its prisoner, without liberty to tread
in any path but that to which it confines him.
It is not easy to find out.how imagination, thus
explained, differs from distinct remembrance of
images ; or fancy from quick and vivid recollection of them: each is nothing more than a mode
of memory. If the two words bear the above
meaning, and no other, what term is left to
designate that faculty of which the Poet is " ali
compact; " he whose eye glances from earth to
heaven, whose spiritual attributes body forth
what his pen is prompt in turning to shape ; or
what is left to characterise Fancy, as insinuating
herself into the heart of objects with creative
activity ? — Imagination, in the sense of the
word as giving titie to a class of the following
Poems, has no reference to images that are
merely a faithful copy, existing in the mind, of
absent externai objects; but is a word of higher
import, denoting operations of the mind upon
those objects, and processes of creation or of
composition, governed by certain fixed laws. I
proceed to illustrate my meaning by instances.
A parrot hangs from the wires of his cage by his
beak or by his claws; or a monkey from the
bough of a tree by his paws or his tail. Each
creature does so literally and actually. In the
first Eclogue of Virgil, the shepherd, thinking
of the time when he is to take leave of his farm,
thus addresses his goats: —
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" Non ego vos posthac víridi projectua in antro
DMmo^a,pendere prociü de rupe videbo."
" half way down
Hangs one who gathera eamphire,"
is the well-known expression of Shakspeare,
delineating an ordinaiy image upon the cüffs of
Dover. In these two instances is a slight exertion of ^ the faculty which I denominate imagination, in the use of one word: neither the goats
nor the samphire-gatherer do literally hang,
as does the parrot or the monkey; but, presenting to the senses something of such an appearance, the mind in its activity, for its own
gratification, contemplates them as hanging.
"As when far off at sea a fieet descried
Jlangs in the clouds, by equinoctial winds
Close sailing from Bengala, or the ísles
Of Ternate or Tidore, whence merchanta bring
Their apicy drugs; they on the trading flood
Through the wide Ethiopian to the Cape
Ply, stemming nightly toward the Pole : ao aeemed
Far off the flying Fiend.'*
Here is the full strength of the imagination
involved in the word hangs^ and exerted upon
the whole image: First, the fieet, an ag^egate
of many ships, is represented as one mighty
person, whose track, we know and feel, is upon
the waters; but, taking advantage of its appearance to the senses, the Poet dares to represent it as hanging in the clouds^ both for the
gratification of the mind in contemplating the
image itself, and in reference to the motion and
appearance of the sublime objects to which it
is compared.
From impressions of sight we will pass to
those of sound; which, as they must necessarily be of a less definite character, shall be
selected from these volumes: —
" Over his own aweet voice the Stock-doTe hroods^"
of the same bird,
His voice was turied among trees,
Yet to be come at by the breeze;
'• O, Cuckoo! shall I call thee Bird^
Or but a wandering Voice f "
The stock-dove is said to coo, a sound well
imitating the note of the bird; but, by the intervention of the metaphor broods^ the affections are called in by the imagination to assist
in marking the manner in which the bird reiterates and prolongs her soft note, as if herself
delighting to listen to it, and participating of a
still and quiet satisfaction, like that which may
be supposed inseparable from the continuous
process of incubation. " His voice was buried
among trees," a metaphor expressing the love
of seclusion by which this Bird is marked; and
characterising its note as not partaking of the
shrill and the piercing, and therefore more
easily deadened by the intervening shade; yet
a note so peculiar and withal so pleasing, that
the breeze, gifted with that love of the sound
which the Poet feels, penetrates the shades in
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whicli it Í3 entombed, and coiiveys it to tlie ear
of the listeuer.
" Shall I call thee Bird,
Or but a wanderiug Voice ? "
This concise interrogation characterises the
seeraing: ubiquity of the voice of the cuckoo,
and dispossesses the creature almost of a corporeal existence; the Imagination beingtempted
to this exertion of her power by a consciousness
in the memory that the cuckoo is almost perpetually heard throughout the season of spring,
but seldom becomes an object of sight.
Thus far of images independent of each other,
and immediately endowed by the mind with
properties that do not inhere in them, upon an
incitement from properties and qualities the
existence of which is inherent and obvious,
These processes of imagination are carried on
either by coaferring additional properties upon
an object, or abstracting from it some of those
which it actually possesses, and thus enabling it
to re-act upon the mind which hath performed
the process like a new existence.
I pass from the Imagination acting upon an
individual image to a consideration of the same
facult^ employed upon images in a conjunction
by which they modify each other. The Reader
has already had a fine instance before him in
the passage quoted from Virgil, where the apparently perilous situation of the goat, hanging
upon the shaggy precipice, is contrasted with
that of the shepherd contemplating it from
the seclusion of the cavem in which he lies
stretched at ease and in security. Take these
images separately, and how unaffecting the picture compared with that produced by their
being thus connected with, and opposed to, each
other!
** As a huge stone is sometimes seen to lie
Couched on the bald top of an eminence,
Wonder to ali who do the same espy
By what means it could thither come, and whence,
So that it seems a thing endued with sense,
Like a sea-beast crawled forth, which on a shelí
Of rock or sand reposeth, there to sun himself.
Such seemed this Man; not ali alive or dead,
Ifor ali asleep, in bis extreme old age.
Motionless as a cloud the old Man stood,
That heareth not the loud winds when they call,
And moveth altogether if it move at ali."
In these images, the conferring, the abstracting, and the modifying po\vers of the Imagination, immediately and mediately acting, are ali
brought into conjunction. The stone is endowed with something of the power of life to
approximate it to the sea-beast; and the seabeast stripped of some of its vital qualities to
assimilate it to the stone; which intermediate
image is thus treated for the purpose of bringing the original image, that of the stone, to a
nearer resemblance to the figure and condition
of the aged Man; who is divested of so much
of the indications of life and motion as to bring
him to the point where the two objects unite '

and coalesce in just comparison. After what
has been said, the image of the cloud need not
be commented upon.
Thus far of an endowing or modifying power;
but the Imagination also shapes and create.s;
and how ? By innumerable processes; and in
none does it more delight than in that of consolidating numbers into unity, and dissolving
and separating unity into number,—alternations
proceeding from, and governed by, a sublime
consciousness of the soul in her own mighty and
almost divine powers. Recur to the passage
already cited from Milton. When the compact
Fleet, as one Person, has been introduced '* éailing from Bengala," "They," i. e. the **merchants," representing the fleet resolved into a
multitude of ships, " ply " their voyage towards
the extremities of the earth: So" (referring to the word "As " in the commencement)
"seemed the flying Fiend ; " the image of his
Person acting to recombine the multitude of
ships into one body, — the point from which
the comparison set out. "So seemed," and to
whom seemed? To the heavenly Muse who
dictates the poem, to the eye of the Poet's
mind, and to that of the Reader, present at one
moment in the wide Ethiopian, and the next in
the solitudes, then first broken in upon, of the
infernal regions!
" Modo me Thebis, modo ponit Athenis."
Hear again this mighty Poet, — speaking of
the Messiah going fortn to expel from heaven
the rebellious angels,
" Attended by tftn thousand thousand Saints
He onward came: far o£E his coming shone," —
the retinue of Saints, and the Person of the
Messiah himself, lost almost and merged in the
splendour of that indefinite abstraction " His
coming" !
As I do not mean here to treat this subject
further than to throw some light upon the present Volumes, and especially upon one division
of them, I shall spare myself and the Reader
the trouble of considering the Imagination as it
deals with thoughts and sentiments, as it regulates the composition of characters, and determines the course of actions: I will not consider
it (more than I have alreadj'* done by implication) as that power which, in the language of
one of my most esteemed Friends, "drawsall
things to one; which makes things animate or
inanimate, beings with their attributes, subjects with their accessories, take one colour and
serve to one e£Fect."i The grand storehouses
of enthusiastic and meditative Imagination, of
poetical, as contradistinguished from human
and dramatic Imagination, are the prophetic
and lyrical parts of the Holy Scriptures, and
the works of Milton ; to which I cannot forbear
to add those of Spenser. I select these writers
in preferenco to those of ancient Greece and
Rome, because the anthropomorphism of the
Pagan religion subjected the minds of the
1 Charles Lamb upon the genius of Hogarth.
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greatest poets in those countries too much to
the bondage of defínite form; £rom whicli the
Hebrews were preserved by their abhorrence
of idolatry. This abhorrence was almost as
strong in our great epic Poet, both from circumstances of his life, and from the constitution of his mind. However imbued the surface
might be with classical literature, he was a
Hebrew in soul; and ali things tended in him
towards the sublime. Spenser, of a gentler
nature, maintained his freedom by aid of his
allegorical spirit, at one time inciting him to
create persons out of abstractions ; and» at another, by a superior efEort of genius, to g^ive
the universality and permanence of abstractions
to his human beings, by means of attributes
and emblems that belong to the highest moral
truths and the purest sensations, — of which
his character of Una is a glorious example. Of
the human and dramatic Imagination the works
of Shakspeare are an inexhaustible source.
I tax not you, ye Eleraents, with unkindness,
I never gave you kingdoms, call'd you Daugbters!"
And if, bearing in mind the many Poets distinguished by this prime quality, whose nanies
I omit to mention, yet justified by recollection
of the insults which the ignorant, the incapable,
and the presumptuous, have heaped upon these
and my other writings, I may be permitted to
anticmate the judgment of posterity upon myself, I shall declare (censurable, I grant, if the
notoriety of the fact above stated does not
justify me) that.I have given in these unfavonrable times evidence of exertions of this faculty
upon its worthiest objects, the externai universe,
the moral and religious sentiments of Man, his
natural affections, and his acquired passions;
which have the same ennobling tendency as the
Sroductions of men, in this kind, worthy to be
olden in undying remembrance.
To the mode in which Fancy has already
been characterised as the power of evoking and
combining, or, as my friend Mr. Coleridge has
styled it, '*the aggregative and associative
power," my objection is only that the definition
is too general. To aggregate and to associate,
to evoke and to combine, belong as well to the
Imagination as to the Fancy; but either the
materiais evoked and combined are different,
or they are brought together under a different
law, and for a different purpose. Fancy does
not require that the materiais which she makes
use of should be susceptible of change in their
constitution from her touch; and, where they
admit of modification, it is enough for her
^rpose if it be slight, limited, and evanescent.
Directly the reverse of these are the desires
and demands of the Imagination. She recoils
from everything but the plastic, the pliant, and
the indefinite. She leaves it to Fancy to deseribe Queen Mab as coming,
In shape no bigger than an agate>Btojie
On the fore-finger of an alderman."
Having to speak of stature, she does not tell
you that her gigantic Angel was as tall as

Pompey's Pillar ; much less that he wastwelve
cubits or twelve hundred cubits high j or that
his dimensions equalled those of Teneriffe or
Atlas; — because these, and if they were a
million times as high it would be the same, are
bounded: The expression is, ^'His stature
reached the sky!" the illimitable firmament!
— When the Imagination frames a comparison,
if it does not strike on the first presentation, a
sense of the truth of the likeness, from the
moment that it is perceived, grows — and continues to gTOw — upon the mind ; the resemblance depending less upon outline of form and
feature than upon expression and effect; less
upon casual and outstandingthan uponinherent
and internai properties: moreover, the images
invariably modify each other.— The law under
which the processes of Fancy are carried on is
as capricious as the acçidents of things, and the
effects are surprising, playful, ludicrous, amusing, tender, or pathetic, as the objects happen
to be appositely produced or fortunately combined. Fancy depends upon the rapidity and
profusion with which she scatters her thoughts
and images; trusting that their number, and
the felicity with which they are linked together,
will make amends for the want of individual
value: or she prides herself upon the curious
subtilty and the successful elaboration with
which she can detect their lurking affinities.
If she can win you over to her purpose, and
impart to you her feelings, she cares not how
unstable or transitory may be her influence,
knowing that it will not be out of her power
to resume it upon an apt occasion. But the
Imagination is conscious of an indestructible
dominion;—the Soul may fali away from it,
not being able to sustain its grandeur; but, if
once felt and acknowledged, by no act of any
other faculty of the mind can it be relaxed,
impaired, or diminished. — Fancy is given to
quicken and to beguile the temporal partof our
nature, Imagination to incite and to support the
eternal. —Yet it is not the less true that Fancy,
as she is an active, is also, under her own laws
and in her own spirit, a creative faculty. In
what manner Fancy ambitiously aims at a
rivalship with Imagination, and Imagination
stoops to work with the materiais of Fancy,
might be illustrated from the compositions of
ali eloquent writers, whether in prose or verse ;
and chiefly from those of our own Country.
Scarcely a page of the impassioned parts of
Bishop Taylor's Works can be opened that
shall not afford examples.—Referring the
Reader to those inestimable volumes, I will
content myself with placing a conceit (ascribed
to Lord Chesterfield) in contrast with a passage
from the " Paradise Lost: " —
" The dews of the evening most carefully shun,
They are the tears of the sky for the loss of the
sun."
After the transgression of Adam, Milton, with
other appearances of sympathising Nature, thus
marks the immediate consequence,
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'• Sky lowered, and, mutteríng thunder, some ead drops
TVept at completing of the mortal sín."
The associating link is tlie same in each instance: Dew and rain, not.distinguishable from
the liquid substance of tears, are employed as
indications of sorrow. A âash of surprise is
the effect in the former case; a âash of surprise,
and nothing more; for the nature of things
does not sustain the combination. In the latter, the effects from the act, of which there
is this immediate consequence and visible sign,
are so momentous that the mind acknowledges
the justice and reasonableness of the sympathy
in nature so manifested; and the sky weeps
drops of water as if with human eyes, as Earth
had before trembled from her entrails, and
Nature given a second groan,"
Finally, I will refer to Cotton^s "Ode upon
Winter,'' an admirable composition, though
stained with some peculiarities of the age in
which he lived, for a general illustration of the
characteristics of Fancy. The middle part of
this ode contains a most lively description of
the entrance of Winter, with his retinue, as "A
palsied king,*' and yet a military monarch,—
advancing for conquest with his army; the
several bodies of which, and their arms and
equipments, are described with a rapidity of
detail, and a profusion of fanciful comparisons,
which indicate on the part of the poet extreme
activity of intellect, and a correspondent hurry
of delightful feeling. Winter retires from the
foe into his fortress, where
——— a magazine
Of sovereign juice is cellared in;
Liquor that will the eiege maintain
Should Phoebus ne'er return again."
Though myself a water-drinker, I cannot resist
the pleasure of transcribing what follows, as
an instance still more happy of Fancy employed
in the treatment of feeling than, in its preceding
passages, the Poem supplies of her management
of forms.
" 'T Í8 that, that gives the poet rage.
And thaws the gellyM blood of age;
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Matures the young, reatores the old,
And makes the faintíng coward bold.
It lays the careful head to rest,
CalmB palpitations in the breast,
Renders our lives' misfortune sweet;
Then let the chill Sirocco blow,
And gird us round with hills of snow,
Or else go whistle to the shore,
And make the hollow mountains roar,
Whilst we together jovial sit
Careless, and crowned with mirth and wit,
Where, though bleak winds confine us home.
Our fancies round the world shall roam.
We '11 think of ali the Friends we know,
And drlnk to ali worth drinking to;
When having drunk ali thine and mine,
We rather shall want healtha than wine.
But where Friends fail us, we '11 supply
Our friendships with our charity;
Men that remote in sorrows live,
Shall by our lusty brimmers thrive.
We '11 drink the wanting into wealth,
And those that languish into health,
The afflicted into joy; th' opprest
Into security and rest.
The worthy iu disgrace shall find
Favour retum again more kind,
And in restraint who stiíled lie,
Shall taste the air of liberty.
The brave shall triumph in success,
The lovers shall have mistresses,
Poor unregarded Virtue, praise,
And the neglected Poet, bays.
Thus shall our healths do others good,
Whilst we ourselves do ali we would;
For, íreed from envy and from care,
What would we be but what we are ? "
When I sate down to write this Preface, it
was my intention to have made it more comprehensive; but, thinking that I ought rather
to apologise for detaining the reader so long, I
will here conclude.
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With the young of both sexes, Poetry is, like
love, a passion; but, for much the greater part
of those who have been proud of its power over
their minds, a necessity soon arises of breaking
the pleasing bondage; or it relaxes of itself ; —
the thoughts being occupied in domestic cares,
or the time engrossed by business. Poetry then
becomes only an occasional recreation, while to
those whose existence passes away in a course
of fashionable pleasure, it is a species of luxurious amusement. In middle and declining
age, a scattered number of serious persons re-

sort to poetry, as to religion, for a protection
against the pressure of trivial employments,
and as a consolation for the afflictions of life.
And, lastly, there are many who, having been
enamoured of this art in their youth, have found
leisure, after youth was spent, to cultivate general literature; in which poetry has continued
to be comprehended as a study.
Into the above classes the Readers of poetry
may be divided ; Critics abound in thera ali;
but from the last only can opinions be collected
of absolute value, and worthy to be depended

i8is

ESSAY, SUPPLEMENTARY TO THE PREFACE

m)on, as prophetic of the destiny of a new work.
Tiie young, who in nothingcan escape delusion,
are especially subject to it in their intercourse
with Poetry. The cause, not so obvious as the
fact is unquestionable, is the same as that from
which erroneous judgments in this art, in the
minds of men of ali ages, chiefly proceed ; but
^on Youth it operates "with peculiar force.
I^e appropriate business of poetry (which,
nevertheless, if genuine, is as permanent as
pure science), her appropriate employment, her
privilege and her duty^ is to treat of things not
as they are, but as they appear; not as they
exist in themselves, but as they seem to exist to
the senses, and to the passions. What a world
of delusion does this acknowledged obligation
prepare for the inexperienced ! what teniptations to go astray are here held forth for them
whose thoughts have been little disciplined by
the iinderstanding, and whose feelings revolt
from the sway of reason ! — When a juvenile
Reader is in the height of his rapture with some
vicious passage, should experience throw in
doubts, or common sense suggest suspicions, a
lurking consciousness that the realities of the
Muse are but shows, and that her liveliest excitements are raised by transient shocks of conflicting feeling and successive assemblages of
contradictory thoughts — is ever at hand to
mstify extravagance, and to sanction absurdity.
But, it may be asked, as these illusions are unavoidable, and, no doubt, eminently useful to
the mind as a process, what good can be gained
by making observations, the tendency of which
is to diminish the conndence of youth in its
feelings, and thus to abridge its innocent and
even proíitable pleasures ? The reproach implied in the question could not be warded ofP,
if Youth were incapable of being delighted with
what is truly excellent; or if these errors always
terminated of themselves in due season. But,
with the majority, though their force be abated,
they continue through Irfe. Moreover, the íire
of youth is too vivacious an element to be
extinguished or damped by a philosophical remark ; and, while there is no danger that what
has been said will be injurious or painful to the
ardent and the confident. it may prove beneficiai to thosewho, being enthusiastic, are, at the
same time, modest and ingenuous. The intimation may unite with their own misgivings to
regulate their sensibility, and to bring in, sooner
than it would otherwise have arrived, a more
discreet and sound judgment.
If it should excite wonder that men of ability,
in later life, whose understandings have been
rendered acute by practice in affairs, should be
so easily and so far imposed upon when they
happen to take up a new work in verse, this
appears to be the cause; — that, having discontinued their attention to poetry, whatever
progress may have been made in other departments of knowledge, they have not, as to this
art, advanced in true discernment beyond the
age^ of youth. If, then, a new poem fali in
their way, whose attractions are of that kind
which would have enraptured them during the
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heat of youth, the judgment not being improved to adegree that theyshall be disgusted,
they are dazzled; and prize and cherish the
faults for having had power to make the present
time vanish before them, and to throw the
mind back, as by enchantment, into the happiest season of life. As they read, powers seem
to be revived, passions are regenerated, and
pleasures restored. The Book was probably
taken up after an escape from the burden of
business, and with a wish to forget the world,
and ali its vexations and anzieties. Having
obtained this wish, and so much more, it is
natural that they should make report as they
have felt.
If Men of mature age, through want of practice, be thus easily beguiled into a«Jmiratiou of
absurdities, extravagances, and misplaced ornaments, thinking it proper that their understandings should enjoy a holiday, while they are
unbending their minds with verse, it may be
expected that such Keaders will reserable their
former selves also in strength of prejudice, and
an inaptitude to be moved by the unostentatious beauties of a pure style. In the higher
poetry, an enlightened Critic chiefly looks for a
reflection of the wisdom of the heart and the
grandeur of the imagination. Wherever these
appear, simplicity accompanies them ; Magnificence herself, when legitimate, depending upon
a simplicity of her own, to regulate her ornaments. But it is a well-known property of
human nature, that our estimates are ever governed by comparisons, of which we are conscious
with various degrees of distinctness. Is it not,
then, inevitable (confining these observations to
the effects of style merely) that an eye, accustomed to the glaring hues of diction by which
such Readers are caught and excited, will for
the most part be rather repelled than attracted
by an original Work, the colouring of which is
disposed according to a pure and refined scheme
of harmony ? It is in the fine arts as in the
affairs of life, no man can serve {i. e. obey with
zeal and fidelity) two Masters.
As Poetry is most just to its own divine
origin when it administers the comforts and
breathes the spirit of religion, they who have
learned to perceive this truth, and who betake
themselves to reading verse for sacred purposes, must be preserved from numerous illusions to which the two Classes of Readers, whom
we have been considering, are liable. But as
the mind grows serious from the weight of life,
the range of its passions is contracted accordingly ; and its sympathies become so exclusive
that many species of high excellence wholly
escape, or but languidly excite, its notice. Besides, men who read from religious or moral
inclinations, even when the subject is of that
kind which they approve, are beset with misconceptions and mistakes peculiar to themselves. Attaching so much importance to the
truths which interest them, they are prone to
over-rate the Authors by whom those truths
are expressed and enforced. They come prepared to impart so much passion to the Poefs
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language, that they reraain unconscioiis how
little, in fact, they received from it. And, on
tlie other hand, religious faith is to him who
holds it so momentous a thing, and error appears to be attended with such tremendous
consequences, that, if opinions touching upon
religion occur which the Reader condemns, he
not only cannot sympathise with them, however animated the expression, but there is, for
the most part, an end put to ali satisfaction
and enjoyment. Love, if it before existed, is
converted into dislike; and the heart of the
Reader is set against the Author and his book.
— To these excesses they, who from their professions ought to be the most guarded against
them, are perhaps the most liable; I mean
those sects whose religion, being from the ealculating understanding, is cold and formal.
For when Christianity, the religion of humility,
is founded upon the proudest faculty of our
nature, "what can be expected but contradictions ? Accordingly, believers of this cast are
at one time contemptuous; at another, being
troubled, as they are and must be, with inward
misgivings, they are jealous and suspicious;
and at ali seasons they are under temptation
to supply, by the heat with which they defend
their tenets, the animation which is wanting
to the constitution of the religion itself.
Faith was given to man that his affections,
detached from the treasures of time, might be
inclined to settle upon those of eternity : — the
elevation of his nature, which this habit produces on earth, being to him a presumptive
evidence of a future state of existence, and
giving him a title to partake of its holiness.
The religious man values what he sees chiefly
as an imperfect shadowing forth" of what
he is incapable of seeing. The concerns of
religion refer to indefinite objects, and are too
weighty for the mind to support them without
relieving itself by resting a great part of the
burthen upon words and symbols. The commerce between Man and his Maker cannot be
carried on but by a process where much is
represented in little, and the Infinite Being accommodates himself to a finite capacity. In ali
this may be perceived the affinity between religion and poetry ; between religion — making
up the deficiencies of reason by faith; and
poetry — passionate for the instruction of reason ; between religion —whose element is infinitude, and whose ultimate trust is the supreme
of things, submitting herself to circumscription, and reconciled to substitutions ; and poetry
— ethereal and transcendent, yet incapable to
sustain her existence without sensuous incarnation. In this community of nature may be
perceived also the lurking incitements of kindred error; — so that we shall find that no
poetiy has been more subject to distortion than
that species, the argument and scope of which
is religious ; and no lovers of the art have gone
farther astray than the pious and the devout.
Whither then shall we turn for that union*of
qualifications which must necessarily exist before the decisions of a critic can be of absolute
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value ? For a mind at once poética! and philosophical; for a critic whose aiffections are as
free and kindly as the spirit of society, and
whose understanding is severe as that of dispassionate government? Where are we to look
for that initiatory composure of mind which
no selfishness can disturb ? For a natural sensibility that has been tutored into correctness
without losing anything of its quickness;
and for active faculties, capable of answering the demands which an Author of original
imagination shall make upon them, associated
with a judgment that cannot be duped into
admiration by aught that is unworthy of it ?
— among those and those only, who, never having suffered their youthful love of poetry to
remit much of its force, have applied to the
consideration of the laws of this art the best
power of their understandings. At the same
time it must be observed that, as this Class
comprehends the only judgments which are
trustworthy, so does it include the most erroneous and perverse. For to be mistaught is
worse than to be untaught; and no perverseness
equals that which is supported by system, no
errors are so difficult to root out as those
which the understanding has pledged its credit
to upliold. In this Class are contained censors,
who, if they be pleased with what is good, are
pleased with it only by imperfect glimpses, and
upon false principies; who, should they generalise rightly to a certain point, are sure to
suffer for it in the end; who, if they stumble
upon a sound rule, are fettered by misappiying
it, or by straining it too far; being incapable
of perceiving whcn it ought to yield to one of
higher order. In it are found critics too petulant to be passive to a genuine poet, and too
feeble to grapple with him ; men, who take upon
them to report of the course which he holds
whom they are utterly unable to accompany, —
confounded if he turn quick upon the wing, dismayed if he soar steadily into the region;"
— men of palsied imaginations and indurated
hearts; in whose minds ali healthy action is
languid, who therefore feed as the many direct
them, or, with the many, are greedy after
vicious provocatives ; — judges, whose censure
is auspicious, and whose praise ominous! In
this class meet together the two extremes of
best and worst.
The observations presented in the foregoing
series are of too ungracious a nature to have
been made without reluctanceand, were it
only on this account, I would invite the reader
to try them by the test of comprehensive experience. If tíie number of judges who can be
confidently relied upon be in reality so small, it
ought to follow that partial notice only, or
neglect, perhaps long continued, or attention
wholly inadequate to their merits, must have
been the fate of most works in the higher deEartments of poetry; and that, on the other
and, numerous productions have blazed into
popularity, and have passed away, leaving
scarcely a trace behind them: it will be further found, that when Authors shall have at
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length raised themselves into general admiration and maintained their ground, errors and
prejudices have prevailed concerning their geiiius and their works, which the few who are
conscious of those errors and prejudices would
deplore; if they were not recompensed by perceiving that there are seleet Spirits for whom
it is ordained that their fame shall be in the
world an existence like that of Virtue, which
owes its being to the struggles it makes, and its
vigour to the enemies whom it provokes; — a
vivacioiis quality, ever doomed to meet with
opposition, and still triumphing over it; and,
from the nature of its dominion, incapable of
being brought to the sad conclusion of Alexander, when he wept that there were no more
worlds for him to conquer.
«
Let ns take a hasty retrospect of the poetical
literatura of this Country for the greater part
of the last two centuries, and see if the facts
support these inferences.
Who is there that now reads the " Creation "
of Dubartas ? Yet ali Europe once resounded
with his praise ; he was caressed by kings;
and, when his Poem was translated into our
language, the Faery Queen " faded before it.
The name of Spenser, whose genius is of a
higher order than eyen that of Ariosto, is at
this day scarcely known heyond the limits of
the British Isles. And if the value of his
works is to be estimated from the attention
now paid to them by his countrymen, compared with that which they bestow on those of
some other writers, it must be pronounced
smaU indeed.
" The laurel, meed of mighty conquerora
And poets sage " —
are his own words ; but his wisdom has, in this
particular, been his worst enemy: while its
opposite, whether in the shape of folly or madness, has been iheir best friend. But he was
a great power, and bears a high name; the
laurel has been awarded to him.
A dramatic Author, if he write for the stage,
must adapt himself to the taste of the audience, or they will not endure him ; accordingly
the mighty genius of Shakspeare was listened
to. The people were delighted; but I am not
sufficiently versed in stage antiquities to determine whether they did not flock as eagerly to
the representation of many pieces of contemporary Authors, wholly undeserving to appear
upon the same boards. Had there been a
formal contest for superiority among dramatic
writers, that Shakspeare, like his predecessors
Sophocles and Euripides, would have often been
subject to the mortification of seeing the prize
adjudged to sorry competitors, becomes too
probable, when we reflect that the admirers of
Settle and Shadwell were, in a later age, as
numerous, and reckoned as respectable in point
of talent, as those of Dryden. At ali events,
that Shak^eare stooped to accommodate himself to the x*eople, is sufficiently apparent; and
one of the most striking proofs of his almost
omnipotent genius is, that he could tum to such
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glorious purpose those materiais which the prepossessions of the age compelled him to make
use of. Yet even this marrellous skill appears
not to have been enough to prevent his rivais
from having some advantage over him in public
estimation; else how can we account for passages and scenes that exist in his works, unless
upon a supposition that some of the grossest of
them, a fact which in my own mind I have no
doubt of, were foisted in by the Players, for the
gratifícation of the many ?
But that his Works, whatever might be
their reception upon the stage, made but little
impression upon the ruling íntellects of the
time, may be inferred from the fact that Lord
Bacon, in his multifarious writings, nowhere
either quotes or alludes to him.^ — His dramatic excellence enabled him to resume possession of the stage after the Restoration; but
Dryden tells us that in his time two of the
plays of Beaumont and Fletcher were acted for
one of Shakspeare^s. And so faint and limited
was the perception of the poetic beauties of his
dramas in the time of Pope, that, in his Edition
of the Plays, with a view of rendering to the
general reader a necessary service, he printed
between inverted commas those passages which
he thought most worthy of notice.
At this day, the French Critics have abated
nothing of their aversion to this darling of our
Nation: *^the English, with their bouffon de
Shakspeare," is as familiar an expression among
them as in the time of Voltaire. Baron Grimm
is the only French writer who seems to have
perceived his infinite superiority to the first
names of the French Theatre; an advantage
which the Parisian critic owed to his German
blood and German education. The most enlightened Italians, though well acquainted with
our langiiage, are wholly incompetent to measure the proportions of Shakspeare. The Germans only, of foreign nations, are approaching
towards a knowledge and feeling of what he
is. In some respects they have acquired a
superiority over the fellow-countrymen of the
Poet: for among us it is a current, I might say
an established opinion, that Shakspeare is justly
praised when he is pronounced to be "a wild
irregular genius, in whom great faults are compensated by great beauties." How long may it
be before this misconception passes away, and
it becomes universally acknowledged that the
judgment of Shakspeare in the selection of his
materiais, and in the manner in which he has
made them, heterogeneous as they often are,
constitute a unity of their own, and contribute
ali to one great end, is not less admirable than
his imagination, his invention, and his intuitivo
knowledge of human Nature !
There is extant a small Volume of miscellaneous poems, in which Shakspeare expresses
1 The leamed Hakewill (a third edition of whose
book bears date 1635), writing to refute the error
"touching Nature'B perpetuai and imiversal decay,"
cites triumphantly the names of Ariosto, Tasso, Bartas,
and Spenser, as instances that poetic genius had not
degenerated ; but he makes no mention of Shakspeare.
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his own feelings in his own person. It is not mon example, he asserts, of the prevalence of
difficult to conceive that the Editor, George genius in opposition to so much recent enmity
Steevens, should have been insensiÚe to the as Milton's public conduct had excited. But,
beauties of one portion of that Volume, the be it remembered that, if Milton^s political and
Sonnets ; though in no part of the writings of religious opinions, and the manner in which he
this Poet is found, in an equal eompass, a announced them, had raised him many enemies,
greater number of exquisite feeUngs felicitonsly they had procured him numerous friends; who,
expressed. But, from regard to the Critic's as ali personal danger was passed away at the
own credit, he would not have ventured to talk time of publication, would be eager to procure
of an^ act of parliament not being strong the master-work of a man whom they revered,
enough to compel the perusal of those little and whom they would be proud of praising.
pieces, if he had not known that the people of Take, from the number of purchasers, persons
Kngland were ignorant of the treasures con- of this class, and also those who wished to
tained in them: and if he had not, moreover, possess the Poem as a religious work, and but
shared the too common propensity of human few, I fear, would be left who sought for it on
nature to exult over a supposed fali into the account of its poetical merits. The demand
mire of a genius whom he had been compelled did flot immediately increase; " for," says Dr.
to regard with admiration, as an inmate of the Johnson, *'many more readers" (he means
celestial regions—''there sitting where he persons in the habit of reading poetry) " than
durst not soar."
were supplied at first the Nation did not
Nine years before the death of Shakspeare, aíford." How careless must a writer be who
Milton was bom ; and early in life he published can make this assertion in the face of so many
several small poems, which, though on their existing title-pages to belie it! Turning to my
first appearance they were praised by a few of own shelves, I find the folio of Cowley, seventh
the judicious, were afterwards neglected to that edition, 1681. A book near it is Flatman's
degree, that Pope in his youth could borrow Poems, fourth edition, 1086; Waller, fifth edifrom them without risk of its being known. tion, same date. The Poems of Norris of BeWhether these poems are at this day justly merton not long after went, I believe, through
appreciated, I "will not undertake to decide: nine editions. What further demand there
nor "would it imply a severe reflection upon the might be for these works I do not know ; but I
mass of readers to suppose the contrary; seeing well remember that, twenty-five years ago, the
that a man of the acknowledged genius of booksellers' stalls in London swarmed with the
Voss, the German poet, could suffer their spirit folios of Cowley. This is not mentioned in disto evaporate; and could change their character, paragement of that able writer and amiable
as is done in the translation made by him of man; but merely to show that, if Milton's
the most popular of those pieces. At ali events, work wero not more read, it was not because
it is certain that these Poems of Milton are now readers did not exist at the time. The early
much read, and loudly praised; yet "were they editions of the "Paradise Lost" were printed
little heard of till more than 150 years after in a shape which allowed them to be sold at a
their publication; and of the Sonnets, Dr. low price, yet only three thousand copies of
Johnson, as appears from BosweU's Life of the Work were sold in eleven years; and the
him, was in the habit of thinking and speak- Nation, says Dr. Johnson, had been satisfied
ing as contemptuously as Steevens wrote upon from 1623 to 1064, that is, forty-one years, with
those of Shakspeare.
only two editions of the Works of Shakspeare,
About the time when the Pindaric odes of which probably did not together make one
Cowley and his imitators, and the productions thousand Copies; facts adduced by the critic
of that class of curious thinkers whom Dr. to prove the *^paucity of Readers." —There
Johnson has strangely styled metaphysical were readers in multitudes; but their money
Poets, were beginning to lose soraething of went for other purposes, as their admiration
that extravagant admiration which they had was fixed elsewhere. We are authorized, then,
excited, the Paradise Lost" made its appear- to afíirm that the reception of the " Paradise
ance. Fit audience find though few," was the Lost," and the slow progress of its fame, are
netition addressed by the Poet to his inspiring proofs as striking as can be desired that the
Muse. I have said elsewhere that he gained positions which I am attempting to establish
more than he asked; this I believe to be true; are not erroneous.i — How amusing to shape to
but Dr. Johnson has fallen into a gross mistake one's self such a critique as a Wit of Charles's
when he attempts to prove, by the sale of the days, or a Lord of the Miscellanies or trading
work, that Milton^s Countrymen were just to Journalist of King William's time, would have
it" upon its first appearance, Thirteen hun- brought forth, if he had set his faculties indusdred Copies were sold in two years; an uncom- triously to work upon this Poem, everywhere
* Thisflippant inaenaibility waa publicly reprehended impregnated with original excellence.
^ Hughes is expresa upon this subject: in his dedibv Mr. Coleridge in a course of Lectures upon Poetry
^ven by him at the Royal Institution. For the various cation of Spen8er'8 Worka to Lord Somers, he writea
merits of thought and language in Shakspeare^s Son< thua: "It was your Lordahip'8 encouraging a beaunets see Numbers 27, 29, 30, 32, 33, 54, 64, 66, 68, 73, tiful Edition of 'Paradiae Loat' that first brought
76, 86, 91, 92, 93, 97, 98, 105, 107, 108, 109, 111, 113, that incomparable Poem to be generally known and
esteemed."
114, 1Í6, 117, 129, and many others.
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So strange indeed are the obliquities of adniiration, that they whose opinions are much
ínâuenced by authority will often be tempted
to think that there are no íixed principies ^ in
human nature for this art to rest upon. I
have been honoured by being permitted to
peruse in MS. a tract coraposed between the
period of the Revolution and the dose of that
century. It is the Work of an English Peer of
high accomplishments, its object to form the
character and direct the studies of his son.
Perhaps nowhere does a more beautiful treatise
of the kind exist. The good sense and wisdom
of the thoughts, the delicacy of the feelings,
and the charm of the style, are throughout
equally conspicuous. Yet the Author, selecting among the Poets of his own country those
whora he deems most worthy of his son's penisal, particularises only Lord Rochester, Sir
John Denham, and Cowley. Writing about the
same time, Shaftesbury, an author at present unjustly depreciated, describes the English Muses
as oiüy yet lisping in their cradles.
The arts by which Pope, soon afterwards,
contrived to procure to himself a more general
and a higher reputation than perhaps any English Poet ever attained during his life-time, are
known to the judicious. And as well known is
it to them, that the undue exertion of those
arts is the cause why Pope has for some time
held a rank in literature, to which, if he had
not been seduced by an over-love of immediate
popularity, and had confided more in his native
genius, he never could have descended. He
bewitched the nation by his melody, and dazzled it by his polished style, and was himself
blinded by his own success. Having wandered
from humanity in his Eclogues with boyish inexperience, the praise which these compositions
obtained tempted him into a belief that Nature
was not to be trusted, at least in pastoral
Poetry. To prove this by example, he put his
friend Gay upon writing those Eclogues, which
their author intended to be burlesque. The
instigator of the work, and his admirers, could
{)erceive in them nothing but what was ridicuous. Nevertheless, though these Poems contain some detestable passages, the effect, as
Dr. Johnson well observes, **of reality and
truth became conspicuous even when the intention was to show them grovelling and degraded.-' The Pastorais, ludicrous to such as
prided themselves upon their refinement, in
spite of those disgusting passages, became
popular, and were read with delight, as just
representations of rural manners and occupations."
Something less than sixty years after the
pnblication of the *' Paradise Lost" appeared
Thomson's ** Win ter; " which was speedily followed by his other Seasons. It is a work of inspiration ; much of it is written from himself,
and nobly from himself. How was it received ?
^ This opinion seems actually to have been entertained by Adam Smith, the worst critic, David Hume
not excepted, that Scotland, a aoil to which this sort
of weed seems natural, haa produced.
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It was no sooner read," says one of his contemporaiy biographere, " than universally admired: those only excepted who had not been
used to feel, or to look for anything in poetry,
beyond a point of satirical or epigrammatic wit,
a smart antithesis richly trimmed with rhyme,
or the softness of an elegiac complaint. To
such his manly classical spirit could not readily
commend itself; tiU, after a more attentive
perusal, they had got the better of their prejudices, and either acquired or afPected a truer
taste. A few others stood aloof, merely because they had long before fixed the articies of
their poetical creed, and resigned themselves to
an absolute despair of ever seeing anything new
and original. These were somewhat mortified
to find their notions disturbed by the appearance of a poet, who seemed to owe nothing but
to nature and his own genius. But, in a short
time, the applause became unanimous; every
one wondering how so many pictures, and pictures so familiar, should have moved them but
faintly to what they f elt in his descriptions. His
digressions too, the overflowings of a tender
benevolent heart, charmed the reader no less ;
leaving him in doubt, whether he should more
admire the Poet or love the Man."
This case appears to bear strongly against
us : — but we must distinguish between wonder
and legitimate admiration. The subject of the
work is the changes produced in the appearances of nature by the revolution of the year:
and, by undertaking to write in verse, Thomson
pledged himself to treat his subject as became
a Poet. Now it is remarkable that, excepting
the nocturnal "Reverie of Lady Winchilsea,"
and a passage or two in the Windsor Forest"
of Pope, the poetry of the period intervening between the publication of the Paradise Lost"
and the ''Seasons" does not contain a single
new image of externai nature, and scarcely
presents a familiar one from which it can be inferred that the eye of the Poet had been steadily âxed upon his object, much less that his
feelings had urged him to work upon it in the
spirit of genuine imagination. To what a low
State knowledge of the most obvious and important phenomena had sunk, is evident from
the style in which Dryden has executed a description of Night in one of his Tragedies, and
Pope his translation of the celebrated moonlight
scene in the Iliad. A blind man, in the habit
of attending accurately to descriptions casually dropped from the lips of those around him,
might easily depict these appearances with
more tmth. Dryden's Unes are vague, bombastic, and senseless ; ^ those of Pope, though
he had Homer to guide him, are throughout
false and contradictory. The verses of Dryden,
1 CoKTES álone in a nighi'gown.
Ali things are hush^d as Nature's self lay dead;
The mountains seem to nod their drowsy head.
The little Birds in dreams their son^^s repeat.
And sleepinff Flowers beneath the Night-dew sweat:
Even Lust and Envy sleep; yet Love denies
Rest to my soul, and slumber to my eyes.
Dbtden^s Indian Emperor.
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once highly celebrated, are forgotten ; those of
Pope still retain their hold upon publio estimation,— nay, there is not a passage of descriptive
poetry, which at this day fiiids so many and
such ardent admirers. Strange to think of an
enthusiast, as may have been the case with
thousands, reciting those verses under the cope
of a mooníight sky, without having his raptures
in the least disturbed by a suspicion of their
absurdity ! — If these two distinguished writers
could habitually think that the visible universe
■was of so little consequence to a poet, that it
was scarcely necessary for him to cast his eyes
upon it, we may be assured that those passages
of the elder poets which faithfully and poetically describe the phenomena of nature, were
not at that time holden in much estimation, and
that there was little accurate attention paid to
those appearaaices.
Wonder is the natural product of Ig^norance ;
and as the soil was in such good condition at the
time of the publication of the *^Seasons," the
crop was doubtíess abundant. Neither individuais nor nations become corrupt ali at once, nor
are they enlightened in amoment. Thomson was
an inspired poet, but he could not work miracles ; in cases where the art of seeing had in some
degree been learned, the teacher would further
the profieiency of his pupils, but he could do
little more; though so far does vanity assist
men in acts of self-deception, that many would
often fancy they recognised a likeness when
they knew nothing of the original. Having
shown that much of what his biographer deemed
genuine admiration must in fact have been
blind wonderment — how is the rest to be accounted for?—Thomson was fortunate in the
very title of his poem, which seemed to bring
it nome to the prepared sympathies of every
one: in the next place, notwithstanding his
high powers, he writes a vicious style ; and his
fafóe ornaments are exactly of that kind Avhich
would be most likely to strike the undiscerning. He likewise abounds with sentimental
commonplaces that, from the manner in which
they were brought forward, bore an imposing
air of novelty. In any weÚ-used copy of the
"Seasons" the book generally opens of itself
with the rhapsody on love, or with one of the
stories (perhaps Damon and Musidora); these
also are prominent in our collections of Extracts,
and are the parts of his Work which, after ali,
were probably most efficient in first recommending the author to general notice. Pope, repaying
praises which he had received, and wishing to
extol him to the highest, only styles him '^an
elegant and philosophical Poet; nor are we
able to collect any unquestionable proofs that
the true characteristics of Thomson's genius
as an imaginativo poet ^ were perceived, till the
elder Warton, almost forty j^ears after the
^ Since these observations upon Thomflon were written, I have perused the second edition of his Seasons,^'
and find that even that does not contain the most
Btriking passages which Warton points out for admiration ; these, with other improvements, throughout the
whole work, must have been added at a laterperiod.
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publication of the Seasons," pointed them out
by a note in his Essay on the Life and Wrih
ings of Pope, In the Castle of Indolence " (of
which Gray speaks so coldly) these characteristics were almost as conspicuously displayed,
and in verse more harmonious and diction more
purê, Yet that fine poem was neglected on its
appearance, and is at this day the delight only
of a few!
When Thomson died, Collins breathed f orth
his regrets in an Elegiac Poem, in which he pronounces a poetical curse upon him who should
regard with insensibility the place where the
Poefs remains were deposited. The Poems of
the mourner himself have now passed through
innumerable editions, and are universally
known; but if, when Collins died, the same
kind of imprecation had been pronounced by a
surviving admirer, small is the number Avhom
it would not have comprehended. The notice
which his poems attained during his life-time
was so small, and of course the sale so insignificant, that not long before his death he deemed
it right to repay to the bookseller the sum
which he had advanced for them, and threw
the edition into the fire.
Next in importance to the **Seasons" of
Thomson, though at considerable distance from
that work in order of time, come the Heliques
of Ancient English Poetry^ coUected, new-modelled, and in many instances (if such a contradiction in terms may be used) composed by the
Editor, Dr. Percy. This work did not steal
silently into the world, as is evident from the
number of legendary tales that appeared not
long after its publication ; and had been modelled, as the authors persuaded themselves,
after the old Ballad. The Compilation was
however iil suited to the then existing taste
of city society ; and Dr. Johnson, 'mid the little
senate to which he gave laws, was not sparing
in his exertions to make it an object of contempt. The critic triumphed, the legendary
imitators were deservedly disregarded, and, as
undeservedly, their ilHmitated models sank,
in this country, into temporary neglect; while
Bürger, and other able writers of Germany,
were translating or imitating these Reliques,
and composing, with the aid of inspiration
thence derived, poems which are the delight of
the German nation. Dr. Percy was so abashed
by the ridicule flung upon his labours from
the igrnorance and insensibility of the persons
with whom he lived, that, though while he
was writing under a mask he had not wanted
resolution to follow his genius into the regions
of true simplicity and genuine pathos (as is
evinced by the exquisite ballad of Sir Cauline
and by many other pieces), yet when he appeared in his own person and character as a
poetical writer, he adopted, as in the tale of
the Hermit of Warkworth, a diction scarcely
in any one of its features distinguishable from
the vague, the glossy, and unfeeling language
of his day. I mention this remarkable fact ^
^ Shenstone, in his " Schoolmistress," gives a still
more remarkable instance of this timidity. On its first
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with regret, esteeming the genius of Dr. Percy
in this kind of writing superior to that of any
other man by whom in modem times it has
been cultivated. That even Biirger (to whom
Xlopstock gave in my hearing a commendation which he denied to Goethe and Schiller,
pronouncing him to be a genuine poet, and one
of the few among the Germans whose works
would last) had not the fine sensibility of Percy,
might be shown from many passages, in which
he has deserted his original only to go astray.
For example,
Now daye was gone, and iiight was come,
Âud ali were fast asleepe,
Ãll save the Lady Emeline,
"Who sate in her bowre to weepe:
And Boone she heard her true Love'8 voice
Low whispering at the walle,
Awake, awake, my dear Ladye,
'T is I thy true-love call."
Which is thus tricked out and dilated:
" Ais mm die Nacht Gebirg' und Thal
Vermummt in Kabeuschatten,
Und Hochburgs Lampen überall
Schon auBgeâimmert hatteu,
Und alies tief entschlafen war;
Doch nur das Frâulein immerdar,
Voll Fieberangst, noch wachte,
Und seinen Kitter dachte:
Ba horch ! Ein süsser Liebeston
Kam leis* empor geflogen.
* Ho, Trudchen, ho! Da bin ich schon !
Frisch. auf f Dich angezogen!'
But from humble ballads we must ascend to
heroics.
AH hail, Macpherson! hail to thee, Sire of
Ossian I The Phantom was begotten by the
snug embrace of an impudent Highiander upon
a cloud of tradition — it travelled southward,
where it was greeted with acclamation, and
the thin Consistence took its course through
Europe, upon the breath of popular applause.
The Editor of the Heliques had indirectly preferred a claim to the praise of invention, by
not concealing that his supplementary labours
were considerable ! how selnsh his conduct, contrasted with that of the disinterested Gael, who,
like Lear, gives his kingdom away, and is content to become a pensioner upon his own issue
for a beggarly pittance ! — Open this far-famed
Book ! — I have done so at random, and the beginning of the "Epic Poem Temora," in eight
Books, presents itself. ^*The blue waves of
Ullin roll in light. The green hills are covered
with day. Trees shake their dusky heads in
the breeze. Grey torrents pour their noisy
streams. Two green hills with aged oaks surround a narrow plain. The blue course of a
appearance (see D'lsraeli'8 2d series of the Curiosities
of Literature) the Poem was accompanied with an absurd prose commentary, showing, as indeed some incongruous expressions in the text imply, that the whole
was intended for burlesque. In subsequent editions the
commentary was dropped, and the People have since
continued to read in seriousness, doing for the Author
what he had not courage openly to venture upon íor
himself.
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stream is there. On its banks stood Cairbar of
Atha. His spear supports the king:; the red
eyes of his fear are sad. Cormac rises on his
soul with ali his ghastly wounds." Precious
memorandums from the pocketbook of the blind
Ossian I
If it be unbecoming, as I acknowledge that for
the most part it is, to speak disrespectfully of
Works that have enjoyed for a length of time
a widely-spread reputation, without at the same
time producing irrefragable proofs of their unworthiness, let nie be forgiven upon this occasion. — Haying had the good fortune to be bom
and reared in a mountainous country, from my
very childhood I have felt the falsehood that
pervades the volumes imposed upon the world
under the name of Ossian. From what I saw
with my own eyes, I knew that the imagery
was spurious. In nature everything is distinct,
yet nothing defined into absolute independent
singleness. In Macpherson*s work, itis exactly
the reverse; everything (that is not stolen) is in
this manner defined, insulated, dislocated, deadened,— yet nothing distinct. It will always be so
when words are substituted for things. To say
that the charaeters never could exist, that the
manners are impossible, and that a dream has
more substance than the whole state of society,
as there depicted, is doing nothing more than
pronouncing a censure which Macpherson defied; when, with the steeps of Morven bef ore his
eyes, he could talk so familiarly of his Car-borne
heroes ; — of Morven, which, if one niay judge
from its appearance at the distance 01 a few
miles, contains scarcely an acre of ground sufficiently accommodating for a sledge to be trailed
along its surface. — Mr. Malcolm Laing has
ably shown that the diction of this pretended
translation is a motley assemblage from ali
quarters ; but he is so fond of making out parallel passages as to call poor Macpherson to
account for his ands " and his " buts ! ** and he
has weakened his argument by conducting it as
if he thought that every striking resemblance
was a conscious plagiarism. It is enough that
the coincidences are too remarkable for its being probable or possible that they could arise
in different minds without communication between them. Now as the Translators of the
Bible, and Shakspeare, Milton, and Pope, could
not be indebted to Macpherson, it follows that
he must have owed his fine feathers to them;
unless we are prepared gravely to assert, with
Madame de Stael, that many of the characteristic beauties of our most celebrated English
Poets are derived from the ancient Fingallian ;
in which case the modem translator would have
been but giving back to Ossian his own. — It is
consistent that Lucien Buonaparte, who could
censure Milton for having surrounded Satan in
the infernal regions with courtly and regai
splendour, should pronounce the modem Ossian
to be the glory of Scotland ; — a country that
has produced a Dunbar, a Buchanan, a Thomson, and a Burns! These opinions are of ill
omen for the Epic ambition of him who has
given them to the world.
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Yet, much as those pretended treasures of
antiquity have been admired, they have been
whoUy uninâuential upon the literature of the
Country. No succeeding writer appears to
have caught from them a ray of iuspiration; no
author, in the least distmguished, has ventured
formalíy to imitate therii — except the boy,
Chatterton, on their first appearance. He had
f)ereeived, from the successful trials which he
limself had made in literary forgery, how few
critics were able to distinguish between a real
ancient medal and a counterfeit of modem
manufacture; and he set hiraself to the work
of filling a magazine with Saxon Poems,—
counterparts of those of Ossian, as like his as
one of his misty stars is to another. This incapability to amalgamate with the literature
of the Island is, in my estimation, a decisive
proof that the book is essentially unnatural;
nor should I require any other to demonstrate
it to be a forgery, audacious as worthless. —
Contrast, in this respect, the efPeet of Macpherson's publication with the Heliques of Percy, so
unassuming, so modest in their pretensions!
— I have already stated how much Germany is
indebted to this latter work ; and for our own
country, its poetry has been absolutely redeemed
by it. I do not think that there is an able
writer in verse of the present day who would
not be proud to acknowledge his obligations
to the íteliques; I know that it is so with my
friends; and, for myself, I am happy in this
occasion to make a public avowal of my own.
Dr. Johnson, more fortunate in his contompt
of the labours of Macpherson than those of his
modest friend, was solicited not long after to
furnish Prefaces, biographical and criticai, for
the works of some of the most eminent English
Poets. The booksellers took upon themselves
to make the collection; they referred probably
to the most popular miscellanies, and, unq^uestionably, to their booksof accounts; and decided
upon the claim of authors to be admitted into
a body of the most eminent from the familiarity
of their names with the readers of that day,
and by the profits which, from the sale of his
works, each had brought and was bringing to
the Trade. The Editor was allowed a limited
exercise of discretion, and the Authors whom
he recommended are scarcely to be mentioned
without a smile. We open the volume of Prefatory Lives, and to our astonishment the ^first
name we íind is that of Cowley! — What is
become of the morning-star of English Poetry ?
Where is the bright Elizabethan constellation ?
Or, if names be more acceptable than images,
where is the ever-to-be-honoured Chaucer?
where is Spenser ? where Sidney ? and, lastly,
where he, whose rights as a poet, contradistinguished from those which he is universally
allowed to possess as a dramatist, we have vindicated, —where Shakspeare ? —These, and a
multitude of others not unworthy to be placed
near them, their contemporaries and successors,
we have not. But in their stead, we have
(could better be expected when precedence was
to be settled by an abstract of reputation at
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any given period made, as in this case before
us?) Roscommon, and Stepney, and Phillips,
and Walsh, and Smith, and Duke, and King,
and Spratt — Halifax, Granville, Sheffield, Congreve, Broome, and other reputed Magnates —
metrical writers utterly worthless and useless,
except for occasions like the present, when their
I)roductions are referred to as evidence what a
small quantity of brain is necessary to procure
a considerable stock of admiration, provided
the aspirant will aecommodate himself to the
likings and fashions of his day.
As I do not mean to bring down this retrospect to our own times, it may with propriety be
closed at the era of this distinguished event.
From the literature of other ages and countries, proofs equally cogent might have been
adduced, that the opinions announced in the
former part of this Essay are founded upon
truth. It was not an agreeable office, nor a
prudent undertaking, to declare them; but
their importance seemed to render it a duty.
It may still be asked, where lies the particular
relation of what has been said to these Volumes ? — The question will be easily answered
by the discerning Reader who is old enough to
remember the taste that prevailed when some
of these poems weré first published, seventeen
years ago; who has also observed to what
degree the poetry of this Island has since that
period been coloured by them; and who is
further aware of the unremitting hostility with
which, upon some principie or other, they have
each and ali been opposed. A sketch of my
own notion of the constitution of Fame has
been given; and as far as concerns myself, I
have cause to be satisfied. The love, the admiration, the indifPerence, the slight, the aversion, and even the contempt, with which these
Poems have been received, knowing, as I do,
the source within my own mind from which
they have proceeded, and the labour and pains
which, when labour and pains appeared needful,
have been bestowed upon them, must ali, if I
think consistently, be received as pledges and
tokens, bearíng the same general impression,
though widely different in value ; — they are
ali proofs that for the present time I have not
laboured in vain; and afPord assurances, more
or less authentic, that the products of my indusfcry will endure.
If there be one conclusion more forcibly
pressed upon us than another by the review
which has been given of the fortunes and fate
of poetical Works, it is this, — that every
author, as far as he is great and at the same
time original^ has had the task of creating the
taste by which he is to be enjoyed: so has it
been, so will it continue to be. ITiis remark
was long since made to me by the philosophical
Friend for the separation of whose poems from
my own I have previously expressed my regret.
The predecessors of an original Genius of a
high order will have smoothed the way for ali
that he has in common with them ; — and much
he will have in common; but, for what is
peculiarly his own, he will be called upon to
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clear and often to shape his own road: — lie
will be in the conditiou of Hannibal among tlie
Alps.
And where lies the real difficulty of creating
that taste by which a truly original poet is to
be relished ? Is it in breaking the bonds of
custom, in overcoming the prejudices of false
refinement, and displacing the aversions of
inexperience ? Or, if he labour for an object
which here and elsewhere I have proposed to
myself, does it consist in divesting the reader
of the pride that induces hini to dwell upon
those points wherein men difEer from each
other, to the exclusion of those in which ali
men are alike, or the same; and in making him
ashamed of the vanity that renders him insensible of the appropriate excellence which civil
arrangements, less unjust than might appear,
and Nature illimitable in her bounty, have
conferred on men who may stand below him in
the scale of society ? Finally, does it lie in
establishing that dominion over the spirits of
readera by which they are to be humbled and
humanised, in order that they may be purified
and exalted ?
If these ends are to be attained by the mere
communication of knowledge^ it does not lie
here. — Taste, I would remind the reader, like
Imagination, is a word which has been forced
to extend its services far beyond the point to
which philosophy would have confined them.
It is a metaphor, taken from a passive sense
of the human body, and transferred to things
which are in their essence noí passive, — to intellectual acts and operations. The word Imagination has been overstrained, from impulses
honourable to mankind, to meet the demands
of the faculty which is perhaps the noblest of
our nature, In the instance of Taste, the process has been reversed; and from the prevalence of dispositions at once injurious and
discreditable, being no other than that selfishness which is the child of apathy,—which, as
Nations decline in productive and creative
power, makes them value themselves upon a
presumed refinement of judging. Poverty of
language is the primary cause of the use which
we make of the word Imagination; but the
word Taste has been stretched to the sense
which it bears in modem Europe by habits of
self-conceit, inducing that inversion in the order
of things whereby a passive faculty is made
paramount among the faculties conversant with
the fine arts. Proportion and congruity, the
requisite knowledge being supposed, are subjects upon which taste may be trusted; it is
competent to this ofíice ; — for in its intercourse
with these the mind is passive^ and is affected
painfully or pleasurably as by an instinct. But
the profound and the exquisite in feeling, the
lofty and universal in thought and imagination; or, in ordinary language, the pathetic
and the sublime; — are neither of them, accurately speaking, objects of a faculty which could
ever without a sinking in the spirit of Nations
have been designated by the metaphor — Taste.
And why? Because without the exertion of
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a co-operating power in the mind of the
lieader, there can be no adequate sympathy
with either of these emotions: without thís
auxiliary impulse, elevated or profound passion
cannot exist.
Passion, it must be observed, is derived from
a word which signifies si{ff'ering; but the connection which suffering has with effort, with
exertion, and action^ is immediate and inseparable. How strikingly is this property of human
nature exhibited by the fact that, in popular
language, to be in a passion is to be angry! —
But,
" Anger in hasty worãs or hlows
Itself discharges on its íoes."
To be moved, then, by a passion, is to be excited,
often to externai, and always to internai, effort;
whether for the continuance and strengthening
of the passion, or for its suppression, accordingly as the course which it takes may be painf ul
or pleasurable. If the latter, the soul must
contribute to its support, or it never becomes
viyid, — and soon languishes, and dies. And
this brings us to the point. If every great poet
with whose writings men are familiar, in the
highest exercise of his genius, before he can
be thoroughly enjoyed, has to call forth and
to communicate power^ this service, in a still
greater degree, falls upon an original writer at
his first appearance in the world. — Of genius
the only proof is the act of doing well what is
worthy to be done, and what was never done
before: Of genius, in the fine arts, the only
infallible sign is the widening the sphere of
human sensibility for the delight, honour, and
benefit of human nature. Genius is the introduction of a new element into the intellectual
universe : or, if that be not allowed, it is the
application of powers to objects on which they
had not before been exercised, or the employment of them in such a manner as to produce
effects hitherto unknown. What is ali this
but an advance, or a conquest, made by the
soul of the poet ? Is it to be supposed that the
reader can make progress of this kind, like an
Indian prince or general — stretched on his
palanquin, and borne by slaves ? No; he is
invígorated and inspirited by his leader, in
order that he may exert himself ; for he cannot
proceed in quiescence, he cannot be carried
like a dead weight. Therefore to create taste
is to call forth and bestow power, of which
knowledge is the effect; and there lies the true
difficulty.
As the pathetic participates of an animal
sensation, it might seem that, if the springrs of
this emotion were genuine, ali men, possessed
of competent knowledge of the facts and circumstances, would be instantaneously affected.
And, doabtless, in the works of every true poet
will be found passages of that species of excellence which is proved by effects immediate and
universal. But there are emotions of the pathetic that are simple and direct, and others
that are complex and revolutionary; some to
which the heart yields with gentleness ; others
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against which it struggles with pride; these
varieties are infinite as the combinatioiis of circumstance and the constitutions of character.
Remember, also, that the médium through
which, in poetry, the heart is to be affeeted is
lang-uage; a thing subject to endless fluctuations and arbitrary associations. The genius of
the poet melts these down for his purpose ; but
they retain their shape and quality to him who
is not capable of exerting, within his own
mind, a corresponding energy. There is also a
meditative, as well as a hiiman, pathos ; an enthusiastic as well as an ordinary sorrow ; a sadness that has its seat in the depths of re^on, to
which the mind cannot sink gently of itself —
but to which it must descend by treading the
steps of thought. And for the sublime, — if we
consider what are the cares that occupy the
passing day, and how remote is the practice
and the course of life from the sources of subUmity in the soul of Man, can it be wondered
that there is littie existing preparation for a
poet charged with a new mission to extend its
kingdom, and to augment and spread its enjoyments ?
Away, then, with the senseless iteration of
the word popular applied to new works in
poetry, as if there were no test of excellence in
this firet of the fine arts but that ali men should
run after its productions, as if urged by an
appetite, or constrained by a spell! — The qualities of writing best fitted for eager reception
are either such as startie the world into attention by their audacity and extravagance; or
they are chiefly of a-superficial kind, lyingupon
the surfaces of manners; or arising out of a
selection and arrangement of incidents, by
which the mind is kept upon the stretch of
curiosity, and the fancy amused without the
trouble of thought. But in everything which
is to send the soul into herself, to be admonished of her weakness, or to be made conscious
of her power; wherever life and nature are
described as operated upon by the creative or
abstracting virtue of the imagination; wherever
the instinctive wisdom of antiquity and her
heroic passions uniting, in the heart of the poet,
with the meditative wisdom of later ages, have
produced that accord of sublimated humanity,
which is at once a history of the remote past
and a prophetic enunciation of the remotest
future; íAere, the poet must reconcile himself
for a season to few and scattered hearers.—
Grand thoughts (and Shakspeare must often
have sighed over this truth), as they are most
naturally and most fitly conceived in solitude,
so can they not be brought forth in the midst
of plaudits without some violation of their
sanctity. Go to a silent exhibition of the productions of the sister Art, and be convinced
that the qualities which dazzle at first sight,
and kindle the admiration of the multitude, are
essentially different from those by which permanent influence is secured. Let us not shrink
from following up these principies as far as
they will carry us, and conclude with observing
that there never has been a period, and perhaps
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never will be, in which vicious poetry, of some
kind or other, has not excited more zealous
admiration, and been far more generally read,
than good; but tlm advantage attends the
good, that the individual^ as well as the species,
survives from age to age; whereas, of tne depraved, though the species be immortal, the
individual quickly perishes ; the object of present admiration vanishes, being supplanted by
some other as easily produced; which, though
no better, brings with it at least the irritation
of novelty, — with adaptation, more or less
skilful, to the changing humours of the majority of those who are most at leisure to regard
poetical works when they first solicit their
attention.
Is it the result of the whole that, in the opinion of the Writer, the judgment of the People
is not to be respected ? The thought is most
injurious; and, could the charge be brought
against him, he would repel it with indignation.
The People have already been justified, and
their eulogium pronoimced by implication,
when it was said above that, of good poetry, the
individual^ as well as the species, survives. And
how does it survive but through the People ?
What preserves it but their intellect and their
wisdom ?
" Past and futxire, are the wings
On whose support, harmoniously conjoined,
Moves the great Spirit of human knowledge "
MS.
The voice that issues from this Spirit, is that
Vox Populi which the Deity inspires. Foolish
must he be who can mistake for this a local acclamation, or a transitory outcry — transitory
though it be for years, local though from a Nation. Still more lamentable is his error who can
believe that there is anything of divine infallibility in the clamour of that small though loud
portion of the community, ever governed by
factitious influence, which, under the name of
the Public, passes itself, upon the unthinking,
for the People. Towards the Public, the
Writer hopes that he feels as much deference
as it is entitled to: but to the People, philosophically characterised, and to the embodied
spirit of their knowledge, so far as it exists and
moves, at the present, faithfully supported by
its two wings, the past and the future, his devout respect, his reverence, is due. He offers
it willingly and readily; and, this done, takes
leave of his Readers, by assuring them that,
if he were not persuaded that the contents of
these Volumes, and the work to which they are
subsidiary, evince something of the " Vision and
the Faculty divine "; and that, both in words
and things, they will operate in their degree to
extend the domain of sensibility for the delight,
the honour, and the benefit of human nature,
notwithstanding the many happy hours which
he has employed in their composition, and the
manifold comforts and enjoyments they have
procured to him, he would not, if a wisn could
do it, save them from immediate destruction —
from becoming at this moment, to the world, as
a thing that had never been.
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In the present Volume, as in those that have
There can be no greater error, in this departpreceded it, the reader will have found occa- ment of legislation, than the belief that this
sionally opinions expressed upon the course of principie does by necessity operate for the depublic atfairs, and feelings given vent to as gradation of those who claim, or are so circumnational interests excited them. bince nothing, stanced as to make it likely they may claim,
I trust, has been uttered but in the spirit of through laws founded upon it, relief or assistreflective patriotism, tliose notices are left to ance. The direct contrary is the truth: it may
produce their own eífect; but, among the many be unaMwerably maintained that its tendency
objects of general concern, and tne chances is to raise, not to depress; by stamping a vaíue
going forward, which I have glanced at in upon life, which can belong to it only where
verse, are some especially affecting the lower the laws have placed men who are willing to
orders of society: in reference to these, I wish work, and yet cannot find employment, above
here to add a few words in plain prose.
the necessity of looking for protection against
Were I conscious of being able to do justice hunger and other natural evils, either to indito those important topics, I might avail my- vidual and casual charity, to despair and death,
self of the periodical press for oífering anony- or to the breach of law by theft or violence.
mously my thoughts, such as they are, to the
And here, as, in the Report of the Commis"world; but I feel that in proeuring attention, sioners, the fundamental principie has been
they may derive some advantage, however recognised, I am not at issue with them any
small, from ray name, in addition to that of farther than I am compelled to believe that
being presented in a less fugitive shape. It their *'remedial measures" obstruct the appliis also not impossible that the state of mind cation of it more than the interests of society
which some of the foregoing poems may have require.
produced in the reader, will dispose him to
And, calling to mind the doctrines of politireceive more readily the impression which I cal economy which are now prevalent, I cannot
desire to make, and to admit the conclusions forbear to enforce the justice of the principie,
I would establish.
and to insist upon its saluta^ operation.
And first for its justice: If self-preservation
I. The first thing that presses upon my at- be the first law of our nature, would not every
tention is the Poor-Law Amendment Act. I one in a state of nature be morally justifíed in
am aware of the magnitude and complexity of taking to himself that which is indispensable
the subject, and the unwearied attention which to such preservation, where, by so doing, he
it has received from men of far wider expe- would not rob another of that which might
rience than my own; yet I cannot forbear be equally indispensable to his preservation?
touching upon one point of it, and to this I will And if the value of life be regarded in a right
confine myself, though not insensible to the point of view, may it not be questioned whether
objection which may reasonably be brought this right of preserving life, at any expense
against treating a portion of this, or any other, short of endangering the life of another, does
great scheme of civil polity separately from not survive man's entering into the social state ;
the whole. The point to which I wish to draw whether this right can be surrendered or forthe reader's attention is, that ali persons who feited, except when it opposes the divine law,
cannot find employment, or procure wages upon any supposition of a social compact, or
sufficient to support the body in health and of any convention for the protection of mere
strength, are entitled to a maintenance by law. rights of property ?
This dictate of hnmanity is acknowledged in
But if it be not safe to touch the abstract
the Report of the Commissioners: but is there question of man's right in a social state to help
not room for apprehension that some of the himself even in the last extremity, may we
regrulations of the new act have a tendency to not still contend for the duty of a christian
render the principie nugatory by difficuíties government, standing in loco parentis towards
thrown in the way of applying it? If this be ali its subjects, to make such effectuál proso, persons will not be wanting to show it, by vision, that no one shall be in danger of perishexamining the provisions of the act in detail, — ing either through the neglect or harshness of
an attempt which would be quite out of place its legislation ? Or, waiving this, is it not inhere; but it will not, therefore, be deemed un- disputable that the claim of the state to the
becoming in one who fears that the prudence allegiance involves the protection of the subof the head may, in framing some of those pro- ject ? And, as ali rights in one party impose a
visions, have supplanted the wisdom of the correlative duty upon another, it follows that
heart, to enforce a principie which cannot be the right of the state to require the services of
violated without infringing upon one of the its members, even tò the jeoparding of their
most precious rights of the English people, lives in the common defence, establishes a
and opposing one of the most sacred claims right in the people (not to be gainsaid by utiliof civilised humanity.
tarians and economists) to public support when
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from any cause they may be unable to support
themselyes.
Let us now consider the salutary and benign
operation of this principie. Hera we must
have recourse to elementary feelings of human
nature, and to truths which from their very
obviousness are apt to be slighted, till they are
forced upon our notice by our own sufferings or
those of others. In the Paradise Lost," Milton
representa Adam, after the Fali, as exclaiming,
in the anguish of his soul —
" Did I request Thee, Maker, from my clay
To mould me man; did I solicít Tbee
From darkness to promote me ?
My will
Concurred not to my being."
ünder how many various pressures of misery
have men been driven thus, in a strain touching upon impiety, to expostulate with the Çreator! and under few so afflictive as when the
souree and origin of earthly existence have been
brought back to the mind by its impending
dose in the pangs of destitution. But as long
as, in our legislation, due weight shall be given
to this principie, no man will be forced to bewail the gift of life in hopeless want of the
necessaries of life.
Englishmen have, therefore, by the progress
of civilisation among them, been placed in circumstances more favourable to piety and resignation to the divine will than the inhabitants
of other countries, where a like provision has
not been established. And as Providence, in
this care of our countrymen, acts through a
human médium, the objects of that care must,
in like manner, be more inclined towards a
grateful love of their fellow-men. Thus, also,
do strongerities attach the people to their country, whether while they tread its soil, or, at a
distance, think of their native land as an indulgent parent, to whose arms even they who
have been imprudent and undeserving may,
like the prodigal son, betake themselves, without fear of being rejected.
Such is the view of the case that would first
present itself to a reflective mind; and it i^ in
vain to show, by appeals to experience, in contrast with this view, that provisions founded
upon the principie have promoted profaneness
OI life and dispositions the reverse of philanthropic, by spreading idleness, selfishness, and
rapacity: for these evils have arisen, not as an
inevitable consequence of the principie, but for
want of judgment in framing laws based upon
it; and, above ali, from faults in the mode of
administering the law. The mischief that has
grown to such a height from granting relief in
cases where proper vigilance would have shown
that it was not required, or in bestowing it in
undue measure, will be urged by no truly enlightened statesman as a sufficient reason for
banishing the principie itself from legislation.
Let us recur to the miserable states of consciousness that it precludes.
There is a story told, by a traveller in Spain,
of a female who, by a sudden shock of domestic

calamity, was driven out of her senses, and ever
after looked up incessantly to the sky, feeling
that her fellow-creatures could do nothing for
her relief. Can there be Snglishmen who, with
a good end in view, would, uponsystem, expose
their brother Englishmen to a like necessity of
looking upwards only; or downwards to the
earth, after it shall contain no spot where the
destitute can demand, by civil right, what by
right of nature they are entitled to ?
íSuppose the objects of our sympathy not sunk
into this blank despair, but wandering about as
strangers in streets and ways, with the hope
of succour from casual charity ; what have we
gained by such a change of scene ? Woful is
the condition of the famished Northern Indian,
dependent, among winter snows, upon the
chance-passage of a herd of deer, from which
one, if brought down by his rifle-gun, may be
made the means of keeping him and his companions alive. As miserable is that of some
savage Islander, who, when the land has ceased
to afford him sustenance, watches for food
which the waves may cast up, or in vain endeavours to extract it from the inexplorable
deep. But neither of these is in a state of
wretchedness comparable to that which is so
often endured in civilised society: multitudes,
in ali ages, have known it, of whom may be
said; —
" Homeless, near a thousand homes they stood,
And near a thousand tables píned, and wanted food."
Justly might I be accused of wasting time in
an uncalled-for attempt to excite the feelings of
the reader, if systems of political economy,
widely spread, did not impugn the principie,
and if the saf eg^ards ^ainst such extremities
were left unimpaired. It is broadly asserted by
many, that every man who endeavours to find
work may find it: were this assertioncapable of
being verified, there still would remain a question, what kind of work, and how far may the
labourer be fit for it ? For if sedentary work is
to be exchanged for standing, and some light
and nice exercise of the fingers, to which an
artisan has been accustomed ali his life, for
severe labour of the arms, the best efforts would
turn to little account, and occasion would be
given for the unthinking and the unfeeling unwarrantably to reproach those who are put upon
such employment as idle, froward, and unworthy of relief, either by law or in any other
way ! Were this statement correct, there would
indeed be an end of the argument, the principie
here maintained would be superseded. But,
alas I it is far otherwise. That principie, applicable to the benefit of ali countries, is indispensable for England, upon whose coast families
are perpetually deprived of their support by
shipwreck, and where large masses of men are
so liable to be thrown out of their ordinary
means of gaining bread, by changes in commercial intercourse, subject mainly or solely to the
will of foreign powers; by new discoveries in
arts and manufactures; and by reckless laws,
I in conformity with theories of political econ*
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omy, which, whether right or wrong' in the
abstract, hareproved a scourgeto tens of tliousands by the abruptness with which tbey liave
been carried into practice.
But it is urged,—refuse altogether compulsory relief to the able-bodied, and the number
of those who stand in need of relief will steadily
diminish through a convietion of an absolute
necessity for greater f orethought and more prudent care of a nian's earnings. Undoubtedlyit
would, but so also "would it, and in a much
greater degree, if the legislativo provisions were
retained, and parochial relief a^ministered under
the care of the upper classes, as it ought to be.
For it has been invariably found, that wherever
the funds have been raised and applied under
the superintendence of gentlemen and substantial proprietors, acting in vestries and as overseers, 'pauperism has diminished accordingly.
Proper care in that quarter would effectualíy
check what is felt in some districts to be one of
the worst evils in the poor law system, viz. the
readiness of small and needy proprietors to join
in imposing rates that seemingly subject them
to great hardships, while, in fact, this is done
with a mutual understanding that the relief
each is ready to bestow upon his still poorer
neighbours will be granted to himself, or his
relatives, should it hereafter be applied for.
But let us look toinnersentimentsof anobler
quality, in order to know what we have to build
upon. AíFecting proofs oceur in every one's experience, who is acquainted with the unfortunate and the indigent, of their unwillingness to
derive their subsistence from aught but their
own funds or labour, or to be indebted to parochial assistance for the attainment of any object,
however dear to them. A case was reported,
the other day, from a coroner's inquest, 01 a pair
who, through the space of four years, Iiad carried about their dead infant from house to
house, and from lodging to lodging, as their
necessities drove them, rather than ask the
parish to bear the expense of its interment: —
the poor creatures lived in the hope of one day
being able to bury their child at their own cost.
It must have been heart-rendering to see and
hear the mother, who had been called upon to
account for the state in which the body was
found, make this deposition. Bysome, judging
coldly, if not harshly, this conduct might be
imputed to an unwarrantable pride, as she and
her husband had, it is true, been once in prosperity. But examples, where the spirit of independence works with equal strength, though
not with like miserable accompaniments, are
frequently to be found even yet among the
humblest peasantry and mechanics. There is
not, then, sufficient cause for doubting that a
like sense of honour may be revived among the
people, and their ancient habits of independence
restored, without resorting to those severities
which the new Poor Law Act has introduced.
But even if the surfaces of things only are to
be examined, we have a right to expect that
lawgivers should take into account the various
tempers and dispositions of mankind : while
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some are led, by the ezistence of a legislative
provision, into idleness and extravagance, the
economical virtues might be cherished in others
by the knowledge that, if ali their efForts fail,
they have in the Poor Laws a refuge from the
storm and a shadow from the heat.** Despondency and distraction are no friends to prudence :
thespringsof industry will relax,if cheerfulness
be destroyed by anxiety ; without hope men
become reckloss, and have a sullen pride in
adding to the heap of their own wretchedness.
He who feels that ne is abandoned by his fellowmen will be almost irresistibly driven to care
little for himself; will lose his self-respect accordingly, and with that loss what remains to
him of virtue ?
With ali due deference to the particular experience and general intelligence of the individuais who framed the Act, and of those who in
and out of parliament have approved of and
supported it, it may be saidthat it proceeds too
much upon the presumption that it is a labouring man's own fault if ne be not, as the phrase
is, beforehand with the world. But the most
prudent are liable to be thrown back by sickness, cutting them o£E from labour, and causing
to them expense : and who but has observed
how distress creeps upon multitudes without
misconduct of their own; and merely from a
gradual fali in the price of labour, without a
correspondent one in the price of provisions; so
that men who may have ventured upon the
marriaçe state with a fairprospect of maintaining their families in comfort and happiness, see
them reduced to a pittance which no effoit of
theirs can increase ? Let it be remembered,
also, that there are thousands with whom vicious'
habits of expense are not the cause why they do
not store up their gains; but they are generous
and kind-hearted, and ready to ixelp their kindred and friends ; moreover, they have a faith
in Providence that those who have been prompt
to assist others, will not be left destitute, should
they themselves come to need. By acting from
these blended feelings, numbers have rendered
themselves incapable of standing up against a
sudden reverse. Nevertheless, these men, in
common with ali who have the misfortune to be
in want, if many theorists had their wish, would
be thrown upon one or other of those three
sharp points of condition before adverted to,
from which the intervention of law has hitherto
saved them.
Ali that has been said tends to show how the
principie contended for makes the gift of life
more valuable, and has, it may be hoped, led
to the conclusion that its legitimate operation
is to make men worthier of that gfift; in other
words, not to degrade but to exalt human nature. But the subject must not be dismissed
without adverting to the indirect influence of
the same principie upon the moral sentiments
of a people among whom it is embodied in law.
In our criminal jurisprudence there is a maxim,
deservedly eulogised, that it is better that ten*
guilty persons shall escape, than that one innocent man should suffer; so, also, might it be
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maintained, with regard to the Poor Laws, that
it is better for the interests of humanity among
the people at large, that ten undeserving should
partake of the funds provided, than that one
morally gfood man^ through waiit of relief,
should either have his principies corrupted or
his energias destroyed; than that such a one
should either be driven to do wrong or be east
to tlje earth in utter hopelessness. In France
the English maxim of criminal jurisprudence is
reversed; there, it is deemed better that ten
innocent men should suíFer than one guilty
escape: in France there is no universal provision for the poor; and we may judg-e of the
small value set upon hunian life in the metropoiis of that country, by merely noticing the
disrespect with which, after death, the body is
treated, not by the thoughtless vulgar, but in
schools of anatomy, presided over by men
allowed to be, in their own art and in pnysical
science, araong the most enlightened in the
world. In the East, where countries are overrun with population as with a weed, infinitely
more respect is shown to the remains of the
deceased ; and what a bitter niockery is it, that
this insensibility should be found where civil
polity is so busy in minor regulations, and ostentatiously careful to grratify the luxurious propensities, whether social or intellectual, of the
multitude I Irreligion is, no doubt, much concerned with this offensive disrespect shown to
the bodies of the dead in France; but it is
mainly attributable to the state in which so
many of the living are left by the absence of
compulsory provision for the indigent so humanely established by the law of England.
Sights of abject raisery, perpetually recurring,
harden the heart of the coraraunity. In the
perusal of history and of works of fiction we
are not, indeed, unwilling to have our commiseration excited by such objects of distress as
they present to us ; but, in the concems of real
life, men know that such emotions are not given
to be indulged for their own sakes: there, the
conscience declares to them that sympathy
must be followed by action; and if there exist
a previous conviction that the power to relieve
is utterly inadequate to the demand, the eye
shrinks from communication with wretchedness, and pity and compassion languish, like
any other qualities that are deprived of their
natural aliment. Let these considerations be
duly weighed by those who trust to the hope
that an increase of private charity, with ali its
advantages of superior discrimination, would
more than compensate for the abandonment of
those principies, the wisdom of which has been
here insisted upon. How discouraging, also,
would be the sense of injustice, which could
not fail to arise in the minds of the well-disposed, if the burden of supporting the poor, a
burden of which the selfish have hitherto by
compulsion borne a share, should now, or hereafter, be thrown exclusively upon the benevolent.
By having put an end to the Slave Trade and
Slavery, the British people are exalted in the

scale of humanity; and they cannot but feel
so, if they look into themselves, and duly consider their relation to God and their fellowcreatures. That was a noble advance ; but a
retrograde movement will assuredly be made,
if ever the principie which has been here defended should be either avowedly abandoned
or but ostensibly retained.
But, after ali, there may be a little reason to
apprehend permanent injury from any experiment that may be tried. On the one side will
be human nature rising up in her own defence,
and on the other prudential selfishness acting
to the same purpose, from a conviction that,
without a compulsory provision for the exigencies of the labouring multitude, that degree of
ability to regulate the price of labour, which is
indispensable for the reasonable interest of arts
and manufactures, cannot, in Great Britain, be
upheld.
II. In a poem of the foregoing collection
allusion is made to the state of the workmen
congregated in manufactories. In order to
relieve many of the evils to which that class of
society are subject, and to establish a better
harmony between them and their employers, it
would be well to repeal such laws as prevent
the formation of joint-stock companies. There
are, no doubt, many and great obstacles to the
formation and salutary working of these societies, inherent in tlie mind of those whom
tliey would obviously benefit. But the combinations of masters to keep down, unjustly,
the price of labour would be fairly checked by
them, as far as they were practicable; they
would encoarage economy, inasmuch as they
would enable a man to draw profit from his
sayings, by investing them in buildings or machinery for processes of manufacture with
which he was habitually connected. His little
capital would then be working for him while
he was at rest or asleep; he would more clearly
perceive the necessity of capital for carrying
on great works; he would better learn to respect the larger portions of it in the hands of
others; he would be less tempted to join in
unjust combinations; and, for the sake of his
own property, if not for higher reasons, he
would be slow to promote local disturbance or
endanger public tranquillity; he would, at least,
be loth to act in that way hnowingly: for it is
not to be denied that such societies might be
nurseries of opinions unfavourable to a mixed
constitution of govemment, like that of Great
Britain. The democratic and republican spirit
which they might be apt to foster would not,
however, be dangerous in itself, but only as it
might act without beingsufficientlycounterbalanced, either by landed proprietorship, or by a
Church extending itself so as to embrace an e vergrowing and ever-shifting population of mechanics and artisans. But if the tendencies of
such societies would be to make the men prosper
who might belong to them, rulers and legislators should rejoice in the result, and do their
duty to the state by upholding and extending
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the influence of that Church to whicli it owes,
in so great a measure, its safety, its prosperity,
and its glory.
This, in the temper of the present times, may
be difficult, but it is becoiue indispensable,
sinee lar8:e towns in great mirabers have sprung
up, and others have increased tenfold, with
little or no dependence upon the gentry and the
landed proprietors; and apart from those mitigated feudal institutions, which, till of late,
have acted so powerfuUy upon the composition
of the House of Commons. Now it may be
affirmed that, in quarters "where there is not an
attachment to the Church, or the landed aristocracy, and a pride in supporting them, there
the people "will dislike both, and be ready, upon
such incitements as are perpetually recurring,
to join in attempts to overthrow them. There
is no neutral ground here: from want of due
attention to the state of society in large towns
and raanufacturing districts, and ignorance or
disregard of these obvious truths, innumerable
well-meaning persons became zealous supporters of a Reform Bill, the qualities and powers
of which, whether destructive or constructive,
they would otherwise have been afraid of; and
even the framers of that bill, swayed as they
might be by party resentments and personal
ambition, could not have gone so far, had not
they too been lamentably ignorant or neglectful
of the same truths both of fact and philosophy.
But let that pass; and let no opponent of
the bill be tempted to compliment his own
foresight, by exaggerating the mischiefs and
dangers that have sprung from it: let not time
be wasted in profitless regrets; and let those
party distinctions vanish to their very names
that have separated men who, whatever course
they may have pursued, have ever had a bond
of union in the wish to save the limited monarchy and those other institutions that have,
under Providence, rendered for so long a period
of time this country the happiest and worthiest
of which there is any record since the foundation of civil society.
III. A philosophic mind is best pleased when
looking at religion in its spiritual bearing; as a
guide of conduct, a solace under afílitition, and
a support amid the instabilities of mortal life ;
but the Church having been forcibly brought
by political considerations to my notice, while
treating of the labouring classes, I cannot forbear saying a few words upon that momentous
tome.
There is a loud clamour for extensive change
in that department. The clamour would be entitled to more respect if they who are the most
eager to swell it with their voices were not generally the most ignorant of the real state of the
Church and the service it renders to the community. üeform is the word employed. Let
us pause and consider what sense it is apt to
carry, and how things are confounded by a lax
use of it. The great religious Reformation, in
the sixteenth century, did not profess to be a
new construction, but a restoratiou of some-
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thing fallen into decay, or put out of sight.
That familiar and justifíable use of the word
seems to have paved the way for fallacies with
respect to the term reform, which it is difficult
to escape from. Were we to speak of improvement and the correction of abuses, we should
run less risk of being deceived ourselves or of
misleading others. We should be less likely
to fali blindly into the belief that the change
demanded is a renewal of something that has
existed before, and that, therefore, we have experience on our side; nor should "we be equally
tempted to beg the question that the change
for which we are eager must be advantageous.
From generation to generation, men are the
dupes of words; and it is painful to observe
that so many of our species are most tenacious
of those opinions which they have formed with
the least consideration. They who are the
readiest to meddle with public affairs, whether
in church or state, fly to generalities, that they
may be eased from the trouble of thinking
about particulars ; and thus is deputed to mechanical instrumentality the work which vital
knowledge only can do well.
Abolish pluralities, have a resident incumbent in every parish," is a favourite cry; but,
without adverting to other obstacles in the way
of this specious scheme, it may be asked what
benefit would accme from its indiscriminate
adoption to counterbalance the harm it would
introduce, by nearly extinguishing the order
of curates, unless the revenues of the church
should grow with the population, and be greatly
increased in niany thinly-peopled districts, especially among the parishes of the North.
The order of curates is so beneficiai, that
some particular notice of it seems to be required in this place. For a church poor as,
relatively to the numbers of people, that of
Fngland is, and probably will continue to be, it
is no small advantage to have youthful servants, who will work upon the wages of hope
and expectation. Still more advantageous is it
to have, by means of this order, young men
scattered over the country, who being more
detached from the temporal concems of the
beneüce, have more leisure for improvement
and study, and are less subject to be brought
into secular collision with those who are under
their spiritual guardianship. The curate, if he
reside at a distance from the incumbent, undertakes the requisite responsibilities of a temporal
kind, in that modified way which prevents him,
as a new-comer, from being charged with selfishness: while it prepares him for entering upon
a benefice of his own with something of a suitable experience. If he should act under and
in co-operation with a resident incumbent, the
gain is mutual. His studies will probably be
assisted ; and his training, managed by a superior, will not be liable to relapse in matters of
prudence, seemliness, or in any of the highest
cares of his functions; and by way of retum for
these benefits to the pupil, it will often happen
that the zeal of a middle-aged or declining incumbent will be revived, by being in near com-
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munion with the ardour of youth, when his own
eíforts may have languished through a melancholy consciousness that they have not produced
as much good among his flock as, when he first
entered upon the charge, he fondíy hoped.
Let one remark, and that not the least important, be added. A curate, entering for the
nrst time upon his ofíice, comes from college
after a course of expense, and with such inexperience in the use of money that in his new
situation he is apt to fali unawares into pecuniary difficulties. If this happens to him, much
more likely is it to happen to the youthful incumbent, whose relations, to his parishionera
and to society, are more complicated; and, his
income being lai^er and independent of another,
a costUer style of living is required of him by
public opinion. If embarrassment should ensue,
and with that unavoidably some loss of respectability, his future usefulness will be proportionably impaired: not so with the curate, for he
can easily remove and start afresh with a stock
of experience and an unblemished reputation;
whereas the early indiscretions of an incumbent
being rarely forgotten, may be impediments
to the efficacy of his ministry for the remainder of his life. The same observations would
appiy with equal force to doctrine. A young
minister is liable to errors, from his notions
being either too lax or overstrained. In both
'cases it would prove injurious that the error
should be remembered, after study and reflection, with advancing years, shall have brought
him to a clearer discernment of the truth, and
better judgment in the application of it.
It must be acknowledged that, among the
regulations of ecclesiastical polity, none at first
view are more attractive than that which prescribes for every parish a resident incumbent.
How agreeable to picture to one's self, as has
been done by poets and romance-writers, from
Chaucer down to Goldsmith, a man devoted to
his ministerial of&ce, with not a wish or a
thought ranging beyond the circuit of its cares!
Nor is it in poetry and fiction only that such
characters are found ; they are scattered, it is
hoped not sparingly, over real life, especially
in sequestered and rural districts, where there
is but small influx of new inhabitants, and little
change of occupation. The spirit of the Gospel,
unaided by acquisitions of profane learning and
experience in the world,—that spirit and the
obligations of the sacred office may, in such
situations, suffice to effect most of what is
needful. But for the complex state of society
that prevails in England much more is required, both in large towns and in many extensive districts of the country. A minister there
should not only be irreproachable in manners
and morais, but accomplished in leaming, as
far as is possible without sacrifice of the least
of his pastoral duties. As necessary, perhaps
more so, is it that he should be a citizen as well
as a scholar; thoroughly acquainted with the
structure of society and the constitution of civil
government, and able to reason upon both with
the most expert; ali ultimately in order to sup-

port the truths of Christianity and to diffuse
its blessings.
A youDg man coming fresh from the place of
his education cannot have brought with him
these accomplishments; and if the scheme of
equalising church incomes, which many advisers are much bent upon, be realised, so that
there should be little or no secular inducement
for a clergyman to desire a removal from the
spot where he may chance to have been first
set down; surely not only opportunities for
obtaining the requisite qualifications would be
^minished, but the motives for desiring to obtain them would be proportionably weakened.
And yet these qualifications are indispensable
for the diffusion of that knowledge by which
alone the political philosophy of the New Testament can be rightly expounded, and its precepts
adequately enforced. In these times, when the
press is daily exercising so great a power over
the minds of the people, for wrong or for right
as may happen, that preacher ranks among the
first of benefactors who, without stooping to
the direct treatment of current politics and
passing events, can furnish infallible guidance
through the delusions that surround them ; and
who, appealing to the sanctions of Scripture,
may place the grounds of its injunctions in so
clear a light that disaffection shall cease to be
cultivated as a laudable propensity, and loyalty
cleansed from the dishonour of a blind and
prostrate obedience.
It is not, however, in regard to civic duties
alone, that this knowledge in a minister of the
Gospel is important; it is still more so for softening and subduing private and personal discontents. In ali places, and at ali times, men
have gratuitously troubled themselves, because
their survey of the dispensations of Providence
has been partial and narrow; but now that
readers are so greatly multiplied, men judge as
they are taughU and repinings are engendered
every where, by imputations being cast upon the
government; and are prolonged or aggravated
by being ascribed to misconduct or injustice in
rulers, when the individual himself only is in
fault. If a Christian pastor be competent tc
deal with these humours, as they may be dealt
with, and by no members of society so successfully, both from more frequent and more
favourable opportunities of intercourse, and by
aid of the authority with which he speaks; he
will be a teacher of moderation, a dispenser
of the wisdom that blunts approaching distress
by submission to God's will, and lightens, by
patience, grievances which cannot be removed.
We live in times when nothing, of public
good at least, is generally acceptable, but what
we believe can be traced to preconceived intention and specific acts and formal contrivances
of human understanding. A Christian instructor thoroughly accomplished would be a standing restraint upon such presumptuousness of
judgment, by impressing the truth that
" In the unreasonii^ progresa of the world
A wiser spirit is at work for us,
A better eye than oura."
MS.
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Revelation points to the purity and peace of a
future world; but our sphere of duty is upon
earth; and the relations of impure and conflictingthings to each other must be understood, or
we shall be perpetually going wrong, in ali but
goodness of intention; and goodness of intention wili itself relax through frequent disappointraent. How desirable, then, is it, that a
minister of the Gospel should be versed in the
knowledge of existing facts, and be accustomed
to a wide range of social experience ! Nor is it
less desirable for the purpose of counterbalancing and tempering in his own mind that ambition with whicli spiritual power is as apt to be
tainted as any other species of power which
men covet or possess.
It must be obvious that the scope of the argument is to discourage an attenipt which would
introduce into the Church of Kngland an equality of income and station, upon the model of
that of Scotland. The sounder part of the
Scottish nation know what good their ancestors
derived frona their church, and feel how deeply
the living generation is indebted to it. They respect and love it, as accommodated in so great
a measure to a comparatively poor country,
through the far greater portion of which prevails a uniformity of employmentj but the acknowledged deficiency of theological learning
among the clergy of that church is easily accounted for by this very equality. What else
may be wanting there it would be unpleasant
to_ inquire, and might prove invidious to determine : one thing, however, is clear; that in ali
countries the temporalities of the Church Establishment should bear an analogy to the state of
society, otherwise it cannot diffuse its influence
through the whole community. In a country so
rich and luxurious as England, the character of
its clergy must unavoidably sink, and their influence be eyerywhere impaired, if individuais
frora the upper ranks, and men of leading talents, are to have no inducements to enter into
that body but such as are purely spiritual. And
this ** tinge of secularity " is no reproach to the
clergy, nor does it imply a deficiency of spiritual
endowments. Parents and guardians, looking
forward to sources of honourable maintenance
for their children and wards, often direct their
thoughts early towards the church, being determined partly by outward circunistances, and
partly by indications of seriousness or intellectual fitness. It is natural that a boy or
youth, with such a prospect before him, should
turn his attention to those studies, and be led
into those habits of refiection, which will in
some degree tend to prepare him for the duties
he is hereafter to undertake. As he draws
nearer to the time when he will be called to
these duties, he is both led and compelled to
examine the Scriptures. He becomes more and
more sensible of their truth. Devotion grows
in him; and what might begin in temporal
considerations, will end (as in a majority of instances we trust it does) in a spiritual-mindedness not unworthy of that Gospel, the lessons of
which he is to teach, and the faith of which he
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is to inculcate. Not inappositely may be here repeated an observation which, from its obviousness and importance, must have been frequently
made, viz. that the impoverishing of the clergy,
and bringing their incomes much nearer to a
levei, would not cause them to become less
worlaly-minded: the emoluments, howsoever
reduced, would be as eagerly sought for, but
by men from lower classes in society ; men who,
by their manners, habits, abilities, and the
scanty measure of their attainments, would unavoidably be less fitted for their station, and
less competent to discharge its duties.
Visionary notions have in ali ages been afloat
upon the pbject of best providing for the
clergy; notions which have been sincerely entertamed by good men, with a view to the improvement of that order, and eagerly caught at
and dwelt upon by the designing, for its degradation and disparagement. Some are beguiled
by what they call the voluntary system^ not seeing (what stares one in the face at the very
threshold) that they who stand in most need of
religious instruction are unconscious of the
want, and therefore cannot reasonably be expected to make any sacrifices in order to supply
it. Will the licentious, the sensual, and the depraved, take from the means of their gratifications and pursuits, to support a discipline that
cannot advance without uprooting the trees
that bear the fruit which they devour so greedily ? Will they pay the price of that seed whose
harvest is to be reaped in an invisible world ?
A voluntary system for the religious exigencies
of a people numerous and circumstanced as we
are I Not more absurd would it be to expect
that a knot of boys should draw upon the pittance of their pocket-money to build schools, or
out of the abundance of their discretion be able
to select fit masters to teach and keep them in
order I Some, who clearly perceive the incompetence and folly of such ascheme for the agricultural part of the people, nevertheless think
it feasible in large towns, where the rich might
subscribe for the religious instruction of the
poor. Alas ! they know little of the thick darkness that spreads over the streets and alleys of
our large towns. The parish of Lambeth, a
few years since, contained not more than one
church and three or four small proprietary
chapeis, while dissenting chapeis or every denomination were still more scantily found there ;
yet the inhabitants of the parish amounted
at that time to upwards of 50,000. Were the
parish church and the chapeis of the Establishment existing there an impediment to the
spread of the Gospel among that mass of people ? Who shall dare to say so ? But if any
one, in the face of the fact which has just been
stated, and in opposition to authentic reports to
the same efPect from various other quarters,
should still contend that a voluntary system is
sufficient for the spread and maintenance of
religion, we would ask, what kind of religion?
wherein would it diíFer, among the many, from
deplorable fanaticism ?
For the preservation of the Church Establish-
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ment, ali men, whether they belong toit or not,
could they perceive their true interest, would
be strenuous; but how inadequate are its provisions for the needs of the country ! and how
much is it to be regjetted that, while its zealous
friends yield to alarms on account of the hostility of dissent, they should so much overrate
the danger to be apprehended from that quarter,
and almost overlook the fact that hundreds of
thousands of our fellow-countrymen, thoiigh
formally and nominally of the Church of England, never enter her places of worshlp, neither
have they communication with her ministers!
^ This deplorable state of things was partly produced by a decay of zeal among* t'he rich and iníiuential, and partly by a want of due expansive
power in the constitution of the Establishment
as regulated by law. Private benefactors, in
their efforts to build and endow churches, have
been frustrated or too much impeded by legal
obstacles ; these, where they are unreasonable
or unfitted for the times, ought to be reraoved;
and, keeping clear of intolerance and injustice,
means should be used to render the presence
and powers of the church commensurate with
the wants of a shiftlng and still-increasing population.
This cannot be effected, uniess the English
Government vindicate the truth that, as her
church exists for the benefit of ali (though not
in equal degree), whether of her communionor
not, ali should be made to contribute to its
support. If this ground be abandoned, cause
will be given to fear that a moral wound may
be infiicted upon the heart of the English people,
for which a remedy cannot be speedily provided
by the utmost efforts which the members of the
Church will themselves be able to make.
But let the friends of the church be of good
courage. Powers are at work, by which, under
Divine Providence, she may be strengthened
and the sphere of her usefulness extended; not
by alterations in her Liturgy, accommodated to
tíiis or that demand of finical taste, nor by cutting o£í this or that from her articles or Canons,
to which the scrupulous or the overweening may
object. Covert schism, and open nonconformity, would survive after alterations, however
promising in the eyes of those whose subtilty
nad been exercised in making them. Latitudinarianism is the parhelion of liberty of conscience, and will ever successfully lay claim to
a divided worship. Among Presbyterians, Socinians, Baptists, and Independents, there will
always be found numbers who will tire of their
several creeds, and some will come over to the
Church. Conventicles may disappear, congregations in each denomination may fali into
decay or be broken up, but the conquests which
the National Church ought chiefly to aim at,
lie among the thousands and tens of thousands
of the unhappy outcasts who grow up with no religion at ali. The wants of these cannot but be
feelingly remembered. Whatever may be the
disposition of the new constituencies under the
reformed parliament, and the course which
the men of their choice may be inclined or com-
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pelled to foUow, it may be confidently hoped
that individuais, acting in their piivate capacities, will endeavour to make up for the deficiencies of the legislature. Is it too much to expect
that proprietors of large estates, where the
inhabitants are without religious instruction, or
where it is sparingly supplied, will deem it their
duty to take part in this good work ; and that
thriving manufacturers and merchants will, in
their several neighbourhoods, be sensible of the
like obligation, and act upon it with generous
rivalry ?
Moreover, the force of public opinion is rapidly increasing, and some may bend to it, who
are not so happy as to be swayed by a higher
motive; especially they who derive large incomes from lay-impropriations in tracts of country where ministers are few and meagrely
provided for. A claim still stronger may be
acknowledged by those who, round their superb
habitations, or elsewhere, walk over vast estates
which were lavished upon their ancestors by
royal favouritism or purchased at insignificant
prices after church-spoliation; such proprietors,
though not conscience-stricken (there is no call
for that), may be prompted to make a return
for which their tenantry and dependents will
learn to bless their names. An impulse has
been given; an accession of means from these
several sources, co-operating with a ií;e//-considered change in the distribution of some parts
of the property at present possessed by the
church, a change scrupulously founded upon
due respect to law and justice, will, we trust,
bring about so much of what her friends desire,
that the rest may be calmly waited for, w^ith
thankfulness for what shall have been obtained.
Let it not be thought unbecoming in a layman to have treated at length a subject with
which the clergy are more intimately conversant. Ali may, without impropriety, speak of
what deeply concerns ali; nor need an apology
be offered for going over ground which has been
trod before so ably and so often; without pretending, however, to anything of novelty, either
in matter or manner, something may have been
offered to view which will save the writer from
the imputation of having little to recommend
his labour but goodness of intention.
It was with reference to thoughts and feelings
expressed in verse, that I entered upon the
above notices, and with verse I will conclude.
The passage is extracted from my MSS. written
above thirty years ago : it turns upon the individual dignity which humbleness of social condition does not preclude, but frequently promotes.
It has no direct bearing upon clubs for the discussion of public affairs, nor upon political or
trade-unions; but if a single workman — who,
being a member of one of those clubs, runs the
risk of becoming an agitator, or who, being enrolled in a union, mnst be left without a will of
his own, and therefore a slave — should read
these lines, and be touched by them, I should
indeed rejoice, and little would I care for losing
credit as a poet with intemperate critics, who
think differently from me upon political philo»
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sophy or public measures, if the sober-minded
admit that, in general views, my affections have
been moved, and my imaginatíon exercised, under and for the guidance o£ reason.
" Here might I pause, and bend in reverence
To Nature, and the power of iiuman minds;
To men as they are meu 'within themselves.
How oft high eervice is performed witbiu,
When ali the externai man is rude in show ;
Not like a temple rich with pomp and gold,
But a mere mountain chapei that protects
Its BÍmple worshippers from sun and shower !
Of these, said I, shall be my song ; of these,
If future years mature me for the task,
Will I record the praises, making verse
Deal boldly with substantial things — in truth
And sanctity of passion, speak of these,
That justice may be dona, obeisance paid
Where it is due. Thus haply shall I teach,
Inspire, through unadulterated ears
Pour rapture, tenderness, and hope; my theme
No other than the very heart of man,
As found among the best of those who live,
Not unexalted by religious faith,
Nor uniníormed by books, good books, though íew,
In Nature'8 presence: thence may I select
Sorrow that is not sorrow, but delight,
And miserable love that is not pain
To hear of, for the glory that redounds
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Therefrora to human kind, and what we are.
Be mine to follow with no timid atep
Where knowledge leads me ; it shall be my pride
That I liave dared to tread this holy ground,
Speaking no dream, but things oracular,
Matter not lightly to be heard by those
Who to theletter of the outward promise
Do read the invisible soul; by men adroit
In speech, and for communion with the world
Accomplished, minds wbose faculties are then
Most active when they are most eloquent,
And elevated most when most admired.
Men may be found of other mould than these ;
Who are their oun upholders, to themselves
Encouragement and energy, and will;
Expressing liveliest thoughts in lively words
As native passion dictates. Others, too,
There are, among the walks of homely life,
Still higher, men for contemplation framed ;
Shy, and unpractised in the strife of phrase ;
Meek men, whose very souls perhaps would sink
Beneath them, summoned to such intercourse.
Theirs is the language of the heavens, the power,
The thought, the image, and the silent joy :
Words are but under-agents tu their souls ;
Wlien they are grasping with their greatest strength
They do not breathe among them ; this I speak
In gratitude to God, who feeds our hearts
For hia own service, knoweth, loveth us,
When we are unregarded by the world.' *

NOTES
1785
Page 1. Lines Written as a SchooIí ExBRCISE AT HAWKSHEAD.
The great teachers of our time insist that the
first movements in the evolutiouary processes
must be read in the light of ali that follow. So
it is in the study of the works of a great poet;
after becoining familiar with ali the stages of
his art we return to the ârst and elemental
stage and view it in the light of ali that followed. The early poems of Wordsworth have
a singular interest when thus considered, although in themselres they may be quite insigniâcant. We must remember it was at Hawkshead that this shy, awkward Cumberland lad
carne under influences which were the most
vital in forming his poetic ideas. In the old
Edward VI. School, founded by Archbishop
Sandys of York in 1588, he had revealed to
him something of the dignity, beauty, and
catholicity of learning. The statutes provided
that *Hhere shall be a perpetuai free school, to
be called the free grammar school of Edwyne
Sandys, for teaching grammar and the principies of the Greek tongue, with other sciences
necessary to be taught in the school, freely,
without taking any stipend, wages, or other
exactions from the scholars resorting to the
said school for learning."
While this and the two foUowing Hawkshead School poems are billowy in feeling and
mechanical in form, as are those of Coleridge
written at the same time at Christ's Hospital,
yet they are full of the spirit which in time
will create its own purity and strength of language, sanity of thought and feeling. They
are an expression of what came to him consciously in those days, as the early books of
" The rrelude'' are of what came to him unconsciously.
1787-g
Page 3. An Evening Walk.
This poem was begun in his first college
vacation, the events of which are revealed in
"The Prelude," iv. It was continued on the
second vacation spent with his sister and Mary
Hutchinson at Penrith, and completed on his
return to Cambridge. As given to the press
in 1793, it contained many passages from his
various poems written at Hawkshead. Its
present form is the work of years between
1793 anà 1836.
This was the first poem that Wordsworth
published, and his own note to it reveals why
it was that he defined poetry, his poetry at
least, as emotion recollected in tranquillity."
He did not give voice to his feelings at the

time of experiencing them, but treasured them
for future use. In this way he avoided the
error of Byron, but at the same time laid himself open to the charge of lacking passion.
Here, too, the lover of Wordsworth who cares
to identify places referred to in his works finds
that he must keep in mind Wordsworth *s criticism of those poets who go into the presence of
nature with pencil and note-book. He says:
Nature does not permit an unveiling to be
made of her charms! He should have ieft his
pencil and note-book at home ; fixed his eye as
he walked with a reverent attention on ali
that surrounded him, and taken ali into his
heart that he could understand and enjoy.
Afterwards he would have discovered that
while much of what he had admired was preserved to him, much was also most wisely obliterated. That which remained, the picture
surviving in his mind, would have presented
the ideal and essential touch of the scene, and
done so in large part by discarding much which,
though in ioself striking, was not characteristic. In every scene, many of the most
brilliant details are but accidental."
Topographical notes are necessary in reading
such a poet as Wordsworth, as every hill and
vale, tarn and lake, highroad and bypath,
grove or forest in the lake land is imperishably associated with his work; but we must
bring with us an imagination trained by long
reading of his poetry in order to localize and
not materialize too sordidly the scenes, for
" From worlds not quickened by the Bun,
A portion of the gift is won.
An interminglíng of Heaven^s pomp is spread
On ground which British shepherds tread."
Although these early poems are full of affectation in form, a study of them in the localities
to which they refer will reveal what is fundamental in ali his works: a fine perception of
the varying aspects of Nature as revealed to
the eye; an exquisitely quick sensitiveness
to the sounds of Nature in her quiet moods;
and a meditativo pathos which carried him to
the heart of the scene before him. There is
vigor of feeling in this poem which is of youth,
and peace of feeling which is mature.
On the publication of "An Evening Walk,"
Dorothy Wordsworth wrítes to a f riend:' * There
are some glaring faults, but I hope you will dis«
cover many beauties, which could only have
been created by the imagination of a poet."
Mr. E. Legouis thinks that the excess of
faults which appear in these early poems will
account for the excess in the poefs reformation — his theory and practice.
Line 9. Winander sleeps, These lines are
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only applicable to the middle part of that lake. cheerful tones, as it was touched by the sun^s
W. W,
evening or morning rays. W. W.
Line 20. woodcocks roamed. In the beginLine 70. The Cross, AUuding to the crosses
ning of the winter, these mountains are fre- seen on the tops of the spiry rocks of the Charquented by woodcocks. W. W.
treuse, which have every appearance of being
Line 49. intake. The word intake is local, inaccessible. W. W.
and signifíes a mountaiu enclosure. W. W.
Line 72. streams of Life and Death, Names
Line 54. ghi/lL Ghyll is also, I believe, a of rivers at the Chartreuse. W. W.
term confíned to this country: ghyll and dingle
Line 75. Vallombre. Name of one of the
have the same meaning. W. W.
valleys of the Chartreuse. W. W.
Line 68. secret bridge. The reader who has
Line 157. her waters gleam. The river along
made a tour of this country, will recognize, in whose banks you descend in crossing the Alps
this description, the features which characterize by the Simplon Pass. W. W.
Line 200. cells. The Catholic religion prethe lower waterfall in the grounds of Rydal.
vails here: these cells are, as is well known,
W. W,
very
common in the Catholic countries, planted,
Line 133. ^ green rings,^ "Vivid rings of
green." — Greenwood's Poems on Shooting. Uke the Roman tombs, along the roadside.
W, W.
W. W.
Line 202. death-cross. Crosses, commemoraLine 146. Sweetly ferocious. " Dolcemente
tive
of the deaths of travellers by the fali of
feroce.'' — Tasso.
In this description of the cock, 1 remembered snow, and other accidents, are very common
a spirited one of the same animal in L^Agricul- along this dreadful road. W. W.
Line 214. wood-cottages. The houses in the
ture. ou Les Georgiques Francois» of M. Bossuet.
more retired Swiss valleys are ali built of wood,
W. W.
Line 191. Gives one bnght glance, etc. From W. W.
Thomson. W. W.
Line 307. Through vacant worldsn etc. For
Line 207. Winding in ordered pomp. See a most of the images in the next sixteen verses, I
description of an appearance of this kind in am indebted to M. Raymond's interesting obserClark's Survey of the Lakes^ accompanied by vations annexed to his translation of Coxe^s
vouchers of its veracity, that may amuse the Tour in Switzerland. W. W.
reader. W. W.
Line 339. pensive ünderwalden's pastoral
heights, The people of this Canton are supposed
1789
to be of a more melancholy disposition than the
other inhabitants of the Alps; this, if true,
Page 9. Remembbance of Coixins.
Line 14. Who murmuring here a later ditty. may proceed from their being more secluded.
Collins'3 "Ode on the Death of Thomson," W. W.
Line 348. chalets^ etc. This picture is from
the last written, I believe, of the poems which
were published dnring his lifetime. This Ode the middle region of the Alps. Chalets are
summer
huts for the Swiss herdsmen. W. W.
is also alluded to in the next Stanza. W. W.
Line 359. sugh. Sugh, a Scotch word expressivo of the sound of the wind through the
1791-2
trees. W. W.
Line 452. few in armSj etc. Alluding to
Page 10. Descbiptive Sketches..
Wordsworth's third college summer holidays, several battles which the Swiss in very small
1790, were spent with a fellow-student, Robert numbers have gained over their oppressors,
Jones, in traveling on foot through France and the house of Áustria ; and in particular to one
Switzerland. The mighty impulse of the French fought at NaefPels, near Glarus, where three
Revolution and the glories of Alpine scenery hundred and fif ty men are said to have def eated
together roused the poet in his nature. Re- an army of between fifteen and twenty thousand
turning to Cambridge, he took his degree in Austrians. Scattered over the valley are to be
January, 1791, after which he spent some time found eleven stones, with this inscription, 1388,
with his sister at Forncett Rectory, then went the year the battle was fought, markingout, as
to London, and early in 1791 he again visited I was told upon the spot, the several places
France. He was at work now upon' Sketches " where the Austrians, attempting to make a
of hÍ3 Swiss traveis with Jones, and in 1793, when stand, were repulsed anew. W. W.
Line 472. Pikes^ of darkness. As Schreckwith his sister at Forncett, he published them,
Hom, the pike of terror: Wetter-Horn, the
together with "An Evening Walk."
pike
of storms, etc., etc. W. W.
taUed history of these years is given in "The
Line 527. Èows his young head^ etc. The
Prelude," vi.-x. Coleridge, during his last year
in college, before he met Wordsworth, chanced well-known effect of the famous air called in
upon these " Sketches " and at once pronounced France "Ranz d.es Vaches," upon the Swiss
thisremarkable criticai judgment, " Seldom, if troops. W; W.
Line 546. Einsiedlen's wretched fane. This
ever, was the emergence of a great and original
poetic genius above the literary horizon more shrine is resorted to, from a hope of relief, by
multitudes from every comer of the Catholic
evidently announced."
Line 32. Memnon^s lyre. The lyre of Mem- world, labouring under mental or bodily afflicnon is reported to have emitted melancholy or tions. W. W.
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Line 560. The fountains. Rude fountains
built and covered with sheds for the accommodation of the Pilgrims, in their ascent of the
mountain. W. W.
Line 619. Sourd. An insect so called, which
emits a short, melancholy cry, heard at the
dose of the summer evenings, on the banks of
the Loire. W. W.
Line 636. majestic course, etc. The duties
upon many parts of the French rivers were so
exorbitant that the poorer people, deprived of
the benefit of water carriage, were obliged to
transport their goods by land. W. W.
1791-4
Page 19. Guilt and Sorrow.
After the publication of the two little quartos,
*'An Evening Walk " and
Descriptive
Sketches," 1793, Wordsworth went to the Isle of
Wight with his friend, William Calvert of Windybrow, Keswick. They drove throughthe New
Forest to Salisbury, but their carriage breaking
down, Calvert went north on horsebaek, while
Wordsworth walked through South Wales via
Bristol, and visited his friend Jones. He spent
several days wandering on Salisbury Plain, visiting the valley of the Wye and Goodrich Castle,
which gave him material for two other poems:
We are Seven'' and Tintem Abbey."
**Stanzas xxii.-xxiv. and xxxviii.-xl. were
published in 1798 under title of 'Female Vagrant.'" — E. Dotvden.
Line 81, And^ hovering round it often did a
raven Jiy, From a short MS. poem read to
me when an undergraduate, by my schoolfellow
and friend, Charles Farish, long since deceased.
The verses were by a brother of his, a man of
promising genius, who died young. W. W.
1795
Page 31. Lines Left upon a Seat in a
Yew-Teee.
After the experiences sketched in the previous poem, Wordsworth returned to Keswick
and lived with the Speddings for a time, then
joined Dorothy at Mill Hot»e, Halifax. He
was in suspense as to what his future would
be. His relatives were getting anxious for him
to do some definite work. Dorothy and he, in
1794, traveled from Halifax to Keswick, Cockermouth, and Whitehaven, returning to the
farm at Windybrow, loaned him by William
Calvert. Dorothy writes of these days at the
^'farm:" *'Our breakfast and our supper are
of milk and potatoes, and we drink no tea."
Here he writes of the reception of his íirst
^oems, An Evening Walk" and " Descriptive
bketches:" "As I had done nothing by which
to distinguish myself at the University, I
thought these little things might show that I
could do something. They have been treated
with unmerited contempt by some of the periodicals, and others have spoken in higher
terras of them than they deserve." During
this year he changed his ideas in regard to the
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ÍVench Revolution, as may be seen in The
Prelude," xi. He projected a monthly magazine, but no publisher could be found. In the
mean time Calverfs brother, Raisley, became
ill and Wordsworth attended him until his
death, when it was found that in his will he
had left Wordsworth £900. This was sufíicient to provide the shade in which he might
grow ripe, and the leisure in which to grow
wise. The sonnet to the memory of Raisley
Calvert, together with the allusion to him in
"The Prelude," xiv., reveal the significance of
this noble act. It was now possible for Wordsworth to live with his sister, whose unselíish
devotion and marvelous insight, born of love,
became such a force in his life. They settled at
Racedown in Dorsetshire.
The old farmhouse on the slope of Blackdown,
beautiful for prospect of hill, forest, sun and
sky, remains essentially as in Wordsworth's
day, and well repays one for a few days' wandering. Dorothy often spoke of it later in life
as *' the place dearest to my recoUections upon
the whole surface of the island ; it was the
first home I had." It is not surprising, therefore, that the íirst poem written here, through
emotion recollected in solitude, should reveal the
elements of the genius and passion, as well as
the wisdom and truth which were to constitute
Wordsworth's essential gift to English poetry.
This poem connects the new act in his life with
the earlier happy time at Hawkshead.
Line 1. The yew-tree was on the eastern
side of the lake, about ten minutes' walk from
the village.
Line 12. The individual spoken of was educated at the university, and was a man of talent
and learning. W. W.
1795-6
Page 33. The Borderers.
The years 1796-7 are eventful in the history
of English literature. By a remarkable coincidence, Coleridge, who had but recently married, was giving to the world a slender volume
of poems, and was preparing to settle at Nether
Stowey. On hearing that the author of " Descriptive Sketches " was not far away, he took
the first opportunity of visiting him. Of this
visit Dorothy writes: "The first thing that
was read on that occasion was *The Ruined
Cottage ' [now the first book of " The Excursion"], with which Coleridge was so much delighted; and after tea he repeated to us two acts
and a half of his tragedy ' Osorio.' The next
morning William read hà tragedy * The Borderers.' "
" * The Borderers' was born out of the Reign
of Terror, and Oswald, like the actors in the
terrible tragedy, kills an innocent man in
the belief that he is punishing a guilty one." —
E. Legoüis.
Wordsworth is here revealed in the depths of
moral despondency, and in " The Ruined Cottage " as restored to health.
" This Dramatic Piece, as noticed in its
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title-page, was composed in 1795-96, It lay
nearly from that time till "wilhin the last two or
three months unregarded amoDg: my papers,
without being mentioned even to my most intimate friends. Having, however, impressions
upon my mind which made me unwilUng to
destroy the MS., I determined to undertake
the responsibility of publisbing* it during my
own life, rather than impose upon my successors
the task of deciding its fate. Accordingly it
has been revised with some care; but, as it was
at first written, and is now published, without
any view to its exhibition upon the stage, not
the slightest alteration has been made in the
conduet of the story, or the eomposition of
the characters; above ali, in respect to the
two leading Persons of the Drama, I felt no
inducement to make any change. The study
of human nature suggests this awful truth;
that as in the trials to which life subjects us,
sin and crime are apt to start from their very
opposite qualities, so are there no limits to the
hardening of the heart and the perversion of
the understanding to which they may carry
their slaves. During my long residence in
France, while the Kevolution was rapidly advancing to its extreme of wickedness, I had
frequent opportunities of being an eye-witness
of this process, and it was while that knowledge was fresh upon my memory that the
Tragedy of ' The Borderers' was composed."
\y. W.
1797
Page 70. Thk Reverie of Poor Susan.
In the edition of 1800 the following was
added to the poem: —
" Poor Outcast! return, to receive thee once more
The house of thy Father will open ita door,
And then once again, in thy plain russet gown,
May^st hear the thrush âing from a tree of its own."
1798
Page 71. We are Seven.
A new era in the history of English literature began with this first meeting of Wordsworth and Coleridge at Racedown, for then it
was that the epoch-making volume, the Lyrical Ballads, had its origin. William and Dorothy returned this visit soon, and, concluding
that thirty miles was too far for daily walks,
they decided to leave Racedown and settle
at Alfoxden. Alfoxden was a large mansion,
beautifully located on a slope of the Quantock
Hills, in sight of Bristol Channel. Woods of
old oaks and large hollies, with abundant fern
and foxglove, stretch in every direction, broken
here and there by pleasant downs and valleys
through which the brooks run singing to the
sea. Dorothy wrote: " The deer dwell here,
and the sheep, so that we have a lively prospect; walks extend for miles over the hilltops," This was the poefs spring-time of
energy and imaginative insight. The visitor
of to-day will find the country but little changed
from what it was when she described it. The
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student of these poets should not fail to visit the
Quantocks with their wealth of romantic loveliness which called forth such outbursts of
poetical enthusiasm in that annus mirabilis of
the two poets.
At each of three criticai periods in the
world's history mankind has learned its wisest
lessons by gazing into the face of the child.
In the early days of Christianity the spirit by
which the new revelation was to be grasped
was that of the child; at the breaking up of
the Middle Ages modem life again breathed
its highest conceptions of art in the person of a
child ; and in our own day, through the influence of this little poem, and others of like
nature, Wordsworth fiashed the great truths
anew and asked *^What intimations of life
eternal are here ? "
Page 73. Anecdote for Fathers.
Much has been made of Wordsworth's limitations. The most devoted Wordsworthians
admit his lack of dramatic power, his weakness in creation of character, and in evolution
of narrative, — and that he lacked humor;
yet they insist that these very limitations must
be considered in estimating his essential greatness.
The moral reflections with which the poem
concludes are quite unlike the homiletics of
the didactic school.
Page 81. Lines Written in Early Spring.
In the unambitious loveliness of this little
poem and that which follows is revealed that
conception of Nature — the most original of
ali those which Wordsworth added to English
poetry — as having its own peculiar life, an infinite activity of giving and receiving love and
^y in itself, but also in the association of man.
This life is none other than the Spirit of God
consciously active in ali parts, as well as in the
individual whole which we call Nature. This
idea reaches sublime heights in ali his characteristic work, and becomes a protest against any
mechanical theory of the Universe.
Lines 21-24. * This is the only immediate
complaint breathed by Wordsworth's poetry,
and it must be admitted that even here sorrow
for mankind is outweighed by joy in nature.—
E. Legouis.
This deli remains essentially as in the poefs
time, and will repay a visit. It is now known
as Wordsworth^s Glen.
Page 83. Expostulation and Replt.
In this and the poem which follows we have
Wordsworth's protest against a mechanical conception of education, He knows that it is only
in love and humility, "in a wise passiveness,"
that our essential selves, *'What Is," meets
and responds to the essential life in nature and
art. The eye sees and the ear hears the life of
things, the breath and finer spirit of ali knowledge, only when man is potentially soul. When
the physical and the intellectual are wedded to
the spiritual in love and holy passion, the poetic
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ima^ination is created — the supreme intellectual faculty.
Pagre 91. Lines Composed a Few Miles
ABOVB TiNTERN ABBEY.
The early months of 1798 were spent in
arranging for the publication of the Lyrical
Èalladsy when the íease of Alfoxden expired.
Wordsworth did not ask for a renewal of the
lease, as he was planning a yisit to Germany in
order to study the language. It is evident from
Coleridge'8 letters at this time that after the
advent of the Revolutionist, Thelwall, some suspicions grew up in regard to the character of
the three which reflected upon Thomas Poole,
the patron both of Coleridge and Wordsworth.
It is certain that a govemraent spy was sent to
watch their movements. In June the Wordsworths left Alfoxden, and after spending a week
with Coleridge, visiting Cottle at Bristol to arrange details of bringing out the Lyrical Ballads, they took the ramble on the Wye out of
which grew this poem, which more than any yet
written by him reveals the mastery of ali the
elements that go to make a work of art;
thought, feelingj will, are fused by impassioned
contemplation ; it is the triuraph of imagination
contemplative. In purity and dignity of diction,
in strength and majesty of conception, in richness and delicacy of imaginative insight, it is
not surpassed by Shakespeare or Milton; while
in its revelation of the recesses of man's being
it moves in a region quite apart from anything
yet written in English poetry.
The Lyrical HcUlads were issued anonymously
in September. The volume contained four
poems by Coleridge and nineteen by Wordsworth. The íirst poem was the Ancient Mariner*' and the last ** Tintem Abbey."
The great truths which the poet here reveals
through the poetie imagination have at last
been affirmed by modem science, and the best
commentary on them is to be found in John
Fiske's Through Nature to God^ where the reality
of the Unseen Universe is so splendidly set forth.
He says: " We have at length reached a stage
where it is becoming daily more and more apparent that with the deeper study of Nature
the old strife between faith and knowledge is
drawing to a dose; and disentangled at last
from that ancient slough of despond the Human
Mind will breathe a freer air and enjoy a vastly
extended horizon."
Line 4. irãand friurmur, The river is not
aífected by the tides a few miles above Tintem. W. W.
Line 97. Tennyson called this almost the
grandest line in the English language, giving
the sense of the abiding in the transient.
Page 93. The Old Cumberland Beggar.
Here, as in ** The Excursion," Wordsworth is
using material gathered from his Hawkshead
exneriences.
The "Growthof a Poet's Mind" as Wordsworth has revealed it to us in The Prelude "
shows the means which Nature used to educate
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him into the poet of humanity. Humble men
and women, the village dames, the thrifty
dalesmen, and the hardy shepherds —
" Of these, said I, shall be my song, of these
Will I record the praises,
That jiifitice may ^ done, obeisance paid
Where it is due."
For this work his early associations and the
inspiration of the great Peasant Poet of Scotland had predisposed him.
In order to see what a giant stride these
poems took in advance of the age, we need to
compare them with the poems which preceded.
Of man as found in the abodes of wealth and
refinement, preceding poetry had been mindful; and Wordsworth was too broad not to recognize that from hence had proceeded much
that was pure and unworldly, yet he believed
that rich veins of poetie feeling lay hidden
in the lives of homely men and women. This
was, as Frederick Robertson says, a '*high and
holy work," and for it both the rich and the
poor praise him.
Lines 1-66. Plain imagination and severe
could hardly produce a more distinct picture of
one who, to the eye of the economist, had outlived ali usefulness.
Wordsworth's is the poetry of intellect and
of feeling—of humanity in the abstracts chiefly;
and yet what is more human than * The Old
Cumberland Beggar?*'' — Dr. Johk Brown.
Lines 67-87. See note on Lines Left upon
a Seat in a Yew-Tree."
Page 96. Animal Tranquillity and DeCAY.
" In the edition of 1798 this Poem was called
*01d Man travelling; animal tranquillity and
decay.'" — Knight.
Page 96. Peter Bell. A Tale.
One of the most interesting studies of this
poem, so often the subject of criticai sarcasm,
is that of Mr. Walter Raleigh, in his work
on Wordsworth, London, 1903. Mr. Raleigh
calls Peter Bell" Wordsworth's "Ancient
Mariner."
Part First. Line 11. A Potter. In the
dialect of the North, a hawker of earthenware
is thus designated. W. W.
Those who have passed by "Peter Bell"
with a contemptuous smile may be surprísed at
the foUowing in Morley's Life of Gladstone, vol.
i. p. 222: "To the great veteran poet of the
time Mr. Gladstone's íidelity was unchanging,
even down to compositions that the ordinary
Wordsworthian gives up:
"'Read aloud Wordsworth's "Cumberland
Be^ar'' and * * Peter Bell.' * The f ormer is generally acknowledged to be a noble poem, the
same justice is not done to the latter; 1 was more
than ever struck with the vivid power of the
descriptions, the strong touches of feeling, the
skill and order with which the plot upon Peter^s
conscience is arranged, and the depth of interest which is made to attach to the humblest of
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quadrupeds. It must liave cost grreat labour, poems on Lucy, — pearls gathered upon a golden
and is an eztraordinarj põem both as a whole thread. Five short poems are ali we have of
her whom we know not, save as she is here enand in detall.'"
It is interesting to note that the twofold shrined with an " artlessness which only art can
aspect of the Quantocks is to be found in the know."
To analyze such poems as these is almost a
poems of Coleridge and Wordsworth. To Coleridge we look for the poetical presentation of sin; as well might one attempt to ascertain by
the
microscope the source of beauty in the
the iandscape of the Quantocks, the loveliness
of deli and comb, the glorious prospects of wide- fiower.
They are genuine love-poems, and yet how
spreading woods and the loud sounding sea;
and to Wordsworth for a corresponding render- far removed from that species of love-poetry
ing of the life of the inhabitants of the district, which encourages vulgar curiosity, or the pacottages, toilers in the fíeld and shepherds in rade of the inmost sanctuary of theheart. ÀU
that is given us is that Lucy once lived, is now
the hills.
no more. Those who are able to comprehend
1799
these poems will be least disposed to discuss
them.
Page 109, The SimpIíOn Pass.
Wordsworth, Dorothy, and Coleridge left EngMany have wondered why one who could
land on the 16th of September, 1798, before the write such love-poems as these wrote so few.
critics had time to levei their guns on the frail Aubrey de Vere says: " This question was once
craft of the Lyrical Ballads, On arriving in put to the Poet by myself ; and a part of the
Germany they received this cheerful news from reply was this, — * Had I been a writer of loveMrs. Coleridge: The Lyrical Ballads are not poetry it would have been natural to me to
liked at ali by any." Coleridge soon left the write it with a degree of warrath which could
Wordsworths to study the German language, hardly have been approved bymy principies.' "
Uterature, and philosophy at Ratzebiirg and Got- In his stanzas " The Poet and the Caged Turtle
tingen, and they settled down for the winter in Dove " we find this additional answer, —
the old imperial town of Goslar, at the foot
*'Love, blessed love, is everywhere
of the Hartz Mountains. Here in the coldest
The SPIRIT of my song."
winter of the century, — with little of that harIt is signifícant that these are almost the only
monv without which had evolved the Lyrical
Èallads^ — recollections of Hawkshead and poems as to which the poet was silent in his
autobiographical notes.
Stowey again aroused the harmony within.
This poem will be found in the sixth book of
Page 113. A Poetas Epitaph.
** The Prelude." It was first published in the
Lines 37-56. In this portrait of Wordscollected edition, 1845. It refers to Wordsworth's ideal poet we find clearly marked those
worth^s íirst visit to Switzerland in 1790.
characteristics which he himself possessed.
Page 110. Influence of Natural ObPage 114. Address to the Scholars of
JECTS.
.
This picture of school life at Hawkshead was THE VILLAGE SCHOOL OF
The subject of this poem, and the three
afterwards incorporated in the first book of
which follow it, was the master of Hawkshead
"The Prelude."
School, Rev. William Taylor, the third of the
masters who taught Wordsworth.
Page 111. Thebe was a Boy.
Lines 3, 4. These lines were no doubt sugFirst published in the second edition of
gested by the fact that just before his death
Lyrical Ballads^ 1800.
This passage is found in the fifth book of the master sent for the boys of the upper class,
" The Prelude." Wordsworth sent these Unes to among them Wordsworth, and gave them his
Coleridge, who wrote from Ratzeburgof them; blessing. He was buried in Cartmell Churchyard. See ** The Prelude," x. 534,
** That —
uncertain heaven received
Into tbe boBom of the steady lake,
Page 115. Matthew.
editions of the poetas works 1800-1820,
I should have recognized anywhere; and had theIntitle
poem was, " Lines written on a
I met these lines running wild in the deserts of Tablet inofa this
Not until after 1836 was
Arabia, I should have instantly screamed out, it called " School."
Matthew."
The tablet still may
* Wordsworth' I"
be seen in the old school, which has now been
adorned with quotations from the poetas works.
Page 111. Nütting.
It is not difficult for the visitor at Hawks1800
head to locate the scene of this holiday sport.
Page 123. " Bleak Season Was It."
Page 112. **StrangeFit8 0fPassi0nHave
On Feb. 10, 17^, Wordsworth and his sisI Known."
It is fortunate for us that Wordsworth was ter set their faces toward England, and the
Dot absorbed in German philosophy, else^ we poet voiced their feelings at the joyous event
never would have possessed these exquisite in that vemal hymn which now stands as the
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first forty lines of "The Prelude." At this
time Wordsworth had in mind a poem in three
parts and an introduction. The introduction
was to deal with eveiits in the development of
his own life, while the main work, in three
parts, was to be a philosophical discussion of
the great principle^ertaining to man^ Nature,
and human life. This poem was to be called
The Recluse." Only the introduction, The
Prelude," the second part, " The Excursion," and
the fírstbook of the ârst part were completed.
The Excursion" was the only part published
during his life. *' The Prelude '' was published
in 1850, and the first part of "The Kecluse"
not until 1888. This selection and the one following from "The Recluse'* were first published by the bishop of Lincoln in his Memoirs
of the poet, 1851. They relate to the settlement at Grasmere, and I place them here on
the supposition that they were written not far
from 1800.
On returning to England Wordsworth and
his sister visited their relatives, the Hutchinsons, at Sockbum-on-Tees, County Durham;
there they remained until antumn. In September Wordsworth, his brother John, and Coleridge made an excursion through the Lake
District. They were greatly pleased with the
vale of Grasmere and the cottage at Town-End
which bore the sign of The Dove and Olive
Bough, Wordsworth leased the cottage and on
the 19th of December, 1799, they set out for
their new home. After a journey of three
days over snow and ice, tuming aside to see the
frozen waterfalls and watch the changing aspect of cloud and sunshine, they reached Dove
Cottage on the 21st. During the years of residence here, by dint of "plain living and high
thinking," was produced that poetry which
Elaced Wordsworth among the Immortals.
>oye Cottage is perhaps more often thought
of in connection with the poet than is Rydal,
the home of his later years.
The situation is beautiful for prospect, being
on the right of the road over White Moss Common as yon approach Grasmere from Ambleside.
The garden, so often alluded to in his poetry,
slopes upward to the wooded heights, and has
not suffered much alteration since 1800. Here
still bloom the primroses and daifodils. From
the terrace, approached by stone steps cut by
Wordsworth himself, one gets a beautiful view
across the lake to Silver How, Red Bank, and
Loughrigg, on the west and south: while to the
east and north the eye ranges from Fairfield,
Helvellyn, and Dunmail Raise, to Helm Crag
and Easdale. The view from the front of the
house has become obstructed by cottages and a
pretentious modem hotel. The house and garden are now the property of trustees, and will
forever remain memoriais of the great poet.
At Dove Cottage was begun Dorothy's Grasmere Journal, which, besides revealingthe manner of plain living, gives us a clear insight into
her own rare poetic nature, and discloses the day
and hour, with attendant incidents, of the birth
of most of the poems her brother wrote here.
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Page 124. The Prelude.
The history of " The Prelude is interesting
in many ways, as it is, in the nature of its revelations, the most significant poem he ever wrote. It
was begun on Feb. 10,171^J, as he turnedtoward
England after an absence of six months in
Germany. His Republican ardor had somewhat cooled and he had come to know, in a
very real sense, the spirit of his native land.
On settling at Grasmere "The Prelude" became his serious work until 1805, when it was
completed. It was mainly composed on the terrace walk at Under Lancrigg, and was written
by his faithful amanuenses, his sister Dorothy
and Mrs. Wordsworth. It was written primarily for himself, as a test of his own powers,
at a time when he was dii&dent as to his ability
to serve the muse on any more arduous subject.
When it was completed he found the reaíity
so far short of his expectation that no steps
were taken to publish it. The fact that it
pleased Coleridge, "the brother of his soul,"
made large amends for his own disappointment,
and lie occasionally revised it until 1839. As
late as 1839 ^Miss Fenwick alludes to Wordsworth's revisíon of "The Prelude." At that
time she writes to Sir Henry Taylor: "Our
joumey waspostponed for a week, that the beloved old poet might accomplish the work that
he had in hand, the revision of his grand autobiographical poem." It remained in MS. and
without a title until the year of his death, when
it was published by Mr. Carter, the poefs
secretary, with the "Advertisement" which
now appeara at its head, and the title "The
Prelude " given it by Mrs. Wordsworth. During the half century which has elapsed since its
publication it has steadily gained in favor until
it is acknowledged to be the g^eatest poem of
its kind in any language, free from every taint
of vanity, a biography minute and authentic
which can be read with implicit confidence.
Coleridge once said: " Wordsworth ought never
to abandon the contemplativo position. His
proper title is spectator ab extra.''^ The growth
of Wordswortli's poetic nature, as seen in
" The Prelude," affords us an introduction, not
only to ali his own later work, but also to much
of modem poetry in general. It reveals the
source of that genius and passion, wisdom and
truth, which characterizes his great work as
poet and philosopher. As it deals with the
period of his life before 1800, it should be read
here as an introduction to the Grasmere period.
The student is advised to read with " The Prelude," La Jeunesse de Wordsworth by the distinguished French scholar and critic, M. Emile
Legouis. This singularly interesting study of
" The Prelude " is one of the most illuminating contributions to Wordsworthian literature.
It has recenily been translated into English.
Book First. Lines 1-40. In the spring of
1799 the Wordsworths, after a cold dreary
winter at Goslar, returned to England; as they
left the city and felt the breeze fan their
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cheeks Wordsworth poured forth the gladsome
strain with which The Prelude " opens. This
■was in his thirtieth year. ** The Prelude " was
completed in 1805,
Line 46. Friend. Samuel Taylor Coleridge.
On the publieation of " The Prelude," 1850,8ara
Coleridge wrote; "It is a great pride and
pleasure indeed to me that it is ad^essed to
my father. They will ever be associated in
the minds o£ men in time to come. I think
there was never so dose a union between two
sueh eminent minds in any age."
Line 62. place. At tíockburn-on-Tees,
County Durham, where, on returniug to Englandf they visited their kindred, the Hutcninsons.
Line 72. Vale» Grasmere.
Line 74, cottage. Dove Cottage.
Line 84. rustled. The sense of hearing was
remarkably acute in Wordsworth, and its
workings are prominent in his poetry.
Line 106. journey, Wordsworth and his sister left Sockburn on the 19th of December,
1799, and reached their cottage on the 21st.
Lines 108-120. With only a hundred pounds
a year they were tuming their backs upon the
world, with dalesmen for their neighbors and
verse-making for their business. Here was produced the most of that poetry which has made
Wordsworth immortal.
Lines 187-190. Miúridates of Pontus, who
âed into Armênia.
Line 191. Sertorius. A Homan general who,
being proscribed by Sulla, fled into Spain and
thence to Mauritania.
Line 192. Fortunate Isles. Supposed to be
the Canaries.
Line 202. heroes. They claimed to have descended from a band of Christians who fled from
Spain when it was conquered by the Moslems.
Line 206. Frenchman. Dominique de Gourgues.
Line 212. Gustavus I. of Sweden.
Lines 214, 215. name of Wallace^ etc.
^ At Wallace^s name what Scottish blood
But boils up in a spring-tide ílood." — Bürns.
Lines 270-275. Wordsworth was bom at
Coekermouth in the north country of England
and in sight of the Scottish hills. The town
ís situated at the junction of two rivers, the
Cocker and the Derwent.
Line 283. towers. Coekermouth Castle,
standing on an eminence not far from the
manor-house in which Wordsworth was born,
was built by the first lord of Allerdale in the
reign of William I. as a border defense. It is
one of the fínest castle ruins in England. See
sonnet, "Spirit of Coekermouth Castle."
Line 286. terrace walk. At the garden, in
the rear of the manor-house, is the terrace
upon which the poet had his childish sports.
The house and its surroundings are unaltered
since the poetas father lived there.
Lines 288-300. At this early age he took
delight in his own thoughts and his own company, and was touched with " those visions of
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the hills" which produced in him the feeling
of reverence and awe in the presence of Nature.
Line 304. Vale. At Hawkshead, a small
market-town in the vale of Esthwaite, the
most picturesque district of Lancashire. This
old town presents us more of interest as connected wim Wordsworth than Grasmere even,
as it has suffered less from modem ^^improvements," and for this reason is less frequented
by the hasty tourist who allows only a few
days in which to see the Lakes. There is
no more delightful spot in the district for
recreativo enjoyment; whether we wander by
the lake, or loiter on the fellside, whether we
ascend the summit of Wetherlam where the
ravens build, or rest in the vale where " woodcocks run."
Line ^7. hirih-days» Wordsworth, at the
age of nine, entered the Hawkshead scnool.
Line 311. heights. The hills leading up to
the moor between Hawkshead and Coniston.
Line 326. Vale. Yewdale. A beautiful
pastoral vale near Hawkshead.
Line 335. crag. Ravens' Crag in Yewdale.
Line 359. cove. By the side of Esthwaite
Lake. One going from Hawkshead by the east
shore of the lake can recognize this spot.
Line 370. craggy riage. The mountain
Ironkeld,
Line 378. huge peak. Either Nab Scar or
Pike o' Stickle.
Lines 400-410. This educational power of
Nature never ceased; day and night, summer
and winter, its silent influence stole into his soul,
Lines 425-463. Coleridge cites these Unes in
proof of his fourth characteristic excellency of
Wordsworth's work.
Line 490. brooks. Among the hillfl of Yew'
dale.
Line 499, cottages. Wordsworth lived for
nine years with one Anne Tyson for whose
simple character he had a profound regard,
The house still remains unaltered. The door
is interesting as having upon it the "latch"
mentioned in book second.
Line 543. The dalesmen tell us that the
sound of the ice breaking up in this valley is
just as here described.
Ijine 586. In ali his sports there was nothing
to distinguish him from other boys, except that
in the midst of the scramble for the raven's
nest or the run of hare and hounds," the
invisible, quiet Life of the world spake to him
rememerable things.
Book Seconb. Lines 5-10. Never did boy
spend a healthier, purer, or happier schooltime. His love for Nature was no different
from that of other boys. It was a time full of
giddy bliss and joy of being, yet he was gaining
" Truths that wake to perish never."
Lines 1^32. In after life, when sorrow and
pain come upon us, it will help us rise above
them if we recollect the joy and force of youth.
The possibility of tuming the lamentable waste
of excessive sorrow into a source of strength is a
central idea in Wordsworth's philosophy.
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Line 56. Windermere, The largest of the
English lakes, and not far from Hawkshead.
Lines 58-65. Belle Isle, Lily of the Valley
Island, and Lady Holm. üpon Lady Holm
there was, in the time of Henry VIII., a chapei
dedicated to St. Mary.
Line 101. temple. At Conishead Priory.
There are many remains of the Druid worship
in the lake country.
Line 103. Furness Ahbey, the largest abbey
in England with the exception of Fountains
Abbey, contained sixty-five acres; it was
founded by Stephen in 1127. The old name
of Fumess was Bekansghyll — Glen of Deadly
Nightshade—from an herb Bekan which grew
there.
Line 137. Cartmell sands, where Windermere, through the Leven, enters the sea.
Line 140. White Lion Inn at Bowness.
The location is easily identifíed at the present
time.
Lines 157-159. An exact description of the
scene from Bowness Church where the old tavern stood.
Line 168. Robert Greenwood, who became
Fellow of Trinity CoUege, Cambridge.
Line 185. mountain. Either Wetherlam or
Coniston Old Man.
Lines 193,194. This is an accnrate description
of the rising of the moon over the southern
shore of Esthwaite.
Line 197. Esthwaite,
" Where deep and low the hamlets lie
Beneath their little patch of sky
And little plot of stars." — Peter Bell.
Lines201-203. Thefirst stepin Wordsworth's
education, when the iníiuences of Nature were
nnconsciously reeeived, was now closing, and
the second, when the inflnences were consciously sought, was opening.
Line 280. The props of his early impressions
were his boyish sports, and when he turned
away from them, still the impression remained.
He had begun to realize ali that he had been
leaming unconsciously.
Line 333. Friend. The Rev. John Flemming, of Rayrigg, Windermere.
Line 339. latch. Still on the door of the
old cottage.
Line 343. eminence, One of the heights
northeast of Hawkshead.
Lines 401-409. Nature now began to put on
the appearance of personality, with whom he
could coramune. It ia a wonderful picture
of a yonthful life in communion with the
Being of the world.
Lines 421-451. He was now in his seventeenth
year. The history of his boyhood is completed
in the adoration and love of God. Looking
bs^k upon these years he recognizes that the
faithful, temperate, and quiet character of his
life has been due to the early association with
the beautiful and the sublime things in the
outward world. This is the philosophy of the
great " Ode."
Line 452. Coleridge was a charity boy at
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Christ's Hospital, London. This old school
was founded on the site of Grey Friars Monastery, by Edward VI. In 1902 it was moved to
Horsham, Sussex.
Line 4(^. Coleridge had gone to the Medi*
terranean in search of health.
Book Third. Lines 1-6. Through the liberality of two imcles, the education of Wordsworth was prolonged beyond his school-days.
Wordsworth, in October, 1787, entered St.
John'8 College, Cambridge. His education at
the hands of Nature was to cease for a time.
It was a great change from the retirement of
the Grammar School at Hawkshead. King's
College Chapei, with its lofty pinnacles, fretted
roof of stone, and huge windows of stained
glass, is the special boast of Cambridge.
Lines 13, 14. Many a country boy has had a
similar experience as he entered a college town
for the first time.
Line 15. The ruins of a camp or fortress
used to defend the Fen-land (Cambridge)
against William I.
Line 16. Named from the college, which it
connects with those on the other side of the Cam«
Line 17. The Hoop Inn still exists.
Line 26. The newcomer at Cambridge is inducted into his rooms by a gyp^ or college servant, who attends upon a number of students;
he takes the former tenant^s furniture at a valuation by the college upholsterer.
Line 32. The gowns of the various colleges
are difíerent from each other, and also from
those wom by the officers.
Line 43. " These wine parties are the most
common entertainments, being the che^est
and most convenient." — Bristed, Five Years
in an English üniversity.
Lines 47, 48. Although WordswortVs room
is not pointed out to us by the officials, we know
that it is one of twoanswering to this description.
Line 61. Ali of the details here are exact.
The statue of Newton is full-size. In his right
hand he holds a roU which rests upon the forefinger of the left hand; his face is raised as if
looking ofB into the upper sphere. Miss Fenwick says that Wordsworth, on visiting Cambridge in 1839, found that the occupant of his
old room had nis bed in an alcove, but he drew
it out to the window to show them how it stood,
as this passage reveals.
Lines 64-75. "The little interests of the
place were not great enoughforoneaccustomed
to the solemn and awful interests of Nature."
— Rev. S. Bkooke.
Lines 90-143. He was living a double life at
Cambridge; one with the students; another
with himself.
Lines 144-154. Sometimes he betrayed his
inner life, but as at Hawkshead he was in appearance little different from the other students.
Wordsworth made Nature a new thing to man
by adding what the true artist must ever add, —
**the gleam,
The líght that never was on sea or land."
Line 170. The philosophic theory of Words*
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worth is rounded upon the identity of our childish instincts and our eulightened understanding.
Line 230. "Arnold is the type o£ English
action ; Wordsworth is the type of English
thought." —F, W. Robertson.
Lines 258-269. On a nature susceptible as his
was, a residence in that aucient seat of learning
could not but tell powerfully; if he had learned
no more than what silently stole into him, the
time would not have been misspent.
Line 275. MUI» Kemains of tnis are to be seen
about three miles from Cambridge.
Lines 298-300. Of this exploit Sir Francis
Doyle, in his Oxford lectures, remarks: A
worthy clerical friend of mine, one of the best
poetical critics I know, and also one of the
soundest judges of port wine, always shakeshis
head about tnis, and says: * Wor(ísworth's intentions were good, no doubt, but I greatly fear
that his standard of intoxication was miserably
lOAV.' "
Line 312. surplice. On Satnrday evenings,
Sundays, and Saints' days the students wear
surplices instead of gowns.
Line 322. His genius grf»w too deep and
strong to grow fast.
He read the face of Nature ; he read Chaucer, Spenser, and Milton; he amused himself
and rested, and since he was Wordsworth he
could not have done better." — Rev. S.
Brooke.
Wordsworth's sis+er Dorothy, in a letter
■written in 1791, s^s : " William reads Italian,
Spanish, French, Greek, Latin, and English."
Line 491. He lost the shadow, but kept the
substance of education.
Lines 580, 581. In this miniature world he
had developed in him the human element.
Book Fourth. Lines 1-10. On the road
leading from Kendal to Windermere. The description is exceedingly aecurate.
Line 13. The ferry, called ** Nab," is below
Bowness.
Line 18. hill. Leading from the ferry to
Sawrey.
Line 21. Hawkshead Ohurch. An old Norman strueture built in 1160.
Line 22. The position of the church on the
hill above the village is sueh that it is a conspicuous object from the Sawrey Hill. In
tramping through this region The Prelude " is
the best of guides.
Lines 28-39. Ann Tyson, with whom the
poet had spent nine years.
Lines'47, 48. There is no trace and no tradition of the " stone table " and " dark pine " at
Hawkshead.
Line 51. The famous brook presents some
diffieulties to the relic hunter. Crossing the
lane leading to the cottage we íind it nearly
covered with large, slate flags, giving the name
Flag Street to one of the alleys of Hawkshead.
Line 76. His Academical attire.
Line 82. Cottage faces southwest, and in
one of the two upper rooms the poet must have
slept.
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Line 89. No remains of the ash can be found.
Lines 191,192. The result of his university
life.
Lines 280, 281. " We must often reach the
higher by going back a little, and Wordsworth's
' boundless chase of trivial pleasure' was a
necessaryparenthesis in his education." — Rev.
S. Brooke.
Line 310. At a farmhouse near Hawkshead.
Line 323. At this baptismal hour his path
must have been from some of the heightsnorth
of Hawkshead.
Line 380. The brook is Sawrey beck, on the
road from Windermere to Hawkshead, and the
long ascent is the second from the ferry.
Line 387. The narrative with which he doses
the book is a proof that his interest was now
tuming toward man.
Book Fifth. Lines 18-28. Thou also, man !
etc. We seem here to find a reason for his deliberately sacrifícing this great poem during
these years when to have published it would
have meant so much to him.
Line 60. I read while at school ali Fielding's works, Don Quixote., Gil lilás, Gulliver^s
Traveis, and the Tale ofthe Tub. W. W.
Lines 88-92. Ali that is of lasting value in
the intellectual achievement of the poet, according to this dream, are the books of poetry and
mathematical science. Cf. Preface, 1800, *'If
the time should ever come when what is now
called science, thus familiarised to men, shall be
ready toput on, as it were, a form of nesh and
blood, the Poet will lend his divine spirit to aid
the transfiguration, and will welcome the Being
thus produced, as a dear and genuine inmate of
the household of man.*'
Line 162. See Coleridge's sixth characteristic of Wordsworth.
Line 198. Wordsworth believed in the motto
non multa sed multum as applied toreading, and
Emerson is perhaps, next to Wordsworth, the
best exponent of the results of such a course.
Lines 230-241. A high tribute to his early
teachers. Before going to Hawkshead Wordsworth had been taught by his mother, the Rev.
Mr. Gillbanks of Cockermouth, and Mrs. Anne
Birkett of Penrith; while his father had required him to leam portions of the great
English poets. At Hawkshead he wrote Eng'
lish and Latin verse, studied mathematics and
classics, but best of ali had freedom to read
what books he liked. This was equally true
of Coleridge at Ottery and Christ's Hospital.
Line 257. Mrs. Wordsworth died when the
poet was in his eighth year.
Lines 264-293. Wordsworth, fortunate as he
was in his birthplace, was no less fortunate in
having a mother worthy of such a tribute as he
here pays to her. Cf. " Paradise Lost," viii.
546-559, and Tennyson^s '^Princess," 292-312,
for similar tributes to a mother's influence.
Lines 298-340. He was among the first to
protest against educational hot-beds.
Lines 347-388. Wordsworth here breaks with
Rousseau, who taught that the child must be
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withdrawn from the active "world by a network view the first two acts in the poefs life in order
of precautions bom of mistrust, and asserts the that we may the better understand the third,
into which the following books conduct us.
guiding: power of Nature.
We have seen how his love of Nature was
Lines 383, 384. The frequeut description of
such scenes as tbis shows us ho^ sensitive was begotten, and how it was nurtured until the
new
element of Humanity is introduced by his
the poet's ear. He recalls not only the general
aspect of the place, but the souuds return as University surroundiugs. We have been with
him in those sacred moments, when—once, in
well,
the gray light of the gloaming, and again in
Line 391. Esthwaite.
Line 392. churchyard. The description here the crimson âood of dawn — he felt that the
altar-fiame of his devotion was kindled^ and
is accurate.
Line 393. school. Hawkshead Free Gram- that thenceforth he was a dedicated spint,'* a
mar School, founded by Archbishop Sandys in priest set apart for service in the Sanctuary of
1585, was a famous classical school of the North Nature. From these experiences of his we
of England ; the building is changed but little have leamed something of the circumstances
since the poefs time. It rivais in interest and under which true poetry is born in ali inspired
c^uaintness the Stratford Grammar School, and, souls, and we are now ready to follow him in his
hke the latter, is still used. There is in it a return to the University, and on his visit to the
library presented by the scholars, and an inter- continent.
esting old oak chest containing the original
Line 6. Granta and Cam are names for the
charter of the school. On the wall is a tablet same stream.
Line 23. many ôoo^s, etc. Being inadvance
containing the names of the masters. The oak
benches are somewhat *Snsculp'd upon,*' and of his class in Mathematics, he spent his time
one of them contains the name, — William mostly with the Classics.
Wordsworth. This the Wordsworth Society
Line 28. disobedience, Considering the cirhas had covered with glass to preserve it from cumstances under which he was sent to Camrelic-hunters. Over the outside door is the old bridge, it would not be unlikely that his uncles
would be dissatisfíed with his course.
sun-dial.
Lines 45-56. Many of Wordsworth^s fínest
Line 397. grave» The grave of the boy
poems were composed before this time (April,
cannot be identiíied.
Lines ^1-425. The late Dr. Hudson has the 1804), but he was still at work on "The rrefoUowing wise comment upon education: As- lude."
Line 76. A single tree, In 1808, Dorothy, on
suredly the need now most urgently pressing
upon us, is to have vastly more of growth, and visiting Cambridge, wrote: "I sought out a
vastly less of manufacture, in our education; or, favourite ash-tree which my brother speaks of
in other words, that the school be altogether in his poem."
Lines 99,100. This shows that the reading
more a garden, and altogether less a mill." —
of the poet was not very " vague " after ali.
Essays,
Lines 491-495. Worldly advancement and
Lines 110,111, Alluding to the custom of
preferment neither are, nor ought to be, the forming English verse after the model of the
main end of instruction, either in schools or Classics.
elsewhere. W. W.
Line 117. Though advanced. " Before enterLines507-511. Our chUdhoodsits^ etc. Inthese ing Cambridge he had mastered five books of
lines we have the principie of the ^*Ode on Euclid, and Álgebra through Quadratics." —
Immortality.' *
Knight.
Lines 522-535. The picture here presented of
Lines 180,181. Sard^etc, Thomson, ** Castle
the young imagination feeding upon the roman- of Indolence."
Line 189. It is this character of franknessin
tic and the legendary, is one which may well
cause us to tremble, when we think how little Wordsworth which renders " The Prelude " so
present methods of education are doing to feed faithful a record.
Line 193. Dovedale. In Derbyshire.
the taste in the young.
Lines 194-200. During his second summer
Line 561. dearfriend, Unknown,
vacation he was restored to his sister, who had
Line 563. lake. Esthwaite.
Line 570. Passages from Pope and Goldsmith. been living at Penrith with maternal relatives.
"The first verses I wrote were a task imLine 205. castle. Brougham Castle, built
posed by my master. I was called upon to by Roger Lord Clifford, and situated at tlie
write verses upon the completion of the sec- junction of the Emont and Lowther, about a
ond centenary of the school (1785). These were mile from Penrith. It is now in ruins. See
much admired — far more than they deserved, "Song at the Feast of Brougham Castle.''
for they were but a tame imitation of Pope's
Line 208. HelvelLyn. One of the largest
mountains of the lake region, east of Grasmere
versification and a little in his style.*' W. W.
Lines 58G-605. who in his youth^ etc. Words- and in sight of Dove Cottage.
worth everywhere teaches that the joy of life
Line 209. Cross-fell. A mountain near Helmust come from those childlike emotions vellyn.
which, if cherished, will become the most
Line 224. Mary Hutchinson, a schoolmate
of his at Penrith. See note, line 62, book i.
fruitful sources of ennobling the character.
Book Sixth. It will be well for us to re- Also see "She was a Phantom of delight."
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Line 229. So near us. Wordsworth married
Miss Hutchinson in 1802, See " A Farewell."
Line 233. Border Beacon» A hill northeast
of Penrith upon whicli, during the Border Wars,
beacon-fires were liglited to summon the country to arms.
Line 237. Coleridge and Wordsworth first
met at Racedown in June, 1797.
Line 240. Coleridge had gone to Malta to
regain his health.
Line 258. In poetry and philosophy.
Lines 266-274. A blue-coat-bojj^ at Christ^s
Hospitalf London. '*Come back into memory
as tuou wert in the day-spring of thy fancies,
Samuel Taylor Coleridge, logician, metaphysician, bard 1 How have 1 seen tlie casual passer
through the cloisters stand stilh entranced . . .
while the walls of the old Grev Friars re-echoed
to the accents of the inspired charity hoy!'''' —
Lamb.
Line 272. stream. River Otter in Devon.
Line 279. thou camest. Coleridge entered
Cambridge in February, 1791, one month after
Wordsworth had taken his degree.
Line 281. course, See Life of Coleridge.
Line 294. See Charles Lamb's Chrisfs Hospital Five and Thirty Years Ago," in his Essays of Elia.
Lines 319-321. When the Bastille fell Wordsworth was visiting his sister at Penrith and was
unmoved by the event j but on returning to Cambridge he found the University waking upfrom
its long lethargy. He had already planned to
visit the Alps and was delighted that he
would become acquainted with the country
rising out of oppression.
Line 323. Robert Jones, a college mate^to
whom the poet afterwards dedicated the " Descriptive Sketches," memoriais of this tour.
Line 340. "We crossed at the time," wrote
Wordsworth, when the whole nation was mad
with joy, in consequence of the Revolution."
Line 346. July 14, 1790, when^ the King
swore fidelity to the new Constitntion. They
went from Dover to Calais.
Line 350. By Ardres, Peronne, and Soissons, to Chalons, and thence sailed to Lyons.
Lines 374-406. At Condrieu.
Line 377. July 29,1790.
Line 395. We landed. At Lyons.
Lines 407-414. "The delegates sent from
Marseilles to the Federation." — E. Legouis.
Lines 418-429. On Aug. 4, they reached Chartreuse, a monastery situated on a rock 4000 feet
above the sea. Here, fifty years earlier, Gray
had uttered the first notes of enthusiasm for Alpine scenery to be found in English literature.
See Letter to Richard West, November, 1739.
Line 436. Forest of Bruno, near Chartreuse.
Line 439. Rivers at Chartreuse.
Line 480. groves. In the valley of Chartreuse.
Line 484. Crosses on the Rocks of the Chartreuse brow.
Line 497. From July 13 to Sept. 29.
Line 519. vale. Between Martigny and
Col de Balme.
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Line 524. ridge» Col de Balme.
Line 563. Built by Napoleon.
Line 619. Down the Italian side of the Simplon. See poem on the Simplon Pass.
Line ^3. The banks of Lago di Como are
mountains 3000 feet high, with hamlets, villas,
cha;pels, and convents.
Lme 665. pathways, Footpaths are the
only communication, by land, from village to
village.
Lines 670, 671. In "Descriptive Sketches."
Line 700. Gravtdona, At the head of Lake
Como.
Line 723. night. Aug. 21, 1790.
Line 764. They reached Cologne Sept. 28,
and went thence through Belgium to Calais.
Book Seventh. Lines 1-4. Feb. 10,1799.
See note, lines 1-10, book i. In a letter dated
Grasmere, June 3, 1805, Wordsworth says : I
have the pleasure to say that I finished my
poem about a fortnight ago." Thus we are
sure that the last seven books must have been
written in the year 1805.
Lines 4-6. isangr, etc. First two paragraphs
of book i.
Line 7. Scafell. The highest mountain in
the Lake District.
Lines 11, 12. Stop^ed. It is evident that this
was in 1802, otherwise we cannot account for
the " years " intervening before ** last primrosetime," 1804.
Line 13. assurance, Coleridge, before going
to Malta, urged Wordsworth to complete this
work.
Line 16. summer. 1804.
Line 31. Will chant, This book must have
been begun in the fali of 1804.
Line 44. grove* John^s Grove, so called
because it was the favorite resort of the poet's
brother, Captain Wordsworth. Itis but a few
moments' walk from Dove Cottage. One passes
it by the middle road to Rydal, opposite the
famous "Wishing Gate;" from it there is a
fine view across the lake to the mountains beyond, See "When, to the attractions of the
busy world."
Line 52. excursion. Related in book vi.
Line 54. quitted. He took hisdegree, B. A.,
in January, 1791.
Lines 58-65. Undetermined, etc. He went at
once to visit his sister at Fomcett Rectory, near
Norwich, where he remained six weeks. The
crisis of his life came between this time and his
settlement at Grasmere. He had resolved to
beapoet, but poetry would not feed him unless
he prostituted his talents and wrote for the
crowd. In this perplexity of mind he went to
London, and roamed about, noting men and
things. Meanwhile his friends were urging
him to enter the church, the law, or the
army.
Line 65. Three years. It is evident from this
that he visited London in 1788.
Line 112. Whittington. A famous citizen of
London, thrice Lord Mayor.
Line 121. Vauxhall, etc. Pleasure gardens
on the Thames, now built upon.
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Line 129. See "Sonnet on Westminster
Bridge."
Line 131, Giants. Gog and Magog, sometimes carried in the pageant o£ Lord Mayor's
Day.
Line 132. Bedlam, Hospital buUt in 1549.
Line 136. Monument, On Fish Street HiU,
erected to commemorate the Great Fire in September, 1666. Tower. The most celebrated fcrtress in Great Britain. It has been used as
royal residence, armory, prison, treasure-house
and seat of government.
Line 160, Referring to the eustom of marking the house in which some noted man lived.
7 Craven St., Strand, has," Benjamin Franklin
lived here.''
Line 267. Sadler^s Wells, A theatre,
named from the spring in the garden.
Line 297. Maia, Butterraere is about fifteeu
miles from Grasmere. The *^Spoiler" was
afterwards hanged at Oarlisle.
Line 383. To Cambridge, 1787.
Lines 458, 459. AU of these events lose their
triviality when considered as necessary parts of
the poefs education.
Line 484. His father had set him to leam
passages from the best English poets,
Line 491, stage. Parliament, when the debates were in progress on the French Revolution.
He said, " You always went away from Burke
with your mind fiUed."
Line 498, See Shakespeare's 'King Henry V.
Line 529. Theory. See Burke's Reflections
on the French Revolution.
Lines 545-572. Wordsworth seldom resorts
to satire, but here are some keen shafts directed
against the fashionable preacher of the day.
Line 564. DeathofAbel, By Soloraon Gesner, bom in Zurich, 1730. Bard, Young, author of Night Thoughts.
Line 568. Morven, A hilly district of France.
Line 678. St.Bartholomew, Henry I. granted
the privileges of holding fairs on this day.
Book Eighth. In the rush and roar of London, caught in the tides of her feverish life,
Wordsworth seems to have been drifting aimlessly. But the poefs heart was beating in his
breast ali the more rapidly because of the contrast of the city's din to the quiet of his cloister
life ãt Cambndge ; and at each pulse he felt
himself drawn nearer to the life of man. Until
this time, Nature was first, and Man second;
here in the centre of the great metropolis the
transition was made. Now, at the beginning
of the eighth book, he looks back and gives
us an inside "view of the workings of his own
soul while it was being played upon by the
inâuenees of Nature and of Man. The value
of book vii., of itself the least interesting in
The Prelude," is not grasped except by understanding its relation to the following,—
" There *8 a day about to break,
There 's a light about to dawn.'*
Lines 1-20. One of these fairs is allnded to
by Dorothy in her Grasmere Journal, Sept. 2,
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1800, when Coleridge was with them at Dove
Cottage. "We walked to the Fair. . . . It
was a loyely moonlight night, and the sound of
daneing and merriment came along the still
air." The annual sports of the North of England
at Grasmere resemble one of these fairs, —
" Bid by the day they wait for ali the year,
Shepherd and swain their gayest colours don,
For race and siuewy wrestling meet upon
The tournay grouud beside the shiuiug mere."
H. D. Riwnslet.
Lines 48-52. From Malvern Hills, by Mr.
Joseph Cottle (see Prefatory Note to ^ok i.).
Lines 70-76. Looking back, the poet sees
that his love of Nature led him to the love
of Man.
Line 77. GehoL Hanging Gardens of Babylon.
Lines 98-100. His childhood, passed among
magniâcent scenery where man was free, was
moulded by the simple life of home. The men
were as sturdy and incorruptible as the mountains themselyes. The beauty of his country,
like that of Switzerland, was more beautiful
because of the Uberty of soul which characterized the people.
Line 128. These shepherds, living as they
did so near to Nature, seemed to his young
imagination but another aspect of the Ufe of
the hills. The rocks and streams were vocal,
in the traditions of the dalesmen, with many
a tale_ of sufPering or heroism amid the howling winds and the driving storms which often
destroyed both them and their âocks. See
Fidelity."
Lines 145-163. Some of the rural pastimes are
still kept alive in the region of the Lakes, but
the tourist, with his fine clothes, pretension, and
presents, has done much to create dissatisfaction in the breasts of the rural folk, At Grasmere^ and Ambleside the custom of "Rush
Bearing " is continued, in memory of the time
when the people strewed the ground in the
churches with rushes gathered from the lakeside. It now occurs in Augpust, and the rushes
wreathed with flowers are used to decorate
the church. It is a Children's Festival. Never
do they forget to place an offering on the poefs
grave.
Lines 170-172. See "The Brothers."
Line 175. Gaíesus, An Italian river, famous
for fine-fleeced sheep.
Line 180. Clitumnus. A tributary to the
Tiber,
Line 182. Lucretilis. A hill near the farm
of Horace.
Line 186. pastoral tract, At Goslar. Prefatory Note, book i.
Line 210. walls. He says, " I walked daily
on the ramparts, or on a sort of public ground
or garden."
Line 215. Ilercynian, Near the Rhine, in
Southern and Central Germany.
Line 217. channels, Wastdale, Ennerdale,
Yewdale, etc.
Lines 223-293. The passage is unique and
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Qxunatchable; it is characterized by a profound
sincerity and an exq^ite naturalness.
Lines ^4-340. Thus it was that the poet
fained his ârm faith in the nobility of man.
[e díd not fínd evil as fast as he found good
in those early days, for he read his first lesson
on Man from the book of Nature, and saw him
in his setting: of beauty and sublimity.
Lines 340-391. Although Nature was at first
pre-eminent in his thoughts, yet his vision of man
was ^owing clearer and clearer, and he began
to unite the two in one picture.
Line 408. rock. It is difficult to determine
whether this alludes to Dove Cottage or that
of Ann Tyson. If the former is meant, the
rock would be on Red Bank; if the latter, it
would be on the hill northwest of Ilawkshead.
Line 421. In preface to Lyrical Ballads^ he
says: Fancy is giren us to quicken and beguile
the temporal part of our nature; imagination, to
incite and sup^ort the eternal."
Line 459, Thurstonmere. Coniston Lake, to
the west of Hawkshead.
Line 468. The following eight lines are recast
from a poem which he wrote in anticipation
of leaving school, and which he said was a tame
imitation of Pope's versification.
Line 477. high emotions, Poetry written before 1805.
Line 543. JSntered. Probably in 1788.
Line 562, Antiparos. One 01 the Cyclades,
containing a stalactite cave. Den. A limestone
cavem near Ingleton in Yorkshire.
Line 619. For Wordsworth's theory of diction, see Preface to Lyrical Ballads^ 1800.
Book Ninth. He now loved both Nature
and Man, and his enthusiasm for humanity
was growing day by day. After spending four
months, February, March, April, and May, in
London, he visited his friend Jones in Wales,
and refreshed himself by communion with the
hills, visiting Menai, Conway, and Bethgelert.
Yet even here in the solitude of Nature, the
voice of Humanity sounding in that song of
liberty allured him to the theatre of Revolution. The Revolution was not confíned to the
sphere of politics: that was only one feature
of the great movement toward the goal of
equal rights to which the nations were tending. It was a retum to Nature in ali the departments of life. This enthusiasm for Nature
took form in France under Rousseau's extravagant and diseased sensibility. In Germany the
same feeling was manifested by Goethe, who
combined the poetic with the scientific aspect of
Nature, and swelled the great wave of feeling
which wM gathering force as it advanced. In
England it had been growing into form for half
a century. The heralds of the day arose from
quarters, and under circumstances quite unexpected, — from the sorrow and disappointment
of Cowper and the untaught melodies of the
ploughboy of Ayrshire, — the onein his invalid
nightcap, the other in his blue bonnet and
homespun. But the poet who was to conduct
the heart of England to the love of rivers,
woods, and hills was, in the autumn of 1791,
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leaving Brighton for Paris, about to plunge
into the blood and furor of that revolutionary
city.
Line 35. So lately, With Jones in 1790,
Line 40, town. Orleans.
Line 45, Jield of Mars, Li the west of Paris.
Line 46. St. Antony. In the east of the city.
Line 47. Martre. In the north of the city.
Dome. The Pantheon, in the south.
Line 51. toss. On May 4,1789, the clergy,
noblesse, and tiers état, constituting the States
General, met in Notre Dame, The next day
the tiers état assumed the title of the National
Assembly, and urged the others to join them.
Line 52. Palace, Palais Royal, built by
Car^nal Richelieu.
Line 68. Bastille, State prison and citadel of
Paris.
Line 77. Le Brun. Court painter of Louis
xiy.
Line 132. They were so disgusted with the
Revolution that they stood ready to join the
emigrants in arms against their country under
Leopold, king of Prússia, and to restore the
old régime.
Line 139. One. The Republican general,
Beaupuis.
^ Line 176. Carra^ Gorsas, Joumalist deputies.
Line 182. Jiight. See note, line 132.
Lines 216, 217. Ruskin, in 1876, said that
he had, in his fíelds at Coniston, men who
might have fought with Henry V. at Agincourt
without being distinguished from one of his
kniçhts.
Lines 230-232, ** Drawn from a strong Scandinavian stock, they dwell in a land as solemn
and beautiful as Norway itself. The Cumbrian
dalesmen have afPorded, perhaps, as near a
realization as human fates have yet àUowed
of a rural society which statesmen have desired for their country's greatness." — F, W. H,
Myers.
Line 265. posting on. See note, line 132.
Lines 281-287. Thus it was that the Revolution touched the hearts of the young and imaginative minds of England; the light of a new
heaven and a new earth seemed about to dawn
on men.
Lines 290-321. In company with this rejected Republican, Wordsworth lived; they
were kindred spirits.
Lines 340-363, The oppression and tyranny
which had hindered Man's progress.
Lines 390-430. " Beaupuis was to Wordsworth
the ideal at once of a warrior and a citizen." —
E. Legouis.
Line 393. Greta, A river which flows past the
home of Southey at Keswick. See sonnet to
the River Greta. Derwent. See note, lines
270-^275, book i.,
Line 409. Dion. A pupil of Plato's. See
the poem "Dion," composed in 1816.
Lme 410. Both Plato and Dion tried to infíuence Dionysius, the tyrant of Syracuse, but
did not succeed.
Line 412. Philosophers who assisted Dion.
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Line 413. Syracusan exiles.
Line 416. Dion took Syracuse. Zacynthus.
One of the Cyclades.
Line 424. perisked^ etc. Beaupuis did not
perish in La v endée, he was wounded.
Line 451. Angélica» Character in the Orlando Furioso of Ariosto.
Line 453. Erminia. Heroine of Jerusalém
Delivered,
Line 481, Momorentin. Capital of Sologne.
Line ^2. Èlois, Wordsworth went from
Orleans to Blois in the spring of 1792.
Line 484. lady. Claude, daughter of Louis
XII.
Line 491. Chambord, Nine miles from
Blois, noted for its cliateau and park.
Lines 501-541. These dreams nave been pronounced chimerical; yet if thejr are to prove so,
the spirit of Christianitj^ and its root-thoughts
must be equally chimerical.
Line 547. a tale. " Vaudracour and Julia,"
founded on a tale related to Wordsworth by a
French lady who was an eye-witness of the
scene described. See p. 327.
Line 553. The following four lines are the
prelude to the above-raentioned poem.
Book Tenth. Line 11.^ Metropolis. In the
autumn of 1792 he left Blois for Paris.
Line 12. fallen.^ Aug. 10, 1792, the mob
stormed the Tuileries and imprisoned the king
and his family in the Temple.
Line 18. Mogul. A corruption of Mongol.
Line 19. Agra and Lahore, Cities implicated in the Sepoy rebellion.
Line 20. Rajahs^ the native princes of índia;
Omraks^ their oíHcials.
Line 3G. League, The union of Louis with
European monarchs.
Line 41. Hepúblic, On the 22d of September, 1792, the Republic was proclaimed.
Line 43. massacre. The Danton massacres
were just over.
Line 48. He arrived in Paris in October,
1792. The city heaved like a volcano. Robespierre, one of the Committee of Public Safety,
was rising.
Line 5ü. Carrousel. Place de Carrousel, a
public square.
Lines 63-93. But that night^ etc, Although
he took sides against Kobespierre, yet he held
fast to the principies of the Revolution,
Line 111. Jean Baptiste Louvet.
Line 114. Robespierre got a delay of one
week to prepare an answer, and by smooth
speech finally triumphed.
Lines 120-190. The vein of optimism running
through these Unes is characteristic of a man
trained as he had been.
Lines 198, 199. Harmodius and Aristogiton.
Athenians who put to death the tyrant Hipparchus.
Lines 222-231. Such was the fascination of
the terrible city, and such was his sympathy in
the great movement, that had his funds not
given out, he doubtless would have perished
with his friends, the Brissotins. He returned
to England in December, 1792.
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Line 236. Twice. He left Kngland in November, 1792.
Line 245. To ahide. He remained in London
during the winter of 1792-93, with his brother
Richard.
Line 247, The movement of Clarkson and
Wilberforce for abolishing the slave trade. See
sonnet to William Clarkson.
Lines 264, 265. When in 1793 England joined
with Holland and Spain against France, his indignation knew no bounds. If England was to
disappoint him, where was he to look for support ?
Line 283. rejoiced. This is the culmination
of that idea of interest in mankind outside of
the bounds of England which began in the
poetry of Goldsmith, was continued in Cowper,
and became so intense in Wordsworth.
Line 315. red-cross Jlag. Union Jack, the
red cross of St. George, and the white cross of
St. Andrew.
Lines 316-330. Wordsworth, in his advertisement to **Guilt and Sorrow," says: "During
the latter part of the summer of 1793, passed a
month in tne Isle of Wight, in view of the fleet
then preparing for sea at Portsmouth, and left
the place with melancholy forebodings."
Lmes 331-375. The **Reign of Terror*' began in France in July, 1793.
Line 381, ^ Madame Roland, wife of the minister of the interior under Dumouriez. When
upon the scaffold, turning to the statue of Liberty, she said, O Liberty, what crimes are
committed in thy name! " Her husband committcd suicide.
Line 383. O Fnend^ etc. The result, given
in the following lines, was not a strange one on
a nature like Wordsworth^s. The eclipse of his
fair idol of the rights of man was almost total.
Line 430. The love of Nature had been superseded by the love of Man, and now that the
second love was weakening, the crisis was near
at hand.
Lines 436-480. In his most passionate moods,
temperance was at the centre, and prevented
the name of emotion from consuming him.
Line 491. With Robert Jones in the vacation
of 1790.
Lines 496,497. See sonnet, " Composed near
Calais," 1802.
Line 498. Arras. A town one hundred miles
from Paris, celebrated for its tapestries. The
birthplace of Robespierre.
Line 512. The reaction from the "Reign of
Terror" hadset in; alipartiescombined against
Robespierre, and he was ezecuted by his f ormer
supporters, July 28, 17^.
Line 513. The day. In August, 1794.
Line 515. Over the Ulverston sands, where
the waters of Wiiidermere find their way to the
sea.
Line 534. At Cartmell, where the Rev. William Taylor, master at Hawkshead School,
1782-86, was buried. Just before his death he
sent for the upper boys of the school (amongst
whom was Wordsworth), and took leave of them
with a solemn blessing.

>
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See Addresa to the Scholars of the Village
School."
Liue 536. Besides the inscríption are the fol>
lowing Unes from Gray: —
His merits, stranger, seek not to disclose,
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode/^ etc.
Line 552. The writing ef poetry was imposed
as a task npon the boys of the Hawkshead
School. See " Lines Written as a School Exercise at Hawkshead, Anno ^tatis 14.^*
Lines 596-598. On his way to Hawkshead
from Fumess Abbey and Conishead Priory.
Book Eleventh. Line 1. time. The
" Reign of Terror,"
Line 11. ín the People. How deep was that
faith which could still trust in the conscience of
the masses I
Lines 53-73. The dread of revolution in
England was in consequence of there being
many supporters of France there.
Line 98. I began. He was now to use his
intellect more than his heart, and to study man
as a citizen; the result was that he was led to
take a greater interest in political and national
questions than any poet 01 his time.
Lines 105-144. These lines first appeared in
the Friend^ Oct. 6,1809. They were written
in 1805, and, as he looked back on the dream
which was now becoraing fulfiUed, it added
new enthusiasm to the cause of Humanity, and
made him the champion of the rights of man.
It also fumished him the impulse to write that
jíhilosophical poem, ** The Excursion."
Line 175. In 1795.
Line 206. In this act his last hopes of liberty
sufPered eclipse, and he was overwhelmed with
shame and despondency; yet his hatred of oppression became stronger than ever, for he believed that in this movement ali the darkest
events of the old régime were combined. He
uttered his indigfnation in that remarkable
series of sonnets on liberty.
Lines 223-320. He now set about the analysis
of right in the abstract, and in this operation
even the grounds of right disappeared. This
was the crisis of his life. He now plunged into
the nether gloom by the use of this criticai
faculty. He grew sceptical of faith which
could not be demonstrated by^ logic.
"Wordsworth was workmg out Godwin^s
philosophy, — that nothing should be admitted
as certain unless confirmed by reason." — E.
Legouis.
Lines 333-348. Then it was^ etc. In the winter
of 1794 he joined his sister at Halifax. He had
not seen her since 1790. She had alwavs been
his better angel, and in this sickness of his soul
she knew what remedy to apply. The world
has loved to view the picture of the devotion of
Charles and Mary Lamb in their lives of sadness; the companion picture of William and
Dorothy Wordsworth is not less interestii^ and
touching. Mr. Paxton Hood says : ** Not Laura
with Petrarch, not Beatrice with Dante are
more really connected than Wordsworth with

841

his sister Dorothy.'' See Dorothy Wordswcrth ; or^ Story of a Sister''s Love^ by Edmund
Lee.
Line 360. Buonaparte summoned the Pope to
anoint him emperor of France in 1804.
Line 376. Coleridge was in Sicily, whither he
had gone from Malta.
Line 379. Timoleon. Who reduced Sicily to
order. He refused ali titles, and lived as a
private citizen.
Lines 418-423. See sonnet on " Departure of
Sir Walter Scott for Naples."
Line 444, Comates. See Theocritus, Idyll
vii. 28.
Line 450. At Dove Cottage.
Of the three books of The Prelude " which
describe the poefs residence in France Mr.
John Morley says: *' They are an abiding lesson
to brave men how to bear themselves in hours
of public stress."
ÈooK Twelfth. Lines 1-43. Healing had
been ministered to a mind diseased, and he
now looked upon the face of Nature with the
imaginative delight of childhood vet with a
fuller appreciation of the sources of her beauty.
The harmony of thought and language in this
passage is hardly surpassed by that of Tintem
Abbey."
Line 151. And yet I knew a maid^ etc. The
reference here is not to his sister, but to Mary
Hutchinson, who afterward became his wife.
Next to the blessing of that sister, who conducted him from the region of despair and
spiritual death to that of assured hope and enlargement of soul, stands that
•' Creature not too bright or good
For human nature'B daily food."
Her simplicity of manner and her soothing
and sustaining influence are celebrated in many
lines of the poefs later works. In the companionship of two such appreciative and homehearted women, he was blessed beyond most of
his brethren in song.
Lines 208-225. It is this element in Wordsworth's poetry that gives it its unwithering
freshness, its power to make us see beauty in the
commonplace, and to help us idealize the real.
Thus Wordsworth's philosophy is not a theory;
it is a life, It had saved him from despondency
and spiritual death; it will recreate ali of those
who will but put themselves under its influences
Lines 261-271. When^ etc. The sjjiritual freedom which sets the poet's imagination into
action seldom fails to centre it upon solid foundations.
Line 287. One Christmas-time. This was
evidently 1783. His father was then living
at Penrith, and the led palfreys would go by
Kirkstone Pass and Ambleside. From Ambleside to Hawkshead there are two roads which
meet within about two miles of Hawkshead
TÍllage; here there are two crags, either of
which would answer the description.
Lines 311-335. Wordsworth in this passage
corroborates what has already been said of his
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susceptibllity to sound ; he is always listening,
and when he afterwards recalls the scenes, he
blends sights and sounds, the latter often being
the most prominent.
Book Thirteenth. Lines 1-10. Thepower
with which Wordsworth illustrated this truth
makes him one of the CTeatest teachers and
benefactors of his age. He is no less the poet
of contemplation than the poet of passion. and
the lesson was taught him by Nature. It is
only by calmness in the midst of pa^^ion that
the highest beauty in poetry is attained. Ali
of Wor<isworth'8 finest poetry is the result of
emotions recoílected in tranqi^ity.
Lines 48-119. His emotion being now under
regulation, he determined to find out the truths
of haman Úfe. He gave np his sanguine schemes
for the regeneration of mankind, and turned to
the abodes of simple men, where duty, love,
and reverence were to be found in their true
relation and worth.
Xiines 130-141. His wounded heart was healed
as he experienced the "love in huts where poor
men lie.
Lines 141-160. From the terrace-walk in the
garden of the Cockermouth home can be seen
the hill here referred to, and the road running
over its summit. The road is now only a footpathf but was then a publio way to Isel, a town
on the Derwent.
Lines 160-185. The riches which he gleaned
from these mines of neglected wealth made
him the singer of simple songs for thinking
hearts."
Lines 186-220. Wordsworth here touches the
core of our modem artificial life and thinking.
Lines 220-278. This passage is the finest in
thought^nd the most perfect in expression, of
anyof "ThePrelude." Itilliwtratesthecourage
of the man who dared thus, in an age of superficiality and pride, to fly in the face of ali the
poetical creeds, and make the joys and sorrows
that we encounter on the common high road of
life the subjects of his song.
Line 314. Sarum^s Plain. In 1793 he wandered with his friend William Calvert over
Salisbury Plain. See Guilt and Sorrow."
Line 353. unpremeditated strains. The^Descriptive Sketches." Coleridge happened npon
these when an undergraduate at CambridgeT
1793, and wrote of them: "Seldom, if ever,
was the emergence of a great and original poetic
geniusabove the literaryhorizon more evidently
announced."
Line 361. The poets did not meet until 1797.
Book Fourtbenth. Lines 1-10. In the
summer of 1793 he visited his friend Jones in
Wales.
Lines 35-130. Of this vision of the transmnting power of imagination, Mr. Stopford Brooke
says: "It is one of the finest specimens of
Wordsworth^s grand style, It is as sustained
and stately as Milton, but difPers from Milton^s
style in the gfreater simpUcity of diction."
Lines 168,169. By love, etc. No great poet
has been content with mere outward Nature;
he most pass through it to the soul of man.
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Wordsworth never rests in what appears to the
outward eye; he rests only in the aspirations
caused by what the senses reveal.
Line 253. " What was once harsh in Wordsworth was toned by the womanly sweetness of
his sister; and with a devotion as rare as it was
noble she dedicated to him her life and service.''
— Edmukd Lee. See " The Sparrow's Nest"
and " Tintem Abbey."
Lines 266-268. Maiy Hutchinson. See "She
was a Phantom of delight,'* second stanza.
Line 281. Wordsworth said: "He and my
sister are the two beings to whom my intellect
is most indebted."
Line 311. See advertisement to "The Prelude,** p. 124.
Line 353. After leaving London, 1793, he
went to the Isle of Wight, the valley of the
Wye, and later visited with his sister the
scenes of his youth in Cumberland and Westmoreland.
Lines 355-369. Calvert. See sonnet To
Raisley Calvert," and note to "Lines Left
upon a Seat in a Yew-Tree."
Line 396. See prefatory note to " The Pre*
lude."
Lines 404-407. " The Idiot Boy " and " The
Thorn."
Line 419. In the spring of 1800 their brother
John, who was captain of an East Indiaman,
came to their new home at Grasmere. He remained with them about eight months, and in
the fali he started upon the voyage which he
intended should be his last, as he desired to live
with his brother and sister. In February, 1805,
his vessel was wrecked o£f Portland, and ali on
board perished. There are touching allusions
to him in " Elegiac Verses," " Character of the
Happy Warrior,"^ and "Lines sug^ested byseeing Peele Castle in a Storm."
Lines 430-454. The grand determination with
which Wordsworth, abandoning professional
life and giving himself to counteracting the
* ^ mechanical and utilitarian theories of his
time," stood up against ridicule and obloquy,
cannot be matcned in literature.
See Coleridge, " To a Gentleman," for a significant appreciation of " The Prelude."
Page 222. The Recluse.
The poet's own history of this poem has been
given in his introductory notes to "The Prelude " and " The Excursion," pp. 124 and 403.
" The Excursion " was the only one of the three
proiected poems that was published during the
author's life. Selections from "The Recluse "
were published in his Guide to ike Lakes^ one
of which, " The Water-Fowl," appeared in subsequent editions of his poems; and two, " On
Nature's invitation do 1 come" and "feleak
season was it," were published by the Bishop of
Lincoln in the Memoirs, Although these selections have been given in this edition, as "The
Recluse " was first printed in 1888, and as the
date of composition is conjectural, it seems best
to place it here with the poems written at
Grasmere.
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Lines 1-18. Onct to the verge^ etc. These Ghyll, not far from Dove Cottage. Tuming to
lines, if taken literally, refer to the Hawks- the right from the highway by the "Swan
Inn," and foUowing the beck, one will, withhead days, or to those of his college vacation.
Line 59, One of thy lowly DweLlings. Dove out much difficulty, find where the "Èvening
Star " was situated; and a little farther up the
Cottage.
Lines 71-175. On Nature^s invitation do I beck sheepfolds, which are now used. Jrrobably MichaePs fold was still higher up; on the
come^ etc. See note, p. 831.
Lines 152-167. Bleak season was ity etc. See right of the beck there is a large oak-tree
which may be the " Clipping Tree." A visit to
note, p. 831.
Lines 203, etc. Behold kow with a grace^ etc. the Ghyll and the pasture-land on the side of
Fairfíeld is of great assistance to the appreciaSee " Water-Fowl," p. 401.
Line 655. Pügrim of the Sea. John Words- tion of the spirit of the poem.
Dorothy's Journal of Oct. 11, 1800, has the
worth. See " When, to the attractions of the
foUowing: "Walked up Greei^ead GhyU in
bnsy world," and note.
T-inft 657. And others. The Hutchinsons.
search of a Sheepfold." 13th. ** W. composed
Line 660. Phüosopher and Poet. Coleridge. in the Evening," 15th. " W. again composed
See '^Stanzas written in my Pocket-Copy of at the Sheepfold after dinner."
In a letter to Mr. Charles James Fox written
Thomson's * Castle of Indolence,' " p. 288, and
this year, Wordsworth caUed attention to the
note, p. 848.
Line 703. While yei an innocent little one, etc. greatest of national dangers — the disampearance of such a class of " Statesmen " as Michael
See ** Prelude," book i.
represents, through the absorption of smaU freeLines 836-839.
* Descenda prophetic Spirit! ihat inspir^st
holds by large estates. See F. W. H. Myers,
The human
etc.
Wordsworth^ chapter iv.
Line 169. Clipping Tree. Clipping is the
" Not mine own fears, cor the pfophetic Soul
word
used in the north of England for shearOf the wide world dreaming on things to come."
Shakspearb's Sonnets. ing. W. W.
See H. D. Rawnsley, Life and Natwre of the
Lines 754-860. Used in Wordsworth's origi- English LaJces^ "A Brig End Sheep Clipping."
nal prefatory note to "The Excursion," as
" Prospectus."
Page 244. The Idle Shepherd-Boys.
The scene of this poem is in the Langdale
Pikes, — Harrison Stickle, and Pike o' Stickle,
Page 232. The Brothers.
This exquisite idyl — the most dramatic of the at the head of Great Langdale. It is reached
poet's works — possesses all the heauty and from Grasmere by Easdale, a vigorous climb,
grandeur of the grand and beautiful vale in over Silver How, or by Eed Bank. The first
which the scene is laid. Knnerdale surpasses, two routes for pedestrians only, the last is a
in its chaotic grandeur, any other vale in the good carriage road. The last stanza of the
district; it is guarded by steep and lofty moun- poem is a good description of the GhyU as it is
tains wnich seem to force the little commu- to-day.
nity of dalesmen into closer unity and affection.
Page 247. "It was an Aprii. Morning:
It is a fítting framework for a healthy social
order.
Fresh and Clear."
In this year life at the Cottage was enriched
Line 310. the Great Gavel . . . Leeza. The
Great Gavel, so called, I imagine, from its re- by visits from Coleridge, Robert Jones, John
semblance to the gable end of a house, is one of Wordsworth, and the Hutchinsons. Dorothy
the highest of the Cumberland Mountains. It writes in her Journal, "On Sunday (June 29)
stands at the head of the several vales of Enner- Mr. and Mrs. Coleridge and Hartley came."
This and the foUowing six poems belong to
dale, Wastdale, and Borrowdale. The Leeza
is a river which flows into the lake of Enner- a class, "On the Naming of í*laces," written
to
record incidents which happened in connecdale: on issuing from the Lake, it chan^s its
name, and is called the End, Eyne, or Enna. tion with some of the poefs friends. To one
It falb into the Sea a little below Égremont. familiar with the lake land the evidence of
attachments for localities where little incidents
W. W.
Coleridge says of this and the foUowing have taken place is seen in the names there
poem: "The characters of the viçar and the preserved. All lovers of the poet delight in
shepherd-mariner in the poem of *The Bro- identifying places especiaUy dear to him.
thers,' those of the shepherd of Greenhead Gill
The scene of this poem is in Easdale, a halfin *The Michael,' have all the verisimilitude hour's walk from Dove Cottage. Leaving
and representativo quality that the purposes of Grasmere vUlage we soon cross Goody Bridge
poetry can require. Tney are persons of a and Easdale beck, by the side of which the
known and abiding class, and their manners poet said he had composed thousands of verses.
and sentiments the natural product of circum- FoUowing this beck from the bridge, we come
stances common to the class.''
to a deep pool, with a "single mountain cottage " not far distant. On the opposite side of
the vaU^ is the mountain terrace, Lancrigg,
Page 238. Michael.
The scene of this pastoral is Greenhead where " The Prelude " was composed.
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The poefs sister is frequently referred to as
"Emma" or "Emmeline. '
Page 248. To Joanna (Hütchinson).
This sceue is laid on tbe Kotha, the river
which fiows by the Grasmere Churchyard (where
the poet is buried), and empties into the lake;
thence it flows into Rydal Water.
Dorothy writes, Aug. 22, ** W. read us the
poeiu * Joanna/ beside the Rothay, by the
roadside/'
The lofty íirsstood near the church tower
but were removed to widen the road. The tall
rock " is probably on the side of Helm Crag.
Silver-how, Loughrigg, Fairfield, and Helvellyn are the mountains which surround the
Vale; while Skiddaw, Glaramara, and Kirkstone are at a considerable distance on the
north and east.
Page 249. "There is an Eminence."
The "eminence'* is Stone-Arthur, on the
east of the road leading over Dunmail Haise,
and is between Greenhead Ghyll and Tongiie
Ghyll.
Page 249. " A Narrow Gibdle of Rough
Stones and Crags."
The Coleridges remained at Dove Cottage
until Greta Hall, at Keswick, was ready for
them in July.
The scene of the poem is easily identified,
although no woodland path now leads from
the cottage to the lake, and the coach road and
cottages break the privacy of the '*eastern
shore." On the lOth of October, Dorothy's
Journal says: William sat up after me writing
* Point Kash Judgment.'"
Page 250. To M. H.
Dorothy writes to Mrs. Marshall, Sept. 10:
"Our cottage is quite large enough lor us,
though very small. . . . We have a boat on the
lake, and a small orchard and a small garden;
which, as it is the work of our own hands, we
regard with pride and partiality." The cottage
contained only six rooms, and with the Coleridges, the Hutchinsons and John, they must
have been a bit crowded. Mary Hütchinson
was with them for several months during this
year, and the Coleridges for two.
Of the exact location of the scene of the
poem it may still be said, the travellers know
it not," although many attempts have been
made to ascertain it. The place is near Rydal
Mount or in the grounds of Rydal Park, and
a hunt for it will well repay one.
Page 251. The Waterfall and the
Eglantine.
There are three roads from Grasmere to
Rydal: one, a footpath under Nab Scar, which
Dr. Arnold called * Old Corruption; " a second
over White Moss Common, which he called
" Bit by Bit Reform;" and a third, the coach
road by the lake-side, " Radical Reform." It
Í3 by the first of these roads that the scene of
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this poem is laid. Eglantines still grow there,
though not abundantly.
Friday, A^ril 23, 1802, Dorothy writes in her
Journal: "Wewent toward Rydal under Nab
íScar. The sun shone and we were lazy, , . ,
Colendge and I pushed in before. We left
William sitting on rhe stones, feasting with
silence, and I sat down upon a rocky seat,
a couch it might be, under the Bower of
William's * Eglantine.'"
Page 252. The Oak and the Broom.
Wordsworth's note helps us to determine the
locality under Nab Scar, near the mountain
path, Old Corruption." There is still a large
stone far up on the side of the mountain, and it
may be the " lofty stone " of this poem.
Page 253. Hart-Leap Well.
Suggested to Wordsworth and his sister when
they were making the memorable journey from
Sockburn to Grasmere in December, 17ífe. In
1887 I visited the scene here described and
found a desolate spot indeed.
"More doleful place did never eye survey."
The aspens and stone pillars are no more, but
the stone basin still remains. A wall has been
built where it is possible that the "pillars"
stood. Rev. Mr. Hütchinson, who visited the
place in 1883, thinks the stone in the wall,
which shows signs of having been hammerdressed, may be one of the pillars."
Page 257. The Childless Father.
Linc 10. funeral basin. In several parts of
the North of England, when a funeri takes
place, a basin full of sprigs of boxwood is
placed at the door of the nouse from which the
coffin is taken up, and each person who attends
the funeral ordinarily takes a sprig of this boxwood, and throws it into the grave of the
deceased. W. W.
Page 257. Rural Architectcre.
The scene of this poem is associated with
Lake Thirlmere, Great How being the height
which rises between Thirlmere and Legberthwaite Dale. See note to ** The Waggoner."
Page 258. Ellen Irwin.
See Scotfs Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border^
vol. i. p. 98, for the history of the famous
ballad ' Fair Helen of Kirconnell."
Sept, 10, Dorothy writes to a friend: "William is going to publish a second edition of
the Lyrical Ballads with a second volume."
These were published at the dose of this year,
with the famous Defensio of his principies of
poetic diction. Coleridge wrote of these volumes: "I should judge of a man*s heart and
intellect, precisely according to the* degree and
intensity of the admiration with which he read
these poems."
The Kirtle is a river in the southem part of
Scotland, on the banks of which the events
here related took place. W. W.
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Page 260. A Chabacter.
This is a tribute to Wordsworth's college
mate and friend, Robert Jones, with whom he
visited FraDce and Switzerland in the college
vacation of 1790, and Wales in 1791. To him
he dedicated ^'Descriptive Sketches," 1793.
Page 261. Inscriptions ;
For the spot whebe the hermitage
STOOD ON ST. HERBERT'S ISLAND, DERWENTWATER.
Derwentwater is rich in literary and historical associations. It attracted Gray, Wordsworth, Coleridge, Keats, Carlyle, the Amolds,
and Southey. The places here of most interest
are the island where Herbert, St. Cuthbert's
friend, had his shrine; Cat-Ghyll, the favorite
nook of Southey's, and Crag of the Friars
whose beauty first inspired Ruskin, and where
uow stands the simple memorial of that
event.
WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL UPON A STONE IN
THE WALL OF THE HOüSE (AN OUTHOUSE),
ON THE ISLAND AT GRASMERE.
There is only one island in Grasraere Lake.
It is still a pasture for sheep, and a rude pile
still stands there.
1801
Dorothy Wordsworth's Journal reveals to us
that this year there was much reading of
Spenser and Chaucer, and much worry over the
condition of Coleridge. The actual poetic output was not large. Wordsworth tried his hand
at modernizing Chaucer, and began *'The Excursion."
Page 262. The Sparrow's Nest.
The old manor house with garden and terrace-walk at Cockermouth remains essentially
as it was in Wordsworth'8 day. Emmeline is
his sister Dorothy, An interesting memorial
of the early days of these children has been
recently erected in the Park at Cockermouth:
a drinking fountain for man and beast surmounted by a bronze statue of a child.
Page 262. Pelion and Ossa.
How the desire of the poefs heart has become a reality is revealed in the foUowing from
James Russell Lowell, alluding to the lake
land, "This Chartreuse of Wordsworth, dedicated to the Genius of Solitude, will allude to
its imperturbable calm, the finer natures and
the more highly tempered intellects . . . and
over the entrance gate to that purifying seclusion shall be inscribed :
Mínds innocent and quiet take
This for an hermitage."
Page 263. The Prioress*s Tale.
Prof. Dowden calls this work '*at once frank
and faithful," in spite of its many defects.
Friday, 4th, Dorothy writes in her Journal:
"Wm. translating *The Prioress^s Tale."'
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Saturday, 5th, ** Wm. finished *The PrioresB'8
Tale,' and after tea Mary and he wrote it
out."
Page 266. The Cückoo and theNightinGALE.
Line 201. With such a master^ etc. From a
manuscript in the Bodleian, as are also Stanzas
xliv. and xlv., which are necessary to complete
the sense. W. W.
1802
This year is an exceedingly busy one for the
poet. A frequent entry in Dorothy's Journal
is, " Wm. worked at the Pedlar." The balíads
and sonnets are revelations of the life he was
living, the most significant event of which was
his marriage to Mary Hutchinson.
Page 273. The Sailor's Mother.
The title of this poem in Dorothy's Journal
is The Singing Bird." Friday, March 12,
she writes: " William fínished ' The Singing
Bird.'"
Page 274. Alice Fell.
Under date of Feb. 16, Dorothy gives a detailed history of the occurrence with Mr.
Graham, closing with; "Mr. G. left Mary to
buy her a new cloak." On Friday (March 14),
Dorothy writes, "In the evening after tea William wrote, * Alice Fell.' "
Page 275. Beogars.
Under date of May 27,1800, Dorothy gives
details of the event out of which the poem
grew, and under Saturday (March 13,1802) she
writes: "W. wrote the poem of the Be^ar
Woman." The quarry is near the junction of
the two roads leading from Rydal to Grasmere. See "Sequei to the ^Beggars,' " 1817.
Page 276. To a Butterfly.
This poem refers to the same period as " The
Sparrow'8 Nest," Cockermouth days, before
1778. Dorothy says: " While wewere at breakfast W. wrote the poem * To a Butterfly.'
The thought came upon him as we were talking^
about the pleasure we both always felt at the
sight of a butterfly. I told him that I used to
chase them a little, but that I was afraid of
brushing the dust off their wings, and did not
catch them."
Page 276. The Emigrant Mother.
March 16 Dorothy writes: "William went
^ into the orchard and wrote a part of * The
£^igrant Mother.'" Wednesday. — William
went up into the orchard and flnished the
poem."
Page 277. " My Heart Leaps üp."
This poem is the key-note of ali Wordsworth's poetry: it is " The Prelude " condensed
into a lyric.
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Page 278. Written in Mabch.
Under date of April 16 (Good Friday), Dorothy writes in the Journal the details of their
walk from UUswater over Kirkstone Fass,
during which this põem. was composed. A
little below Hartsteep in Patterdale is the
bridge over Goldrill Beck.
Line 10. Dorothy says (in Journal): " Behind us a flat pasture with forty-two cattle
feeding."
Page 278. The Redbreast «chasing the
Butterfly,
On Sunday, April 18, Dorothy writes: "A
mild grey morning with rising vapours. We
sate in the orchard, William wrote the poem on
the Robin and the Butterfly." ** Tuesday 20,
wrote a conclusion to the poem of the Butterfly, ' I Ve watched you now a full half
hour.' "
Line 12. Father Adam. See *'Paradise
Lost," book xi. W. W.
Page 279. Foresight.
On January 31, Dorothy says; "I found a
strawberry blossom in a rock. ... I uprooted
it rashly, and f elt as if I had been committing
an outrage ; so I planted it again."
Under date 01 28th of April she writes:
" Wm. was in the orchard . . . at dinner time
he came in with the poem, * Children gathering
Flowers.' "
Pa^ 279. To the Small Celandine.
In Dorothy's Journal, April 30, we have the
following: "We came into the orchard directly afterbreakfast, and sat there. The lake
was calm, the sky cloudy. W. began to write
the poem of the Celandine. ... I walked
backward and forward with William. He repeated his poem to me."
Line 8. Celandine, Common pilewort.
W. W.
Page 280. To the Same Flower.
In Dorothy's Journal, May 1, 1802, is the following: " Wm. wrote the Celandine, second
part."
Page 280. Resolütion and Indepent>ence.
'
Dorothy writes: " When Wm. and I returned
from accompanying Jones, we met an old man
almost double. . . . His trade was to gather
leeches. . . . It was late in the evening.
We see from the Fenwick note that the
elements which were gathered together in this
poem were from various sources. The mental
mood and " the hare running races in her
inirth " are brought from the walk over Barton
Fell. The "lonely moor" with the "pool" is
White Moss Common, which one crosses by the
middle road to Rydal.
After the storm and the tumult of Nature —
" the roaring of the wind,'* and the driving of
the floods — there came the calm, the singing of
the birds, the music of the becks, the fresh,
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clear atmosphere, and the hare running
races.'* One would think that —
poet could DOt but be gay
In 6uch a jocund company."
A kindred mood is awakened in the poet,
but it is soon beclouded with "fears and
fancies " which arise from the contrast existing
between the free, happy, careless life of ali the
unoffending creatures of God's love, and the
life of man, burdened with care for the morrow, obliged to sow before he can reap, " looking before and after." Strong as he is, he is
nevertheless made weak by such dejection; and
in this weakness there appears the figure of an
old man, by conversation with whom strength
is imparted, power is given, a new motive for
living is supplied, life is made a happier and a
diviner thing.
As to style, we might almost say there is
none. By the simplest language, in the absence
of ali color, with no complexity of incident, we
have one of the most harmonious and determined of sketches, — the beauty and the
strength of repose.
In its ethical bearing the poem makes common cause with ali of Wordsworth's best work,
the message of which is—"Waste not! "
That his philosophy in this respect is not
theoretical but practical, we will let one who
has made a trial of it testify,
John Stuart Mill, in a time of disappointment
at the failure of cherished hopes, and when life
seemed nothing but a struggle against cruel
necessity, went to Wordsworth's poems, and of
the result says: —
"Fromthem I seemed to leam what would
be the perennial sources of happiness, when ali
the greater evils of life shall have been removed. And I felt myself at once better and
happier as I came under their influence."
Page 282. " I grieved for Buonapartí."
In the ^here of the sonnet among modem
writers, Wordsworth's work is by far the most
signifícant, not only in the nature and variety
of the subjects treated, but also in the manner
of composition. He restored the sonnet to the
place it held in Milton's time. The style of
the sonnet was at the farthest remove from the
style of " The Prelude " and " The Excursion;"
and it is not a little remarkable that one who
possessed such wealth of thought and such
âuency of language should have been content
" 'Within the sonnefs scanty plot of ground."
But Wordsworth "had the tonic of a wholesome pride;" he was a most careful writer and
was exceedingly frugal in his literary economy;
these were the prerequisites for success with
the sonnet. The care which he ezercised in
pruning, recasting, and correcting his workmanship is seen in the frequent alterations of the
text; many of them cover the period of a lifetime, and preserve for us the changing moods of
the poeVs mind.
May 21, Dorothy writes: W. wrote two
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sonnetsonBaonaparteafter I had read Milton's
sonnets to him." Here is the seed plot out of
which sprang that series of noble utterances on
independence and liberty. This series was reprinted by Mr. Stopford Brooke in 1897, " on
behalf of the Greek struggle for the Independence of Crete," and, as he informed me, for use
in the English schools. Senator Hoar has said
of Wordsworth's work here: '^More than any
man of his time, statesman, philosopher, or
poet, he saw "with unerring instinct into the
great moral forces that determine the currents
of history."
Page 283. A Farewell.
The series of events, so natural and homely
in the life of the poet, which we have thus far
considered fínds its signifícant and inevitable
crown in that which this poem anticipates.
The Wordsworth and Hutchinson families,
both of Cumbrian stock, had been a long time
intimate. Dorothy and William Wordsworth
and Marv Hutchinson had been in the same
r)ame^s ochool at Penrith and the friendship
formed there naturally ripened into that love
which enriched and beautified their lives. In
1800 the Hutchinsons left Sockburn and went
to Gallow Hill near Scarborough. Dorothy's
Journal from July 9 to December is rich in
material regarding the events of the remaining
months of the year. William and Dorothy
went to Gallow tíill by way of Keswick, Greta
Bridge and Yorkshire Moors. From Keswick
Coleridge accompanied them six or seven miles.
Dorothy says (Thursday, 15th), ** Met Mary and
Sara seven miles from G. H. . . . Arrived at
Gallow Hill at seven o'clock."
For the contrasted feelings of Coleridge read
his " Deiection : An Ode," written at this time,
and pubiiâhed on the day of Wordsworth's wedding.
Page 284. "The Sun has Long been
Set."
June 8, Dorothy writes in her Journal: W.
wrote the poem *The Sun has long been set.' "
Page 284. Composed upon Westminster
BRrooE.
This and the foUowing sonnets of the year
were composed during the time which elapsed
between his arrival at Gallow Hill and his marriage. This interval was spent by himself and
Dorothy on a visit to France. Dorothy writes:
** On Thursday moming 29, we arrived in London. We left London on Saturday moming at
half-past five or six, the 30th. We mounted
the Dover coach at Charíng Cross. It was a
beautiful moming. The city, St. Paul^s, with
the river, and a multitude of little boats made
a most beautiful sight as we crossed Westminster Bridge. The houses were not overhung by
their cloud of smoke, and they spread out endlessly, yet the sun shone so brightly, with such
a fierce^ light, that there was something like
the purity of one of Nature's own grand spectacles.'*
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These sonnets are the highest type of Wordsworth's pure style; ali the elements are so fused
that there is nothing to divert attention from
the single sentiment pervading the whole.
Page 284. Composed by the Sea-side,
NEAB Calais, August 1802.
Dorothy writes: "Arrived at Calais at four
in the morning of July 31. Delightful walks
in the evenings: seeing far ofP in the West the
coast of England, like a cloud, crested with
Dover Castle, the Evening Star, and the glory
of the sky."
Page 285. Coiiposed near CaIiAis, on the
Road Leading to Ardres.
Line 1. Jones ! as from Calais southward.
tôee Dedication to Descriptive Sketches.")
This excellent Person, one of my earliest
and dearest friends, died in the year 1835, We
were undergraduates together of the same year,
at the same coUege ; and companions in many
a delightful ramble through his own romantie
Country of North Wales. Much of the latter
part of his life he passed in comparative solitude, which I know was often cheered by remembrance of our youthful adventures, and
of the beautiful regions which, at home and
abroad, we had visited together. Our long
friendship was never subject to a momentos
interruption, — and, while revising these volumes for the last time, I have been so often
reminded of my loss, with a not unpleasing
sadness, that I trust the Keader will excuse
this passing mention of a Man who well deserves from me something more than so brief
a notice. Let me only add, that during the
middle part of his life he resided many years
(as Incumbent of the Living) at a Parsonage
in Oxfordshire, which is the subject of the sonnet entitled "A Parsonage in Oxfordshire," p.
602. W. W.
Line 3. day» Fourteenth of July, 1720.
W. W. See " A Character," p. 260, and note.
Page 286. The King of Sweden.
In this and a succeeding sonnet on the same
subject, let me be understood as a Poet availing himself of the situation which the King of
Sweden occupied, and of the principies avowed
IN HIS ikiANiFESTOS; as laying hold of these
advantages for the purpose of embodying moral
truths. This remark might, perhaps, as well
have been suppressed; for to those who may be
in sympathy with the course of these Poems, it
will be superfluous, and will, I fear, be thrown
away upon that other class, whose besotted
admiration of the intoxicated despot hereaf ter
placed in contrast with him, is the most melan*
choly evidence of degradation in British feeling
and intellect which the times have fumished.
W. W.
Page 288. Composed after a Journet
across the Hambleton Hills, Yorkshire.
On their retum from France, Aug. 30, they
spent three weeks in London, and reached Gal-
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low Hill Sept. 24. Dorothy writes: ** JVIary first
met us ou tne ayenue. Sne looked so fat and
weU that we were made very happy by the
sight of her; then carne Sara, and last of ali
Joanna. Tom was forking down, standing
upon the com cart."
On Monday, Oct. 4, Wordsworth was married
to Mary Hutchinson, in the old church at
Brompton, and set out on the return to Dove
Cottage the same day. Dorothy'8 entry in the
Journal for tMs day (too long to give here)
should be read.
Page 288. Stanzas Writtek in my
POCKET-COPT OF ThOMSON's " CaSTLE OF
Indolence."
Dorothy writes: "We arrived at Grasmere
at about six o'clock on Wednesday evening,
the 6th of October, 1802. ... I cannot describe
what I felt. . . . On Friday, 8th, Mary and
I walked first upon the hillside, and then in
John's Grove, then in view of Rydale, the first
walk that I had taken with my sister." Thus
the circle at Grasmere was widened and
enríched; now two high-minded and loving
women, through their own sweetness and
purity, calmness and goodness, contribute to
make bis work reach a height of fullness and
completion only dreamed 01 as yet. I am inclined to think that the characters alluded to
in this poera are Wordsworth and Coleridge;
although there is some di£&culty in assigning
the stanzas. The editor of the MemoÍTs concludes that the allusions in the first four stanzas are to Wordsworth, and those in the last
three to Coleridge.
Page 290. To H. C.
These lines, which Mr. Walter Bagehot
styles, *' the best ever written on a real and visiblechild," refer to Hartley Coleri.dge, the eldest son of Samuel Taylor Coleridge. They
are singularly prophetic of that life of dreamy
waywardness, of lonely wanderings, of lofty
hopes and deep despair which was to be bis.
The gift of continuous conversation which
distinguished his father was his no less, and it
won for him hosts of friends. He became the
ward of Wordsworth, who never ceased to care
for him. He is known in the Lakes as "The
children-s laureate." His body lies in Grasmere Churchyard, near that of his friend and
benefactor, Wordsworth.
Nab Cottage, where Hartley lived and died,
is on the coach road from Rydal to Grasmere,
and faces Rydal Water. It is now a favorite
lodging house in the Lake District. See Unes
4^G4 in S. T. Coleridge^s " Fears in Solitude."
Page 290. To the Daist,
This Poem, and two others to the same
fiower, were written in the year 1802; which is
mentioned, because in some of the ideas, though
not in the manner in which those ideas are
connected, and likewise even in some of the
expressions, there is a resemblance to passages
in a Poem (lately published) of Mr, Montgom-

PAGES 288-292

ery's, entitled, "A Field Fiower.*' Thisbeing
said, Mr. Montgomery will not think any apology due to him; I cannot, however, help addressing him in the words of the Father of
English Poets: —
Though it happe me to rehersin —
That ye han in your freshe sougis eaied,
Forberith me, and beth not ill apaíed,
8ith that ye Be I doe it in the honour
Of Leve» and eke in service of the Flour."
W. W., 1807.
The best expression of the spirit of Wordsworth's Nature poems — like this and the two
following — is to be found in Whittier's tribute to Wordsworth, —
The violet by its mossy stone,
The primrose by the river'8 brim,
Ánd chance-sown dafíodil have found
Immortal liíe through him.
" The simrise on his breezy lake,
The rosy tints his sunset brougbt,
World-seen, are gladdeniug ali the vales
And mouutain-peakâ of thought.''
Line 80. Art Nature'sfavourite, See, in
Chaucer and the elder Poets, the honours
formerly paid to the fiower. W. W.
Ruskin in Modern Painters^ " Imagination
Contemplative," cites the third and fifth stanzas as iUustrations of "fancy regardant," and
the sixth of "heavenly imagination,"
1803
Page 292. The Green Liknet.
The " orchard aeat" was upon the terrace at
the rear of the garden, and was reached by
stone steps cut by Wordsworth himself. At
the present time an arbor stands there.
Coleridge, in his Biographia Literaria^ chap.
xxii., cites this poem as an illustration of " The
perfect truth of Nature in his [Wordsworth's]
images and descriptions as taken immediately
frora Nature, and proving a long and genial
intimacy with the very spirit which gives the
Shysiognomic expression to ali the works of
[ature."
Page 292, Yew-Tkees.
Written at Grasmere. In no part of England, or of Europe, have I ever seen a yew-tree
at ali approaching this in magnitude. W. W.
At this time Wordsworth was at work upon
" The Prelude " and " The Excursion."
Coleridge, in challenging for Wordsworth
the gift of imagination (and citing this poem),
says: " In imaginative power he stands nearest
of ali modern writers to Shakespeare and Milton, yet in kind perfectly unborrowed and his
own."
Ruskin, alludii^ to this poem, in Modern
Painters^ says: " I consider it the most vigorous and solemn bit of forest landscape ever
painted."
The "pride of Lorton Vale" has lost its
beauty and its grandeur, and in 1883 the "fraternal Four" were visited by a whirlwind

NOTES
which uprooted and despoiled them. The
largest yews in the distríct are now those of
Yewdale, See "The Prelude," i. 306,
Page 294, Memorials of a Tour in ScotLAND.
The year 1803 was made memorable by the
visit of Wordsworth^ his sister, and Coleridge, to
Scotland. Wordsworth had been born and
reared in sight of ** the land of song," yet not
until this year had he set foot upon her soil.
Dorothy's Journal is a record of this joumey,
and is hardly less poetical than the immortal
oems. In my varions visits to Scotland I
ave found the Journal the best guide to these
localities.
Page 294. Departüre.
Prof. Dowden thinks this was written in
1811, although it refers to events in 1803.
Dorothy'8 Journal says: "William and I
parted from Mary on Sunday afternoon, Aug.
14, 1^3; and William, Coleridge, and I left
Keswick on Monday morning, the 15th."
Page 294. At the Grave of Burns.
The party reached Dumfries on the evening
of the 17tn. Under date of Thursday, the
18th, Dorothy wrote: "Went to the churchyard where Burns is buried. . . . He lies at a
comer of the churchyard, and his son Francis
Wallace beside him. . . . We looked at the
grave with melancholy and painful reflections,
repeating to each other his own verses: —
*I8 there a man whose judgment clear
Can others teach the course to steer,
Yet runs himeelf life'ã mad career
Wild as the wave ? —
Here let him pause and through a tear
Survey this grave.' "
Page 295. Thoughts Suggested the Day
Following, on the Banks of the Nith.
The following is extracted from the journal
of my fellow-traveller, to which, as persons
acquainted with my poems will know, I have
been obliged on other oceasions: — [W. W.]
" Dcmpries, August 1803.
" On our way to the churchyard where Burns
is buried, we were accompanied by a bookseller, who showed us the outside of Burns^s
house, where he had lived the last three years
of his life, and where he died. It has a mean
appearance, and is in a bye situation; the front
whitewashed; dirty about the doors, as most
Scotch houses are; flowering plants in the window. Went to visit his grave; he lies in a
corner of the churchyard, and his second son,
Francis Wallace, beside him. There is no
stone to mark the spot; but a hundred guineas
have been coUected to be expended upon some
sort of monument. * There,' said the bookseller, pointing to a pompous monument, ' lies
Mr.'— (I have forçotten the name)— 'a remarkably dever man; he was an attorney, and
scarcely ever lost a cause he undertook. Burns
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made many a lampoon upon him, and there
they rest as you see.' We looked at Bums's
grave with melancholy and painful reflections, repeating to each other his own poetas
epitaph: —
* Is there a man,' etc.
" The churchyard is fuU of grave-«tones and
expensive monuments, in ali sorts of fantastic
shapes, obelisk-wise, pillar-wise, etc. T^en
our guide had left us we turned again to
Burns^s grave, and afterwards went to his
house, wishing to inquire after Mrs. Burns,
who was gone to spend some time by the seashore witn her children. We spoke to the
maid-servant at the door, wíxo invited us forward, and we sate down in the parlour, The
waUs were coloured with a blue wash ; on one
side of the fire was a maho^any desk; opposite the window^ a clock, which Burns mentions, in one of his letters, having received as a
present. The house was cleanly and neat in
the inside, the stairs of stone scoured white,
the kitchen on the right side of the passage, the
parlour on the left. In the room above the
parlour the poet died, and his son, very lately,
in the same room. The servant told us she
had lived four years with Mrs. Burns, who was
now in great sorrow for the death of Wallace.
She said that Mrs. B,'s youngest son was now
at Christ's Hospital. We were glad to leave
Dumfries, where we could tliink of little but
poor Burns, and his moving about on that unpoetic ground. In our road to Brownhill, the
next stage, we passed EUisland, at a Httle
distance on our right — his farm-house. Our
pleasure in looking round would have been still
greater, if the road had led us nearer the spot.
"I cannot take leave of this country which
we passed through to-day, without mentioning
that we saw the Cumberland mountains within
half-a-mile of Fllisland, Bums's house, the last
view we had of them. Drayton has prettily
described the connection which this neighbourhood has with ours, when he makes Skiddaw
say,—
* Scruffel, from the eky
That Annandale doth crown, with a most amorous eye
Salutes me every day, or at my pride looks grim,
Oft threatening me with clouds, as I oft threaten him.*
** These lines came to my brother's memory,
as well as tho Cumberland saying, —
r
* If Skiddaw hath a cap
Scruffel was well of that.'
*'We talked of Burns, and of the prospect
he must have had, perhaps from his own door,
of Skiddaw and his companions; indulging ourselves in the fancy that we might have been
f)ersonally known to each other, and he have
ooked upon those objects with more pleasure
for our sakes."
What could be more fitting than that the
first-fruits of this visit to Scotland should be
dedicated to the memory of that poet who had
taught Wordsworth

NOTES
How verse may buUd a princely throne
On humble truth ? "
These poems of his written in Burns's favorite
metre are the finest tribute ever paid to that
" darling of the Muses.'*
Page 297. To A Highland Gerl.
The tourists had the usual experience wíth
Scottish weather, and when they left Loch
Katrine for Loch Lomond it rained ahnost
continually; the Journal for the 28th has the
following: —
** When heginning to descend the hill toward
Loch Lomond we overtook two girls, who told
us we could not cross the ferry until evening,
for the boat was gone with a number of people
to church. One of the girls was exceedingly
beautiful: and the figures of both of them, iu
gfray plaids falling to their feet, their faces only
being uncovered, excited our attention before
we spoke to them." Long after his return
Wordsworth wrote this poem in recollection of
the experience at the ferry-house.
Page 298. Glen-Almain.
On leaving Dunkeld for Callander they conclnded to go by Crieff, as the **Sma' Glen"
would be on their way.
" September 9. We entered the glen at a
small hamlet at some distance from the head,
and tuming aside a few steps ascended a hillock
which commanded a view to the top of it,—
a very sweet scene, a green valley, not very
narrow, with a few scattered trees and huts,
almost invisible in a misty gleam of afternoon
light. The following poem was written by
William on hearing a tradition relating to it.''
— Journal»
Page 298. Stepping Westward.
From Callander they went to Loch Katrine.
**We have never had a more delightful walk
than thÍ3 evening. Ben Lomond and the three
pointed-topped mountains of Loch Lomond
were very majestic under the clear sky, the
lake perfectly calm, and the air sweet and
mild, The sun had been set for some time,
when our path having led us dose to the shore
of the calm lake, we met two neatly dressed
women, without hats, who had probably been
taking their Sunday evening*s walk. One of
them said to me in a friendly, soft tone of
voice, * What! are you stepping westward ?'
I cannot describe how affecting this simple
expression was in that remote place, with tíie
westem sky in front, yet glowing with the
departing sun. William wrote this poem long
after, in remembrance of his feelings and
mine." — Journal,
Page 298. The Solitary Reaper.
Having crossed Loch Lomond they continued
their joumey through Glenfalloch and Glengyle, along the side of Loch Voil between the
braes of Balqnidder and Stratheyer, and retumed to Callander. Of the scenery by Loch
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Voil Dorothy says: "As we descended, the
scene became more fertile, our way being
pleasantly varied, — through coppice or open
nelds, and passing farm-houses, though always
with an intermixture of uncultivated ground.
It was harvest-time, and the fields were quietly
— might I say pensively ? — enlivened by smaU
companies of reapers. It is not uncommon in
the more lonely parts of the Highlands to see a
single person so employed. This poem was suggested to William by a beautiful sentence in
Thomas Wilkinson's Tour in Scotland,^^
Page 299. Address to Kilchurn Castle.
Soon after leaving Loch Lomond, Coleridge parted with the Wordsworths, and they
p^sed on to Inverary and by Loch Awe to
Dalmally.
Not far from the spot where Wordsworth
poured out these verses is now to be seen a
monument of rude unhewn stones cemented
together. This monument has been erected to
the memory of Duncan Macintyre, the Bard of
Glenorchy — Fair Duncan of the Songs. He
lived on the lands of the Earl of Breadalbane,
by whose family Kilchurn Castle had been
built.
Line 43. Lost on the aerial heights of the
Crusades, The tradition is that the Castle was
built by a Lady duríng the absence of her Lord
in Palestine. W. W.
Page 301. SoNNET Composed at
Castle.
On returning from the Highlands they spent
a day in Edinburgh and then went to Koslin.
On the morning of Sept. 17 they walked to
Lasswade, and met, for the first time, Walter
Scott, who was living there. In the afternoon
Scott accompanied them to Koslin and left
them with the promise to meet them at Melrose two d^s after. Passing on to Peebles
they traveled down the Tweed, past Neidpath
Castle.
Page 301. Yarrow Unvisited.
The Journal has the following: September
18. We left the Tweed when we were within
about a mile and a half or two miles of Clovenford, where we were to lodge. Turned up the
side of a hill and went along the sheep-grounds
till we reached the spot,— a single stone house.
On our mentioning Mr, Scotfs name the woman
of the house showed us ali possible civility.
Mr. Scott is respected everywhere; I believe
that by favour of his name one might be hospitably entertained throughout ali the borders of
Scotland.
"At Clovenford, being so near to Yarrow,
we could not but think of the possibility of
going thither, but came to the conclusion of
reserving the pleasure for some future time,
in consequence of which, after our return,
William wrote the poem which I shall here
transcribe."
The three poems upon the Yarrow, written
in the metre of the old Yarrow ballads, should

PAGES 302-312

NOTES

be read as a trilogry, and Wordsworth's earlier
and later styles compared.
** He hoarded his joys and lived upon the interest which they paid in the form of hope and
expectation." — R. H, Hutton.
Line 35. See Hamilton's ballad, " The
Braes of Yarrow," line 50.
Pagre 302. The Matron of Jedborough
AND HER HuSBAND.
After leaying Clovenford they proceeded to
Gala Water and on to Melrose, where they
were met by Scott, who conducted them to the
Abhey. The next day they went to Jedborough, -where Scott, as ^^Shirra," was attending
the Assizes. The iims being f ull, they secured
lodgings in a private house. The Journal continues: "We "were received with hearty welcome by a good wonian who though above
seventy years old moved about as briskly as if
she were only seventeen. The alacrity with
which she guessed at and strove to prevent our
wants was surprising. Her husband was deaf
and infirm, and sat in a chair with scarcely the
power to move a limb, — an affecting contrast I
The old woman said they had been a very hardworking pair; they had wrought like slaves at
their trade, — her husband had been a currier;
she told me they had portioned o£E their daughters with money, and each a feather bed.
"Mr. Scott sat with us an houror two, and
repeated a part of the ' Lay of the Last Minstrel.' When he was gone, our hostess carne
to see if we wanted anything, and to wish us
^ood-night. William long afterward thought
it worth while to express in verse the sensations which she had excited."
Page 303. " Fly, Some Kind Harbinger."
This was composed the last day of our Tour,
between Dalston and Grasmere. W. W.
The next day, Scott being busy at the courts,
William Laidiaw, who lived in the dale of
Yarrow, and who had been delighted with
some of Wordsworth^s poems, accompanied
them to the vale of Jed. üorothy says of hini:
"At first meeting he was as shy as any of our
Grasmere lads, and not less rustic." On the
following dajr Scott was glad to leave the
Judge and his retinue and travei with them
through the vale of Teviot to Hawick, from
which place they had an extensive view of the
Cheviot Hills. Here they were obliged to part,
as Scott had to retum to his duties. Two
days later the Journal has the following: "Arrived home between eight and nine o*clock,
where we found Mary in perfect health, Joanna
Hutchinson with her, and little John asleep in
the clothes-basket by the fire."
Page 308. The Farmer of Tilsbury
Vale.
With this picture, which was taken from
real life, coi^are the imaginative one of ** The
Reverie of roor Susan," p. 70; and see (to
make up the deficiencies of this class) *^The
Excursion," passtm. W. W.

1804
This year mach of "The Prelude" was
written.
Page 310. To the Cuckoo.
Composed in the orchard at Town-End,
Grasmere, 1804. W. W.
If, as Prof. Dowden thinks, the following
from Dorothy's Journal refers to this poem, the
date should be 1802. She writes (May 14,1802):
"William tired himself withseelunganepithet
for the Cuckoo."
Of ali Wordsworth's illustrations of the effect of sound upon the spiritual nature this is
the finest. "Of ali his poems," Mr. R. H.
Hutton says, "the * Cuckoo* is Wordsworth's
own darling."
Page 311. "She was a Phantom of Delight."
That so trivial an incident as the meeting of
this Highland maid should have been thus
cherished by the poe^ and reproduced here,
and in the "Three Cottage Girls," written
nearly twenty years after, shows us how he
valued his experiences.
It is hardly necessazy to say that the subject
of the poem is Mrs. Wordsworth. AUusions
are also made to her in "The Prelude," book
vi. 224; xii. 151: xiv. 266; and in "A Farewell," To M. H.," "O dearer far than light
and life are dear," 1824.
Page 311. "I Wandered Lonelt as a
Clotjd."
Town-End, 1804. The two best lines in it
are by Ma^. W. W.
The incident upon which this poem was
founded occurred during a walk in fatterdale.
Dorothy^s Journal says: "When we were in
the woods beyond Gowbarrow Park we saw
a few daifodils dose to the water-side. We
fancied that the sea had üoated the seeds
ashore, and that the little colony had so sprung
up. But as we went along there were more,
and yet more ; and at last under the boughs 01
the trees we saw that there was a long belt of
them along the shore. ... I never saw daffodils so beautiful . . . they tossed and
reeled and danced as if they verily laughed
with the wind that blew upon them over the
lake.*'
Lines 21, 22. These lines were suggested by
Mrs. Wordsworth. Daffodils still grow abun*
dantly about Ullswater.
Page 312. The AFFLiCTieN of Margaket.
Written at Town-End, Grasmere. This was
taken from the case of a poor widow who lived
in the town of Penrith. Her sorrow was well
known to Mrs. Wordsworth, to my sister, and,
I believe, to the whole town. She kept a shop,
and when she saw a stranger passing by, she
was in the habit of going out into the street to
inquire of him after her sou. W. W.
íío poet could have drawn this portrait until
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he had lived dose to the realities of the hum*
blest lives. As an old dalesman has said of
him, He was a kind mon, there 's no two
words about that; if any one was sick i' the
plaace ho wad be off to see til 'em." Thus it
was that he entered into the mystery of suffering, and hecame —
" Convinced at heart, how vain
A correspondence with the ialking world
Proves to the most."
This is a companion picture to the "Story
of Margaret" in " The Excursion," the pnrpose
of hoth being to awaken in us a responsive
chord to the sufPermgs of those about us, to
further the culture of the finer feelings.
** Others will teach us how to dare
And against fear our breast to steel;
Others will strengthen us to bear;
But who, ah! who will make xxafeél ? "
MATTHBW ARNOIíD.
Page 314. The Seven Sisters.
The story of this põem is from the German
of Frederica Brun.
Page 315. Address to my Infant DaughTER, Dora.
Of Wordsworth's strong and deep love for
his children we have frequent evidence in his
poems. For Dora he seems to have had the
most intense afPection, loving her as his own
soul. **TheLongest Day," written in 1817, is
addressed to her. After the sad illness of the
dear sister, Dora became his comforter and
stay, and occupied in his later life the same
position which üorothy had in his earlier. So
dependent upon her did he become, that her
marriage was a severe trial for him.
" When, in 1847, death came to her, a silence
as of death fell upon him.. I believe his
genius never again broke into song."—SiR
Henry Taylob.
Page 318. At Applethwaite, neab KesWICK.
We are familiar with the gfifts of prineely
merchants, Cottle, Poole, and the Wedgwoods, to Coleridge. This gift to Wordsworth
by his patron is equally interesting.
In August, 1806, Wordsworth writes to Sir
George Beaumont : Applethwaite I hope will
remain in my family for many generations."
The cottage is now the property of Wordsworth's grandchildren.
1805
This year " The Prelude " was completed.
Page 320. To A Sky-Lark.
Of ali Wordsworth's poems this seems the
most inevitable; it is as spontaneous as the
lark's own song. The idea that the life of Nature is one of enjoyment, of love and praise to
the Almighty Giver, characterizes that spirit of
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reli^ous awe in which Wordsworth always
walked with Nature.
Page 320. Fidelity,
Scott íirst visited Dove Cottage in this year
when, with Wordsworth and Sir Humphrey
Davy, he climbed Helvellyn and visited the
scene of this accident. SeeScott, ** Hellvellyn."
The traveler who ascends Helvellyn and
wishes to go to Patterdale, by passing along
Striding jLdge will see the monument now
erected there to commemorate this act.
Line 20. tarn. A small Mere or Lake,
mostly high up in the mountains. W. W.
Page 322. Tribute to the Memory of
the Same Dog.
The dog **Music" died, aged and blind, ^
falling into a draw-well at Gallow Hill. W. W.
Page 322. **When to the Attbactions
OF THE Busy World."
" Wordsworth assigned two dates to this
poem. In editions of 1815, 1820, it is 1802;
while in the edition of 1836 and later editions, it
is 1805."— Dowden. I have therefore placed
it before those relating to his brother's death.
In the year 1800 the brothers spent eight
months together at the Grasmere home ; they
had seen but little of each other since childhood, and at this time the Poet found in his
brother an intense and delicate appreciation of
his poetry. In the fir-grove, now called John's
Grove, they spent many hours discussing what
would be the future of the Lyrical Ballads;
John Wordsworth confidently believed that they
would in time become appreciated, and hence
he determined to assist his brother in ali possible ways. As captain of amerchantvesselhe
had acquired some means, had helped furnish
the cottage, and looked forward to the time
when he could settle at Grasmere, and enioy
the home in company with Dorothy and William.
The fir-grove is not far from the WishingGate on the road over White Moss Common.
It is one of the most interesting of the localities
connected with the poet and his brother.
See "The Prelude," vii. 43,
Pago 324. Elegiac Verses in Memory
of my Brother, John Wordsworth.
When in September, 1800, John Wordsworth
left Grasmere, the brother and sister accompanied him as far as Grisdale Tam, on the
way to Patterdale. Theythen little thoughtit
was to be his farewell to Grasmere, but 10 it
proved. Soon he was appointed captain of the
Abergavenny," an East Indiaman; and on
Feb. 5, 1805, when setting sail from Portsmouth, through the incompetence of the pilot,
she struckthe reefs of the Bill of Portland, and
was lost. Wordsworth says: —
" A few minutes before the ship went down
my brother was seen talking to the íirst mate
with apparent cheerfulness ; he was standing at
a point where he could overlook the whole ship
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the moment she went down, — dying:, as he had
ÜTed, in the very place and point where his duty
called him."
In ezecution of the poetas wish, —
Here let a Monumental Stone
Stand — sacred as a Shrine,'* —
the Wordsworth Society has caused lines 21-24,
61-64 of this põem to be eng^raved upon a stone
near the tarn.
Line 52. Meek Flower. Moss Campion
{Silene acaulis). This most beautiful plant is
scarce in England, though it is found in great
abundance upon the mountains of Scotland.
The first specimen I ever saw of it, in its native
bed, was singularly fine, the tuft or cushion
being at least eight inches in diameter, and the
root proportionably thick. I have only met
■with it in two places among our mountains,
in both of which I haye since sought for it in
vain.
Botanists will not, I hope, take it ill, if I caution them against carrying off, inconsiderately,
rare and beautiful plants. This has often been
done, particularly from Ingleborough, and other
mountains in Yorkshire, till the species have
totally disappeared, to the great regret of lovers
of nature living near the places where they
grew. W. W.
In 1898 I found the Meek Flower still growing "upon its native bed." See "The Prelude," xiv. 414.
Wordsworth says: "I never wrote a line
without the thought of giving hivi pleasure;
my writings were his delight, and one of the
chief solaces of his long voyages. But let me
stop. I will not be cast down ; were it only for
his sake I will not be dejected."
This faith and fortitude was so strong in
Wordsworth that he became a singular example
of the power of will to rise above the ills caused
by incidents of every-day experience. This is
the great moral lesson of his life. See Leslie
Stephen, Hours in a Lihrary^ vol. ii., "Wordsworth^s Ethics."
Page 325. Elegiac Stanzas Suggested by
A PiCTURE OF PeELE CaSTLE.
Line 1. I was thy neighbour once^ etc.
" Wordsworth had spent four weeks of a college vacation out there, at the house of his
cousin, Mrs. Burke." — Christopher Wordsworth.
Some have found, or think they have found,
in this poem an illustration of pathetic fallacy^
as Ruskin calls it,— the imposition upon Nature
of the poefs own feeling. Let us see ; in the
first part of the poem the poet views the sea at
rest, not as a refiection of his own calm, but
because he has been familiar with it, not in
storm but in calm; he knows its nature as manifested in repose, and hence cannot appreciate
the work of art which is at variance with his
Btrongest impression. In the closing part of
the poem, he does not violate his philosophy,
for now having experienced what the storm at
sea can do, the impression of calm is replaced

by that of storm^ and hence he can supply what
before was wanting, and appreciate the artist's
work,
The foUowing lines were written by Mary
Lamb, and sent to Dorothy on the death of
Captain Wordsworth: —
" His voice they '11 alwaya hear,
His face they U1 always see;
There 'b naught in life so sweet,
As such a memory."
Peele Castle, on the Isle of Man, was once a
residence of the Princes of Mona.
" This painting still hangs in the gallery at
Coleorton." — Knight.
In writing to Sir George Beaumont, Aug. 1,
1805, Wordsworth says: "I am glad you liked
the verses. . . . It is a melancholy satisfaction
to connect my dear brother with anybody whom
I love so much."
Page 326. Louisa.
Prof. Dowden says the following was most
unhappily omitted from later editions: —
" And she hath smiles to earth unknown;
Smiles, that with motion oÍ their own
Do spread, and sink, and rise;
That come and go with endless play,
And ever as they pass away,
Are hidden in her eyes.''
Paçe 327. To A Yoüng Lady.
This poem and the one which follows were
addressed to Dorothy Wordsworth.
The following is from a letter by Dorothy: —
*' He was never tired of comforting his sister;
he never left her in anger; he always met her
with joy; he preferred her society to every
other pleasure."
See Dorothy Wordsworth^ by Edmund Lee.
Page 327. Vaudracoür and JuIíIA.
See "The Prelude," book ix. 541-585.
This story was evidently the outcome of the
illustrations which his friend Beaupuy gave of
the ^ranny of the noblesse in France, although
the Fenwick note gives it another origin. Mr.
E. Legouis says: * Beaupuy perceived that his
friend was more easily to be captivated through
his imagination than by argument, and intro>
duced some moving tale of passion."
Page 331. The Waggoner.
The subject of this sketch has an interesting
history. On his hooded wagon was the sign:
"Wilíiam Jackson, Carrier, Whitehaven to
Kendal and Lancaster." Jackson was no common carrier like Milton's, who had no interests
aside from his carting. He was a lover of men
and books. He was building Greta Hall in
1800 and was contemplating retiring from active
business. When Coleridge came north in this
year, Jackson, who was introduced to him by
Wordswoith, offered him a home with him at
the Hall; later this circle was widened by the
advent of Southey and his family. Jackson's
tomb may be seen in Crosthwaite Church. It
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bears his coat of arms: a greyhound aboye, and
below three crescents and stars, with the motto,
*'Semper paratus.''
Charles Lamb» "the scomer of the fields,"
after various entreaties on the part of Wordsworth and Coleridge, visited the Lakes in
1802, and was won by their cbarms.
He was delighted with the dedication of
"The Wa?goner"to him andwrote: "*The
Waggoner' seems to be always open at the
dedication. ... If as you say "ITie Waggoner' in some sort came at my call, Oh I
for a potent voice to call forth * The Kecluse'
from its profound dormitory. , . . You cannot
imagine how proud we are here of the dedication. . . . Benjamin is no common farourite."
No poem of Wordsworth's is more minutely
connected with the lake land than this, The
route described is over White Moss Conunon
(middle road) through Wytheburn, St, John's
Vale, to Keswick.
Three other i)oets have dealt with some aspects of this route of Benjamin: Gray in his
Journal in the Lakes, Scott, in " The Bridal of
Triermain," and Matthew Arnold in "Resignation."
" Several years after the event thatforms the
subject of the Poem, in company with my
friend, the late Mr. Coleridge, I happened to
fali in with the person to whom the name of
Benjamin is given. Upon our expressing regret
that we had not, for a long time, seen upon the
road either him or his wagon, he said, * They
could not do without me; and as to the man
who was put in my place, no goqd could come
out of him; he was a man of no ideasJ*
" The fact of my discarded heróis getting the
horses out of a great difflculty with a word, as
related in the poem, was told me by an eyewitness." W. W.
Canto First. Line 3. the buzzing dor-hawk,
etc. When the Poem was first written the note
of the bird was thus described: —
" The Night-hawk is síngíng his frog-like tune,
Twirling his watchman's rattle about — "
but from unwillingness to startle the reader at
the outset by so bold a mode of expression, the
passage was altered as it now stands. W. W.
Line 34. Now he leaves the lower ground.
Takes the road over White Moss Common.
Line 53. Deve and Olive-bough. The sign
whieh used to hang from Dove Cottage when it
was a public house.
Line 88. Swan, The public house on the
right of the road leading from Dove Cottage
to Dunmail Raise.
Line 90. painted. Of this sign Wordsworth
wrote in 1819, "This rude piece of self-taught
art (such is the progress of refinement) has been
supplanted by a professional production."
Line 168. Helm-crag. A mountain of Grasmere, the broken summit of which presents
two figures, full as distinctly shaped as that of
the famous Cobbler near Arroquhar in Scotland. W. W.
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On the terrace at Under Lancrigg, Helm
Crag, Wordsworth composed most of ** The Prelude."
Line 209. pile of stones, Still to be seen
on the Raise.
Canto Second. Line 1. modest House of
prayer. This chapei still stands opposite Nags
Head Inn.
Line 22. Cherry Tree» This still stands, but
is no longer used as a public house.
Line 30. Merry-night. A term well known
in the North of Sngland, as applied to rural
festivab where young persons meet in the evening for the purpose of dancing. W. W.
Line 97. Jiddle's squeak. At the dose of each
strathspey, or jig, a particular note from the
fiddle summons the Rustic to the agreeable
duty of saluting his partner. W. W.
Canto Thibd. Line 28. Can any mortal clog,
etc. After the line, "Can ai^ mortal clog
come to her," followed in the MS. an incident
which has been kept back. Part of the suppressed verses shall here be given as a gratification of pnvate f eeling, which the well^is^sed
reader will find no difficulty in excusing. They
are now printed for the first time.
" Can any mortal clog come to her ?
It can:
But Benjamin, in his vexation,
Possesses inward consolation;
He knows his ground, and hopes to flnd
A spot with ali things to his miud,
An upright mural block of stone,
Moist with pure water trickling down.
A sleuder spring; but kind to man
It is, a true Samaritan;
Close to the highway, pouring out
Ita offering from a chink or spout;
Whence ali, howe'er athirst, or drooping
With toil, may drink, and without stooping.
Cries i^njamin, ' Where ia it, where ?
Voice it hath none, but must be near.'
— A star, declining towards the west,
Upon the watery surface threw
Its image tremulously impreet,
That just marked out the object and withdrew t
Right welcome service! . . , .
Roce of Nasibs
Light is the strain, but not unjust
To Thee, and thy memorial trust
That once seemed only to expreas
Love that was love in idleness;
Tokena, as year hath followed year
How changed, alas, in character!
For they were graven on thy smooth breast
By handa of those my soul loved best;
Meek women, men aa true and brave
As ever went to a hopeful grave:
Their hands and mine, when side by side
With kindred zeal and mutual pride,
We worked until the Initials took
Sbai>es that deôed a scomful look. —
Long as for us a genial feeling
Survives, or one in need of healing,
The power, dear Rock, around thee cast,
Thy monumental power, shall last
For me and mine! O thought of pain,
That would impair it or profane !
Take ali in kindness then, aa said
With a staid heart but playful head;
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And fail not Thou, loyed Rock! to keep
Thy charge when we are laid asleep."
• W. W.
AH the local ailusions in this poem are readily recog^iized by one reading the poem on the
route, as given aboye, except perhaps the
*'Rock of Names." It was the custom of
Coleridge and the Wordsworths to meet beside
Thirlmere for their trysting, as it was about
halfway between Grasmere and Keswick. On
one oceasion each member of the party carved
his initials on the face of a mountain stone
standing beside the road; —
W. W.
M. H.
0. W.
S. T. C.
J. w.
S. H.
f
This stone was preserved from spoliation by
the care of Nature; for by the water which
came from a little rill on the mountain side the
face became covered with moss and lichens so
as to conceal the initials. When the city of
Manchester gained possession of Thirhnere,
and was about to convert it into a reservoir,
the rock would have been submerged by the
rising water of the lake when it became
dammed up, but for the thoughtfulness of
Canon Kawnsley, who removed it to higher
ground beside the new road.
Canto Fourth. Line 17. murmuring Greta.
In the vale of St. John.
Line 19. Baven-crag. On the westem side
of Thirlmere.
Line 21. Ghimmer-crag. The crag of the
ewe lamb. W. W. This is not easUy determined, as no crag now bears that name. Some
think it is Fisher Crag.
Line 37. Naihdale Fell. The ridge, High
Rigg, between Naddle Vale and that of St.
John's.
Line 43. Threlkeld-hall. The part of this
not in ruins is used as a farmhouse.
Line 61. Castriog. Castlerigg, the ridge
between Naddle Vale and Keswick.
Page 340. French Revolution.
See " The Prelude," xi. 105-144.
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and poet. It is this tmth, rerealed not so much
to the eye of reason as to the eye of the soul,
which renders the life of men and of nations
divine.
Page 342. The HoRif of Egremont
Castlb.
The scene of this poem is the old castle near
the town of Egremont, on the river £den, not
far from St. Bees.
**This story is a Cumberland tradition. I
have heard it also related of the Hall of Hutton
John, an ancient residence of the Hudlestons.
in a sequestered valley upon the river Dacor.
W.W.
Page 345. "Yes, it was the Mountain
Echo."
The relative position of the mountains in the
district renders the produetion of echoes a
common one. To one rowing upon Grasmere
or Ryd^ Lake the voice is repeated with great
variety ; while the echoes from the blasting at
the quarries remind one of the cannonading
effect of thunder in our own Catskills.
Often while on Loughrigg Fells have I heard
the voice of the cuckoo from across Rydal
Mere, The terrace along the side of Loughrigg
is one of the favorite walks. No stone is to
be found bearing Dorothy^s name, and it is
^veU that it is safe from the hand of the Philistine who has marred so many of these memoriais.
Page 346. "Nuns pret not at their
Conveiít's Narrow Room."
[The Fenwick note refers not so much to this
particular sonnet as to Wordsworth's sonnet«
writing in general. This was originally a
** Prefatory Sonnet" prefixed to a group in the
early editions of the Poems.l
Line 6. Furnace-fells. The hills west of
Windermere, south of the Brathay and east of
the Duddon. Fumess Abbey was the centre
of the ecclesiastical district known* as Furness.
The noto of liberty as developing under restraint is a common one in Wordsworth's poetry.
See " Ode to Duty."
Sir Henry Taylor says: ** It may be noted
that self-repetition is almost invariably incident
to men of genius and constitutes a great element
of their power.*'
i8o5
Page
Personal Talk.
Page 340. Character of the Happy
Wordsworth found a new use for the sonnet,
Warrior.
and tumed its force intofresh channels. While
The death of Nelson, at the moment of vic- others had addressed several sonnets to the
tory, touched the whole English nation. It same person, no one until his time had so
occurred soon after the death of the poefs united a series that, while each sonnet was
brother, and in giving voice to his emotion complete in itself, it at the same time formed a
Wordsworth weaves together their memories in stanza of a larger poem. The four following,
a eulogy which for simplicity and power has no entitled " Personal Talk," illustrate this unity,
equal in the language.
evolution, and completeness.
In this poem we have the purest and noblest
Wordsworth's domestic life was one of the
manifestation of that faith in God and Immor- brightest in the history of literary genius. Free,
tality which characterized Wordsworth as man joyous, and contented in his cottage home —
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which was even less pretentious than that of
many of the hurable dalesmen — he gave to
the world an example of " plain living and high
thinking."
Lines 9-12 of Sonnet iv. are cut upon the
pedestal of the poefs statue in Westminster
Abbey.
Page 347. "Beloved Vale!" I said.
This refers to Hawkshead.
Page 348. "With how Sad Steps, O
Moon."
The first two Unes are from Sidney's " Astrophel and Stella,'' xxxi,
Page 349, *'The World is too Much
WITH Us."
Line 14. See Spenser: " Colin Clouts Come
Home Again," line 245, " Triton, blowing loud
hÍ3 wreathed hom."
Page 349. To Sleep.
This group of sonnets was evidently suggested
by Wordsworth's reading and attempting to
tranglate those of Michael Ângelo on this subject.
Page 350. Two Tbanslations from Michael Ângelo.
First publiahed in Prof. Knight^s edition,
1883.
These were written in vol. i. of Lord Coleridge^s copy of Wordsworth's Poetical Works,
ed. 1836-1837." — Dowden. The last four
verses are a translation of the Latin by Thomas
Warton.
Page 351. To the Memory of Raisley
Calvert.
See " The Prelude," xiv. 355-369, and note to
** Lines Left upon a Seat in a Yew-Tree."
Memoriais to William and Raisley Calvert
are to be seen in the old Church of ot. Kentigem, Crosthwaite, Keswick.
Page 351. ^*Methought I saw the FootSTEPS of a ThRONE."
**The sonnet alluded to in Wordsworth's introductory note to this poem is, * Even so for me
a Vision Sanctified,' 1836." — Knight.
Page 352. Lines Composed at Grasmere.
Line 10. ^'Importuna e grave salma." —
Michael Ângelo. W. W.
Line 17. A Power^ etc. Charles James
Fox, Minister of Foreign Affairs, succeeded
William Pitt. He died Sept. 13, 1806.
The description in the first stanza is extremely accurate, for in any of the vales of the
district the eífect of a sudden shower, even, is
sueh as to produce a unison of voices from the
becks, ^f^hile the position of the mountains
causes the sounds to be reverberated, as mentioned in a previous note.
Page 352. November 1806.
Lines 13,14. " Danger which they fear, and
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honour which they understand not." Words in
Lord Brooke's Life of Sir P. Sidney. W. W.
Page 353. Ode, Intimations of LvimorTALITY.
To those familiar with Wordsworth's work
before this date, the philosophy of this Ode will
seem what in truth it is, — *'the breath and
finer spirit of ali knowledge." The two moods
in which the poet is represented are but a reflection of what we have so often seen in his
poetry, — the relation of the soul to sense, and
the possibility that the former may foi^et its
celestial birtn. The subject of the poem — the
origin, development, and destiny of the human
soul — has seldom been absent from his poetry,
but the treatment is in striking contrast to his
former methods. The total effect is perhaps
the grandest in the literature of the century,
so that the term inspired'* is not forced
when applied to the poet who could produce
such a result.
' t
The chief value of the poem arises fpm the
fact that it never descends to the plane óf mere
argument; it ever keeps on the high ground of
the essential identity of our childish instincts
and our enlightened reason. The deepest
truths of the soul cannot be argued, they must
be lived, In the first four stanzas we have the
experience of our commonhumanity. Doomed
as we are to go in company with fear and sorrow, — *'miserable train," — how are we to
prevent ourselves from " wronging " the joy of
the life that is about us ? The poet, in the
next four stanzas, answers the question by reviewing the history of the soul, and tracing the
steps by which it reached that stage. He finds
that it is because the soul has become centred
in the seen and the temporal, and has thus lost
its glorjr and its beaut^ ; it has wellnigh destroyed its spiritual vision. In the concluding
stanzas he shows us that this may be regained,
and that the melancholy fear may be subdued
by a retum to those simple ways in which our
cnildhood walked. We must become as little
children in this life of the soul, and by blending
early intuition and mature reason we shall be
able to see into the life of things. Thus it is
that the poet teaches better science than the
scientist, better philosophy than the philosof^her, and better religion than the priest. Every
ine of the poem is worthy of the closest study.
Lines 67-76. Ruskin cites these lines in
Modem Painters, " Ideas of Infinity," as revealing the work of one whose authority is almost
without appeal on ali questions relating to the
influence of externai things upon the pure
human soul."
In October, 1806, the Wordsworths and
Sara Hutchinson left Dove Cott^e for Coleorton, Leicestershir^ to spend the winter at a
farmhouse of Sir George Beaumont. While
there, Wordsworth planned the grounds of
Coleorton Hall and wrote many poems which
forever associate him with the historie place.
Here Scott and Coleridge visited him. On
hearing '*The Prelude " recited to him here.
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Coleridge wrote that pathetic poem " To a
Gentlenjan.'* Sir George Beaumont was an
artist of repute and a Io ver of letters. His intiraate ana helpful relations to Wordsworth
and Coleridge will be found recorded in Memoriais of Coleorton.
Page 35G. Thoüght of a Briton on the
SUBJUGATION OF SwiTZERLAND.
In 1802 Napoleon crushed out the Hberties of
Switzerland, in 1807 he was master of Europe,
and was making gigantic preparations to invade England.
Page 356. To Thomas Clarkson, on the
Final Passinq of the Bill for the AboLITION of the SlAVE TrADE.
Clarkson^s work began when he selected his
subject for his Latin essay at iSt. John's College, Cambridge : " Anne liceat invitos in servitutem dare?" From that time he devoted
himself to the abolition of the slave trade.
The most powerful opposition arose against
hini, and not until the accession of Fox, in
1806, did the cause gain advantage in Parliament; inMarch, 1807, the Government declared
the slave trade illegal.
Clarkson lived from 1795 to 1806 at Eusmere,
near UUswater, where the Wordsworths were
frequent guests.
Page 357. The Mother's Return.
The Fenwick note here is incorrect, as the
poem was written at Coleorton by Dorothy,
when Wordsworth and Mary were in London.
"Mrs. Wordsworth has a strong impression
that *The Mother's Return' was written at
Coleorton, where Miss Wordsworth was then
staying with the children, during the absenee
of the former." W. W.
Page 358. To Lady Beaumont.
Many memoriais of Wordsworth's skill as a
landscape artist are to be seen in the grounds
at Coleorton.
Page 358. **Thoügh Narrow be That
Old Man's Cares."
Line 10. Seven Whisilers. A kind of weird
sisters, according to the old tradition.
Line 12. Gabriel''s Hounds. Alluding to
the cry of wild geese when in flight, which
sounds like a pack of beagles in fuU cry.
Page 359. SoNG at the Feast of
Brougham Castle.
Henry Lord Clifford, etc., who is the subject of this Poem, was the son of John Lord
Clifford, who was slain at Towton Field, which
John Lord ClifFord, as is known to the reader
of English history, was the person who after
the battle of Wakefield slew, in the pursuit,
the young Earl of Rutland, son of the Duke of
York, who had fallen in the battle, ** in part
of revenge" (say the Authors of the History
of Cumberland and Westmoreland) \ *'for the

857

EarPs Father had slain his." A deed which
worthily blemished the author (saith Speed);
but who, as he adds, dare promise any thing
temperate of himself in the heat of martial
fury ? chiefly, when it was resolved not to leave
any branch of the York line standinej for so
one maketh this Lord to speak." T^his, no
doubt, I would observe by the bye, was an
action sufficiently in the vindictive spirit of the
times, and yet not altogether so bad as represented; **for the Earl was no child, as some
writers would have him, but able to bear arms,
being sixteen or seventeen years of age, as is
evident from this (say the Memoirs of the
Countess of Pembroke, who was laudably
anzioiis to wipe away, as far as could be, this
stigma from the illustrious name to which she
was born), that he was the next Child to King
Edward the Fourth, which his mother had by
Richard Duke of York, and that King was
then eighteen years of age: and for the small
distance betwixt her children, see Austin Vincent, in his Book of Nobility^ p. 622, where he
writes of them ali." It may further be observed, that Lord Clifford, who was then himself only twenty-five years of age, had been a
leading man and commander two or three
years together in the army of Lancaster, before
this time; and, therefore, would be less likely
to think that the Earl of Rutland might be entitled to mercy from his youth. — But, independent of this act, at best a cruel and savage
one, the Family of Clifford had done enough to
draw upon them the vehement hatred of the
House of York: so that after the Battle of
Towton there was no hope for them but in
flight and concealment. Henry, the subject of
the Poem, was deprived of his estate and
honours during the space of twenty-four years;
ali which time he lived as a shepherd in Yorkshire, or in Cumberland, where the estate of his
Father-in-law (Sir Lancelot Threlkeld) lay. He
was restored to his estate and honours in the
first year of Henry the Seventh. It is recorded
that, ^*when called to Parliament, he behaved
nobly and wisely; but otherwise came seldom
to London or the Court; and rather delighted
to live in the country, where he repaired sev*
eral of his Castles, which had gone to decay
during the late troubles." Thus far is chiefly
collected from Nicholson and Burn ; and I can
add, from my own knowledge, that there is a
tradition current in the village of Threlkeld
and its neighbourhood, his principal retreat, that
in the course of his shepherd-life he had acquired great astronomical knowledge. I cannot conclude this note without adding a word
upon the subject of those numerous and noble
feudal Ediflces, spoken of in the Poem, the
ruins of some of which are, at this day, so great
an ornament to that interesting country. The
Cliffords.had always been distinguished for an
honourable pride in these Castles; and we have
seen that, after the wars of York and Lancaster, they were rebuilt; in the civil wars of
Charles the First they were again laid waste,
and again restored almost to their former mag-
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niíicence by the celebrated Lady Anne Clifford, Countess of Pembroke, etc. Not more
than twenty-five years after this was done,
when the estates of Clifford had passed into
the Family of Tufton, three of these Castles,
namely, Brough, Brougham, and Pendragon,
were demolished, and the timber and other
materiais sold by Thomas Earl of Thanet. We
will hope thatf when this order was issued, the
Earl had not consulted the text of Isaiah, 58th
chap., 12th verse, to which the inscription
placed over the gate of Pendragon Castie by
the Countess of Pembroke (I believe his Grandmother), at the time she repaired that structure, refers the reader: — '''"And they that shall
he oftkee shall build the old waste places: thou
shalt raise «» the foundations of many generations; and thou shalt be called^ The repairer of
the breach^ The restorer of paths to awell in.^^
The Earl of Thanet, the present possessor of
the Iktates, with a due respect for the memory
of his ancestors, and a proper sense of the value
and beauty of these remains of antiquity, has
(I am told) given orders that they shall be preserved from ali depredations. W. W.
Lines 1-4. Brougham Castie is situated on
the river Emont, about one mile and a half
from Penrith. It is now in ruins. During the
last half of the sixteenth century the castie
was neglected, and it suffered much as Furness
Abbey has sufEered,—the stone of which has
been used for dwelling^. Brave and bonny "
Cumberland during the Border Wars and the
Wars of the Roses erected castie after castie,
many ruins of which now stand, grim historians
of the political life of those days. See '*Prelude,»' vi. 190-220.
Line 7. From first battle of St. Albans,
1455, to battle of Bosworth, 1485.
Line 13. The marriage of Henry VII. with
Elizabeth of York.
Line 27. Earth helped him with the cryof
blood, This line is from The Battle of Bosworth Field," by Sir John Beaumont (brother
to the Dramatist), whose poems are written
with much spirit, elegance, and harmony, and
have deservedly been reprinted lately in Chalmers's CoUection of English Poets. W. W.
Line 36. Skipton, Castie in Yorkshire comprised in the estates of the ClifFords, deserted
while the Peasant Lord was attainted. When
the dissolution of the Monasteries was followed
by insurrection the dispossessed Heads were
finally repulsed at Skipton by the Earl of
ííorthumberland.
Line 40. Pendragon, Another of the castles
of the ClifPords, near the source of the river
Eden, Cumberland, destroyed in 1685. Its
origin is ascribed to Uther Pendragon, the
mighty Briton who withstood so long the ravages of the ruthless Saxons. Tradition says he
tried to alter the course of the river to better
fortify this castie, but failed.
"Let Uther Pendragon do what he can,
The river Eden will run as it ran."
Lines 44, 45. Brough Castie on the Hillbeck

PAGE 359

stream, which ílows into the Eden, and is probably older than the Norman Conquest..
Lanes 46, 47. And she^ etc. Appleby Castie,
a ruin since 1565.
Line 54. The mother of Henry Lord Clifford
was Margaret, daughter of Lord Vesci.
Line 73. Carroac^s side» Not far from Castie
Sowerby, Cumberland.
Lines 89-92. Mosedale^ etc. The vale of Mosedale is north of Blencathara (Saddleback), a
mountain not far from Keswick. Glenderamakin rises on the high ground not far from Saddleback.
Lines 94-100. Sir Lancelot Threlkeld concealed the boy on his estates in Cumberland.
In " The Waggoner " we have: —
And Bee beyond that hamlet emall
The ruined towers of Threlkeld Hall.
There at Blencathara's rugged feet,
Sir Lancelot gare a safe retreat
To noble Clifford."
The hall is now a ruin, save one portion used
as a farmhouse.
Line 122. fish. It is imagined by the neople
of the country that there are two immortal Fish,
inhabitants of this Tam, which lies in the
mountains not far from Threlkeld. — Blencathara, mentioned before, is the old and proper
name of the mountain vulgarly called Saddleback. W. W.
Lines 142-145. These lines have a genuine
epic ring, and reflect the life of the time — a
time filled with the prejudices, the passions,
and the pomp of war. The Northern Heights
seem to have contributed their full share
toward ali these. In 1584 we find that Cumberland and Westmoreland fumished ^^Eight
thousand three hundred and fifty horsemen,
archers, and billmen." The Kendal men are
mentioned with honor at the battle of Flodden —
" There are the bows of Kentdale bold
"Who fierce will fight and never flee."
Wordsworth's Muse loves to range
" Where untroubled peace and concord dwells,"
and seldom does she lead him into the fields of
chivalry and romance. In but two instances
do we nave subjects which would permit of the
full epic treatment.
In this poem he does not dwell, as Scott
would have done, upon the mustering of the
forces, the description of the leaders, the shock
of battle, and the deeds of prowess, but upon
those qualities of the Shepnerd Lord which
distinguish him as a man and by which he was
endeared to ali. The treatment is subjective
rather than objective; and in its rapid movement from the jubilate at the opening, through
the various phases of family fortune, to the
slowly moving, meditativo stanzas at the dose,
the poem is representative of that variety of
form and feeling of which Wordsworth was
master. This is, I take it, what Coleridge
means when he says: —
"From no contemporary writer could so
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many lines be quoted, without reference to the
poem in which they are to be found, for their
own independent weight and beauty.'*
Lines 142,143.
Àrmour rusting in his halls
On the blood of Clifford calls.
The martial character of the Cliffords is well
known to the readers of English history; but
it may not be improper here to say, by way of
comment on these lines and what follows, that
besides several others who perished in the same
inanner, the four immediate Progenitors of the
Person in whose hearing this is supposed to be
spoken ali died in the Field. W. W.
Page 361. The White Doe of Rtlstone.
Although this poem was begun in 1807 it was
some years before it assumed its final form.
Wordsworth visited the scene of the poem —
the Craven district of Yorkshire — on his return
from Coleorton to Grasmere in the summer of
1807.
The events upon which the poem is based
occurred in 1569, the twelfth ^ear of the reign
of Queen Elizabeth, as given in the old ballad
in Percy Keliques, The Rising of the North.''
The imprisonment of Mary Queen of Scots
embittered her f ollowers in the north and a plan
for her marriage to the Duke of Norfolk and
the restoration of the old faith was formed by
many of the English nobles, among them the
Earls of Northumberland and Westmoreland.
When this was known to Elizabeth she sent
Norfolk to the Tower and summoned the Earls
to appear at court. But instead of complying
the Earls gathered their vassals at Brancepetk
Castle in Yorkshire, where they were joined by
the head of the ancient family, Kichard Norton,
and his eight sons. They entered Durham, had
mass said, and then set out for York. On their
way they laid siege to Bamard Castle, which was
held by Sir George Bowes, a follower of Elizabeth. While this was taking place Sussex came
against them from York and the insurgents,
losing heart, retumed towards the Border and
the Earls escaped into Scotland. Norton and
his sons fell into the hands of Sussex and were
put to death. These are the events of the
old ballad, but Wordsworth's poem centres its
interest about the fate of the Nortons and the
old tradition of that sole survivor, Emily with
her White Doe.
The scenery surrounding the old Hall, the
sanetities of the famous Priory, and the decay
of ancient chivalry are impressive to the modem
visitor.
The Poem of * The White Doe of Rylstone'
is founded on a local tradition, and on the Ballad in Percy's CoÚection, entitled ' The Rising
of the North.' The tradition is as follows: —
* About this time/ not long after the Dissolution, ' a White Doe,' say the aged people of
the neighbourhood, * long continued to make a
weekly pilgrimage from Kylstone over the fells
of Boiton, and was constantly found in the
Abbey Churchyard during divine service ; after
the dose of which she retumed home as regu-
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iarly as the rest of the con^egation.'" — Dr.
Whitaker's History ofthe Deanery of Craven»
"Rylstone was the property and residence of
the Nortons, distinguished in that ill-advised
and unfortunate Insurrection; which led me
to connect with this tradition the principal circumstances of their fate, as recorded in the
Ballad.
*** Boiton Priory,' sajs Dr. Whitaker in his
excellent book, Tne History and Antiquities of
the Deanery of Craven^ * stands upon a beautiful curvature of the Wharf, on a levei sufficiently elevated to protect it from inundations,
and low enough for every purpose of picturesque
effect.
* Opposite to the East window of the Priory
Churcn, the river washes the foot of a rock
nearly perpendicular, and of the richest purple,
where several of the mineral beds, which break
out instead of maintaining their usual inclination to the horizon, are twisted by some inconceivable process into undulating and spiral
lines. To the South ali is soft and delicious;
the eye reposes upon a few rich pastures, a
moderate reach of the river, sufficiently tranquil to form a mirror to the sun, and the
bounding hills beyond, neither too near nor too
lofty to exclude, even in winter, any portion of
his rí^s.
" ^ Éut after ali, the glories of Boiton are on
the North. Whatever the most fastidious taste
could require to constitute a perfect landscape,
is not only found here, but in its proper place.
In front, and immediately under the eye, is a
smooth expanse of park-like enclosure, spotted
with native elra, ash, etc., of the finest growth:
on the right a skirting oak wood, with jutting
points of grey rock; on the left a rising copse.
otill forward are seen the aged g^roves of Boiton
Park, the growth of centuries ; and farther yet,
the barren and rocky distances of Simon-seat
and Barden Fell contrasted with the warmtb,
fertility, and luxuriant foliage of the valley
below.
' About half a mile above Boiton the valley
doses, and either side of the Wharf is overhung by solemn woods, from which huge perpendicular masses of grey rock jut out at
intervals.
* This sequestered scene was almost inaccessible till of late, that ridings have been cut on
both sides of the river, and the most interesting
points laid open by judicious thinnings in the
woods. Here a tributary stream rushes from a
waterfall, and bursts through a woody glen ta
mingle its waters with the Wharf: there the
Wharf itself is nearly lost in a deep cleft in the
rock, and next becomes a horned ílood enclosing
a woody island — sometimes it reposes for a
moment, and then resumes its native character,
lively, irregular, and impetuous.
"*The cleft mentioned above is the tremendous Strid. This chasm, being incapable of
receiving the winter fioods, has formed on
either side a broad strand of naked gritstone
full of rock-basins, or **pots of che Linn,"'
which bear witness to the restless impetuosity
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of so many Northern torrents. But, if here
Wharf is lost to the eye, it amply repays another sense by its deep and solemn roar, like
" the Voice of the angry Spirit of the Waters,"
heard far above and beneath, amidst the silence
of the surroundinf* woods.
" * The terminating oWect of the landscape is
the remains of Barden Tower, interesting from
their forra and situation, and still more so from
the recoUections which they excite.' " W. W.
Dedication. In thia poem the author suggests the kind of interpretation to which the
spiritual romance of the White Doe is susceptlble.
Line 1. In trellised shed^ etc. In the garden
at Dove Cottage.
Page 362. "" Action is transitoryy This and
the five lines that follow were either read or
recited by me, more than thirty years since, to
the late Mr, Hazlitt, who quoted some expressions in them (imperfectly remembered) in a
work of his published several years ago, W, W.
These six lines are from "The Borderers," act
iü. 405-410.
Canto First. Line 1. From Bolton^s old
monastic tower. It is to be regretted that at
the present day Bolton Abbey wants this ornament: but the Poem, according to the imagination of the Poet, is composed in Queen
Elizabeth^s time. " Formerly," says Dr. Whitaker, " over the Transept was a tower. This is
proved not only from the mention of bells at
the Dissolution, when they could have had no
other place, but from the pointed roof of the
choir, which must have terminated westward,
in some building of superior height to the
ridge." W. W.
Line 27. A Chapei. The Nave of the
Church having been reserved at the Dissolution for the use of the Saxon Cure, is still a parochial Chapei: and, at this day, is as well kept
as the neatest English Cathedral. W. W.
This chapei still stands; the rest of the
church is a ruin.
Line 34. Priores Oak. At a small distance
from the great gateway stood the Priores Oak,
wMch was felled about the year 1720, and sold
for 70/. According to the price of wood at that
time, it could scarcely have contained less than
1400 feet of timber. W. W.
The location of the tree is not now known.
Line 58. A solitary Doe. A White Doe,
say the aged people of the neighbourhood, long
continued to make a weekly pilgrimage from
Rylstone over the fells of Bolton, and was
constantly found in the Abbey Churchyard
during divine service. W. W., 1713.
Line 126. She sees a warrior carved in stone.
No record of this can now be found at Bolton.
It may have been only a creation of the poet.
Line 170. It was a solitary mound. The
grave of Francis Norton cannot be found.
Line 226. When Lady Aãliza mourned.
The detail of this tradition may be found in
Dr. Whitaker's book, and in a Poem of this
Collection, "The Force of Prayer." W. W.
Line 242. yon chantry door» At the East end
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of the North aisle of Bolton Priory Church,
is a chantry belonging to Bethmesly Hall, and
a vault where, according to tradition, the Claphams (who inherited this estate, by the female
line, from the Mauleverers) were interred upright. John de Clapham, of whom this ferocious act is recorded, was a man of great note
in his time: he was a yehement partisan of
the house of Lancaster, in whom the spirit of
his chieftains, the Cliffords, seemed to survive.
W. W.
Line 268. Who loved the Shepherd-lord to
meet, Among these Poems will be found one
entitled, "Song at the Feast of Brougham
Castle, upon the Restoration of Lord Clifford,
the Shepherd, to the Estates and Honours of
his Ancestors." To that Poem is annexed an
account of this personage, chiefly extracted
from Burn and Nicholson's History of Cumberland and Westmoreland. It gives me pleasure
to add these further particulars concerning him,
from Dr. Whitaker, who says he " retired to
the solitude of Barden, where he seems to have
enlarged the tower out of a common keeper^s
lodge, and where he found a retreat equally
favourable to taste, to instruction, and to devotion. The narrow limits of his residence show
that he had learned to despise the pomp of
greatness, and that a small train of servants
could suffice him, who had lived to the age of
thirty a servant himself. I think this nobleman resided here almost entirely when in Yorkshire, for ali his charters which I have seen are
dated at Barden.
" His early habits, and the want of those
artificial measures of time which even shepherds now possess, had given him a tum for
observing the motions of the heavenly bodies;
and, having purchased such an apparatus as
could then be procured, he amused and informed himself by those pursuits, with the aid
of the Canons of Bolton, some of whom are
said to have been well versed in what was then
known of the science.
" I suspect this nobleman to have been sometimes occupied in a more visionary pursuit, and
probably in the same company.
" For, from the family evidences, I have met
with two MSS. on the subject of Alchemy,
which, from the character, spelling, etc., may
almost certainly be referred to the reign of
Henry the Seventh. If these were originally
deposited with the MSS- of the Cliffords, it
might have been for the use of this nobleman.
If they were brought from Bolton at the Dissolution, they must have been the work of those
Canons whom he almost exclusively conversed
with.
" In these peaceful employments Lord Clifford spent the whole reign of ílenry the Seventh,
and the first years of his son. But in the year
1513, when almost sixty years old, he was appointed to a principal command over the army
which fought at Flodden, and showed that the
military genius of the family had neither been
chilled in him by age, nor cxtinguished by habits
of peace-
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** He survived the battle of Flodden ten
Íears, and died April 23d, 1523, aged about 70,
shall endeavourto appropriate to him a tomb,
vault, and chantry, in the choir of the church
of Bolton, as I should be sorry to believe that
he was deposited, when dead, at a distance
from the place which in his lifetime he loved so
"well.
*' By his last will he appointed his body to
be interred at Shap, if he died in Westmoreland; or at Bolton, if he died in Yorkshire."
With respect to the Canons of Bolton, Dr.
Whitaker shows from MSS. that not only alchemy but astronomy was a favourite pursuit
with them. W. W.
Line 294. BarderCs lowly quietness. Barden
Tower, at about three miles from Bolton Priory,
on west bank of the Wharf.
Canto Second. Line 16. Banner. CaUed
the Banner of the Five Wounds.
Line 43. Hylstone-hall. Of this there are
only a few remains to be seen.
Canto Third. Line 2. Of Bran<^eth.
Brancepeth Castle stands near the river Were,
a few miles from the city of Durham. It formerly belonged to the Nevilles, Sarls of Westmoreland. See Dr. Percy's account. W. W.
Line 103. Hàby Hall. Raby Castle, Durham.
Lines 123,124. From the old ballad. W. W.
Line 131. Ctifford-moor. Not far from Wetherby.
Line 203. From the old ballad. W. W.
Lines 207, 208. Lord Dacre, Howard's aid,
Naworth Castle in Cumberland has over its
entrance the arms of Dacre and Howard.
Line 221. mitred Thurston» See the Historians for the account of this memorable battle,
usually denominated the Battle of the Standard. W. W.
Line 235. In that other day NevilWs Cross.
In the night before the battle of Durham was
strucken and begun, the 17th day of October,
anno 1346, there did appear to John Fosser,
then Prior of the abbey of Durham, a Vision,
commanding him to take the holy Corporaxcloth, wherewith St. Cuthbert did cover the
chalice when he used to say mass, and to put
the same holy relique like to a banner-cloth
upou the point of a spear, and the next morning: to gfo and repair to a place on the west side
of the city of Durham, called the Red Hills,
where the Maid^s Bower wont to be, and there
to remain and abide till the end of the battle.
To which vision the Prior obeying, and taking:
the same for a revelation of God^s grace and
mercy by the mediation of Holy St. Cuthbert,
did accordingly the next moming, with the
monks of the said abbey, repair to the said Red
Hills, and there most deroutly humbling: and
prostrating: themselves in prayer for the victory
in the said battle: (a ^eat multitude of the
Scots running and pressing by them, with intention to have spoiled them, yet had no power to
commit any Tiolence under such holy persons,
so occupied in prayer, being protected and defended by the mighty Providence of Almighty
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God, and by the mediation of Holy St. Cuthbert, and the presence of the holy relique).
And, after many conflicts and warUke exploits
there had and done between the English men
and the King of Scots and his company, the said
battle ended, and the victory was obtained, to
the great overthrow and confusion of the Scots,
their enemies: And then the said Prior and
monks accompanied with Ralph Lord Ne vil,
and John Nevil his son, and the Lord Percy,
and many other nobles of England, retumed
home and went to the abbey church, there joining in hearty prayer and thanksgiving to God
and Holy St. Cuthbert for the victory achieved
that day."
This battle was afterwards called the Battle
of Neville^s Cross from the following circumstance: —
" On the west side of the city of Durham,
where two roads pass each other, a most notable, famous, and goodly cross of stone-work
was erected and set up to the honour of God for
the victory there obtained in the field of battle,
and known by the name of NeviPs Cross, and
built at the sole cost of the Lord Ralph Nevil,
one of the most excellent and chief persons in
the said battle," The Relique of St. Cuthbert
afterwards became of great importance in military events. For soou after this battle, says
the same author, '' The Prior caused a goodly
and sumptuous banner to be made'' (which is
then described at great length), '^and in the
midst of the same banner-cloth was the said
holy relique and corporax-cloth enclosed, etc.,
and so sumptuously fínished, and absolutely
çerfected, this banner was dedicated to Holy
St. Cuthbert, of intent and purpose that for the
future it should be carried to any battle, as occasion should serve; and was never carried and
showed at any battle but by the especial OTace
of God Almighty, and the mediation of Holy
St. Cuthbert, it brought home victory; which
banner-cloth, after the dissolution of the abbey,
fell into the possession of Dean Whittingham,
whose wife, called Katharine, being a French
woman (as is most credibly reported by eyewitnesses), did most injuriously bum the same
in her fire, to the open contempt and disgrace
of ali ancient and goodly reliques." — Extracted
from a book entitled Durham Cathedràl., as it
stood before the Dissolution of the Monastery, It
appears, from the old metrical History, that
the above-mentioned banner was carried by the
Earl of Surrey to Flodden Field. W. W.
Canto Foubth. Line 179. Barnard^s
Towers. On the Tees, Yorkshire,
Canto Fifth. Line 6. Norton Tower. It
is so called to this day, and is thus described by
Dr. Whitaker: — Rylstone Fell yet exhibits a
monument of the old warfare between the Nortons and ClifFords. On a point of very high
ground, commanding an immense prospect, and
protected by two deep ravines, are the remains
of a square tower, expressly said by Dodsworth
to have been built by Richard Norton. The
walls are of strong grout-work, about four feet
thick. It seems to have been three stories
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higli. Breaches have been industriously made
in ali the sides, almost to the grouud, to render
it untenable,
" But Norton Tower was probably a sort of
pleasiire-house in summer, as there are, adjoining to it, severa] large mounds (two of theni are
pretty entire), of which no otber account can be
given than that they were butts for large companies of archers.
The place ia savagely wild, and admirably adapted to the uses of a watch tower."
W. W.
Of this only the roofless walls now stand.
Canto Seventh. Line 18, despoit and desolation. " After the attainder of Richard Norton, his estates were forfeited to the crown,
where they remained till the 2d or 3d of James;
they were then granted to Francis Earl of Cumberland." From an acciirate survey made at
that time, several particulars have been extracted by Dr. W. It appears that " the inansion-house was then in decay. Imraediately
adjoining is a dose, called the v ivery, so called,
undoubtediy, from the French Vivier, or modem Latin Vivarium; for tliere are near the
house large remains of a pleasure-ground, such
as were introduced in the earlier part of Elizabeth's time, with topiary works, nsh-ponds, an
island, etc. The whole township was ranged
by an hundred and thirty red deer, the property
of the Lord, which, together with the wood,
had, after the attainder of Mr. Norton, been
committed to Sir Stephen Tempest. The wood,
it seems, had been abandoned to depredations,
before which time it appears that the^ neighbourhood must have exhibited a forest-like and
sylvan sc^ne. In this survey, among the old
tenants is mentioned one Richard Kitchen, butler to Mr. Norton, who rose in rebellion with
his master, and was executed at Ripon."
W. W.
Line 157. Amerdale» " At the extremity of
the parish of Burnsal, the valley of Wharf
forks ofB into two great branches, one of which
retains the name of Wharfdale, to the source
of the river; the other is usnally called Littondale, but more anciently and properly, Amerdale. Dernbrook, which runs along an obscure
valley from the N,W., is derived from a Teutonic word, signifying concealment." — Dr.
Whitaker. W. W.
Line 212. Cãoti us aglie." On one of the
bells of Rylstone church, which seems coeval
with the building of the tower, is this cypher,
** í.N." for John Norton, and the motto, " Goíi
us agUc," W. ÁV.
Line 253. rock-encircled Pound. Which is
thus described by Dr. Whitaker: "On the
plain summit of the hill are the f oundations of
a strong wall stretching from the S.W. to the
N.E. comer of the tower, and to the edge of a
very deep glen. From this glen, a ditch, several hundred yards long, runs south to another
deep and rugged ravine. On the N. and W.,
where the banks are very steep, no wall or
mound is discoverable, paling being the only
fence that could stand on such ground.
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" From the Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border, it appears that such pounds for deer, sheep,
etc., were far from being uncommon in the soutn
of Scotland. The principie of them was something like that of a wire mouse-trap. On the
declivity of a steep hill, the bottom and sides
of which were fenced so as to be impassable, a
wall was constructed nearly levei with the surface on the outside, yet so high within, that
without wings it was impossible to escape in the
opposite direction. Gare was probably taken
that these enclosures should contain better feed
than the neighbouring parks or forests; and
whoever is acquainted with the habits of these
sequacious animais, will easily conceive, that if
the leader was once tempted to descend into
the snare, a herd would follow."
I cannot conclude without recommending to
the notice of ali lovers of beautiful scenery
Bolton Abbey and its neighbourhood. This
enchanting spot belongs to the Duke of Devonshire; and the superintendence of it has for
some years been entrusted to the Rev, William
Carr, who has most skilfully opened out its features; and, in whatever he nas added, has done
justice to the place, by working with an invisible haud of art in the very spirit of nature.
W. W.
For a contrast of the two types of criticism in
this great poem, compare Jeffrey's in the
burgh RevieWy and Prof. Shairpe^s in Aspects of
Poetry,
i8Q8
Page 382. Composed while the Author
WAS . . . Writinií a Tract.
Dove Cottage now became too small for his
growing family, and this year Wordsworth removed to Allan Bank, across the lake at the
foot of Silver How. At this time he was at
work on his pamphlet the ' * Convention of Cintr^" now printed in prose works, vol. i., and
The Excursion,"
Page 382. George and Sarah Green.
This poem was never published by Wordsworth. It appeared in De Quincey^s Memoriais
of Grasmere. The parents lost their lives in a
snowstorm, on the way from Langdale to Easdale, and six children were left orphans. The
Wordsworths found homes for them. April
20, Dorothy wrote Lady Beaumont: "I am
happy to inform you that the orphans have
been fixed under the care of very respectable
people. ... I am going to transcribe a poem
composed by my brother a few days after his
return." Memoriais of Coíeorton, ii. p. 53.
i8og
Page 383, Hoffer.
The sonnets of this year on the Tyrolese
herdsmen — patriots who fought in vain against
the French undcr the leadership of Andrew
Hoffer, an innkeeper in the Passeierthal —
sound the note of Independence and Liberty
which he early leamed among the shepherds of
his own Westmoreland hills.
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Page 384, " And is it among Rude UntuTORED Dales."
This and the two sonnets which follow sing
the praises of the Spanish patriot, Palafox.
Page 384. "Hail, Zaragoza."
In this Sonnet I am under some obligations
to one of an Italian author, to which I cannot
refer. W. W.
Page 385. "Brave Schill! by Death
Delivered, take thy Flight."
Ferdinand Ton Sehill attempted to liberate
Germany from the tyranny of Bonaparte, but
was killed at Stralsund in 1809.
Page 385. "Call not the Rotal Swede
Unfortünate."
Gustavus IV., who abdicated in 1809, and
went to London. See sonnet The Voice of
Song."
Page 385. Look now on that AdvenTÜEEE."
This sonnet on Napoleon is in contrast to that
which precedes.
Page 386. " Is there a Power," etc.
This sonnet evidently refers to Palafox.
1810
Page 387. Oií A Celebrated Event in
Ancient History.
T. Quintius Flaminius, who defeated Philip
of Macedon and gave freedom to Greece in
196 B. c., at the celebration of the Isthmian
Games.
Page 387. Upon the Same Event.
^ AUuding to the fact that the JEtolians after
aiding Flarainius at Cynoscephal» insisted on
the ezpulsion of the Macedonians.
Page 388. 0'erweening Statesmen.
See Laborde's Character of the Spanish People; from him the statement of these last lines
is taken. W. W.
Page 388. Epitaphs Translated from
Chiabrera.
The nine Epitaphs which follow are from the
Italian poet Chiabrera who was bom in Savona,
1552.
II. Line 13.
Ivi vivea giocondo e i suoi pensieri
Erano tutti rose.
The TVanslator had not skill to come nearer
to his original. W. W.
VIII. Line 15. In justice to the Author, I
subjoin the original: —
e degli amici
Non lãsciava languire i bei pensieri.
w. w.
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x8ii
Early in this year Wordsworth removed to
the Parsonage opposite the church.
Page 393. Epistle to Sir George HowliAND BeAUMONT, BarT.
In August Wordsworth went to Bootle with
his family in order that his children might
have a change. They went by way of Red
Bank, Loughrigg Tarn and Little Langdale, to
Yewdale, and over Walna Scar to the Duddon,
thence to Bootle.
Line 59. Mona's Isle. Wordsworth in a
letter, written from Bootle to Sir George Beaumont Ang. 28,1811, says: The Isle of Man is
right opposite our window."
Line 189. that Ahode.^ Sir George purchased
Loughrigg Tarn, intending to build a summer
cottage upon it in order to be near Wordsworth
a part of the year, but for some reason the cottage was not buil^ the Tarn was sold and the
money given to Wordsworth; he used it to
purchase the yew trees which still stand in the
Poet's Corner, Grasmere Churchyard.
In July, 1804, Wordsworth wrote Sir George
Beaumont: Loughrigg Tam is a perpetuai
mortification to me when I think that you and
Lady Beaumont were so near having a summer
seat here."
Note. — Loughrigg Tarn, alluded to in
the foregoing Epistle, resembles, though much
smaller in compass, the Lake Nemi, or Specvlum
Diance as it is often called, not only in its clear
waters and circular form, and the beauty immediately surrounding it, but also as being overlooked by the eminence of Langdale 'í^ikes as
Lake Nemi is by that of Monte Calvo. Since
this Epistle was written Loughrigg Tarn has
lost much of its beauty by the felling of many
natural clumps of wood, relics of the old forest,
particularlyupon the farm called The Oaks,*'
so called from the abundance of that tree which
grew there.
It is to be regretted, upon public grounds,
that Sir George Beaumont dia not carry into
efPect his intention of constructing here a Summer Retreat in the style I have described ; as
his taste would have set an example how buildings, with ali the accommodations modem society requires, might be introduced even into
the most secluded parts of this count^ without
injuring their native character. W. W.
Page 398. On Perusing the Foregoing
Epistle.
This must have been written in 1841, but I
place it here, as it should be read with the foregoing.
Page 399. Upon the Sight of a BeaüTIFUL PicTURE, painted by Sir G. H. Beaumont.
Writing to Sir George Beaumont from Bootle,
Aug. 28, 1811, Wordsworth says: "Over the
chimneypiece is hung your little picture from
the neignbourhood of Coleorton."
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Page 399. Inscriptions :
In thb qrounds of coleorton.
Although this poem was written in 1808 it
belongs naturaily with these Coleorton poems.
The student shouldread Memoriais ofColeoríon, vol, i. 1805-7, for an account of the work
which Wordsworth did for Sir George during
these vears.
** Although the cedar has yielded to the ravages of time, the inscription still remains on the
stone." — Knight.
In a oardbk of sm geobge beaumont,
BART.
Line 8. This little Niche. **The niche may
still be seen at Coleorton." — Knight.
WbITTEN AT THE REQUEST OF SIR GEOKGE
BEAUMONT, BART.
This was written in 1808, but belongs naturaily here. In 1811 Wordsworth wrote to Sir
George relative to an attempt at recording these
lines: ** I hope this wiU do: I tried a hundred
difBerent ways, but cannot hit upon anything
better."
For a SEAT in the groves of coleorton.
Line 4. In 1811 Wordsworth wrote to Lady
Beaumont: " Grace Dieu is itself so interesting
a spot, and has naturaily and historically such
a connection with Coleorton, that I could not
deny myself the pleasure of paying it this mark
of attention."
1812
During this year Wordsworth's life was
darkened by the death of little Catherine and
Thomas, and not much creative work was done.
The estrangement from Coleridge also began
at this time.
Page 401. SoNG for the Spinning Wheel.
It will be interesting in connection with this
poem to read the account of Ruskin^s suceess
m reinstating the spinning-wheel in the Lakes
as given by Canon Rawnsley in his Üuskin in
the English Lakes,
^
Page 401. C0MP0SED ON the Eve of the
Maiikiage of a Friend in the Vale of
Grasmere.
"This poem refers to the marriage of Mrs.
Wordsworth's brother, Thomas Hutchinson,
to Mary Monkhouse, November 1, 1812," —
Knight.
P^e 401. Water-Fowl.
" This first appeared in * A Description of
the Scenery of the Lakes,'1823."—Dowden.
See " The Recluse," book i.
1813
During this year the Parsonage was given up
and they settled at Kydal Mount.
Page 402. View from the Top of Black
COMB.
The Druid-haunted hill of Black Comb is
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near Bootle in the south of Cumberland. Here
is the scene of Faber's poem "ttir Lancelot,"
Page 403. November 1813.
This poem refers to the victory of the Allied
Forces over Kapoleon. The aged Sovereign
was George III.
1814
P^e 403, The Excürsion.
"The Excürsion" was in process from 1795
to 1814. The story of Mai^aret in the ârst
book and a few lines at the dose of the
fourth book took shape at Kacedown and
Alfoxden, 1795-8, At Dove Cottage and Allan
Bank the work was completed, while Coleridge
was dictating The Friena under the same roof,
Dorothy's Grasmere Journal, 1801-2, frequently
alludes to the poefs care in writing and refashioning " The Pedlar," as she always called
the poem. She says: " William worked hard
on the * Pedlar ;' " " Sate up late at the * Pedlar; ' " " William worked hard at the * Pedlar'
ana tired himself." It was published in quarto
in 1814 and octavo 1820. It was upon the
quarto that Jeffrey stamped his judicial foot
with the exclamation, This will never do !"
• , . adding: "The case of Mr. Wordsworth,
we perceive, is now manifestly hopeless; and we
give him up as altogether incurable, and beyond the power of criticism." It is a long way
from Jeffrey to Arnold; and in the meantime
the point of view in regard to Wordsworth
has changed from judicial to sympathetic, so
that as Mr. Walter Kaleigh says: "To any
one who has felt, even remotely, the strange
elevation of thought and the lonely strength
of emotion that upheld the poet throughout
his dealings with this human agony (in the
* White Doe'), the comments of Jeffrey carne
like the noises of a street brawl breaking in
upon the performance of a grave and moving
symphony,"
To the Right Hon. William, Earl of
Lonsdale, K. G., etc. See sonnet, "Lowther,
in thy m^estic Pile are seen," and note.
Book Íirst. The local allusions in'' The Excürsion " refer mainly to places in Grasmere and
the vales of Little and Great Langdale. The
characters and incidents are in main historical;
each is idealized at times to suit the purpose
of the poet. Like the rest of Wordsworth's
works, ' The Excürsion'' gains much in force
and beauty when read in the scenes to which
it alludes, The fírst book has the least of local
coloring, and is in many respects the most poetical. The Wanderer, as Wordsworth tells us
in the Fenwick note, was one James Patrick,
a Scotchman, who lived in the town of Kendal.
His grave may be seen in the churcl^ard at
Kendal. To one famiHar with The Prelude,
it will be evident that in creating this cha^
acter ^ the poet has repeated much of his
autobiography; the Wanderer is another
Wordsworth.
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Lines 1-16. ^Twas summer^ etc. See *^Nutting-," the scenery of which is at Hawkshead.
Line 53, market-village. Hawkshead.
Line 132. So the foundations ofhis mind were
laid. See "Prelude," ii.
Line 197. Sueli was the Boy^ etc. This is
perhaps the most Wordsworthian note in The
Excursion."
Line 250. The divine Milton. Charles Lamb, in
sendiilg Wordsworth a first edition of " Paradise
Regained," wrote: Charles Lamb, to the best
knower of Milton, and therefore the worthiest
occupant of this pleasant edition. Jan. 2d, 1820.''
Line 341. much did he see of men. At the
risk of giving a shock to the prejudices of
artificial society, I have ever been ready to pay
homage to the aristocracy of nature; under a
conviction that vigorous human-heartedness is
the constituent principie of true taste. It may
still, howeyer, be satisfactory to have prose
testiraony how far a Character, employed for
purposes of imagination, is founded upon general fact. I, therefore, subjoin an extract from
an author who had opportunities of being well
acquainted with a class of men, from whom my
own personal knowledge emboldened me to
draw this portrait.
**We learn from Csesar and other Homan
Writers, that the travelling merchants who frequented Gaul and other barbarous countries,
either newly conquered by the Roman arms, or
bordering on the Roman conquests, were ever
the fírst to make the inhabitants of those
countries familiarly acquainted with the Roman modes of life, and to inspire them with an
inclination to follow the Roman fashions, and
to enjoy Roman conveniences. In North America, travelling merchants from the Settlements
have done and continue to do much more towards civilising the Indian natives, than ali the
missionaries, papist or protestant, who have
ever been sent among them.
It is farther to be observed, for the credit of
this most useful class of men, that they commonly contribute, by their personal manners,
no less than by the sale of their wares, to the
refinement of the people among whom they
travei. Their dealings form them to great
^ickness of wit and acuteness of judgment.
Having constant occasion to recommend themselves and their goods, they acquire habits of
the most obliging attention, and the most insinuating address. As in their peregrinations
they have opportunity of contemplating the
manners of various men and various cities, they
become eminently skilled in the knowledge of
the world. As they wander^ each alone^ through
thinly-inhahited districts^ they form habits of reJiection and of sublime contemplation. With ali
these qualifications, no wonder that they should
often be, in remote parts of the country, the
best mirrors of fashion, and censors of manners ; and should contribute much to polish the
roughness and soften the rusticity of our peasantry. It is not more than twenty or thirty
years since a young man going from any part
of Scotland to England, of purpose to carry the
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pack^ was considered as going to lead the life
and acquire the fortune of a gentleman. When,
after twenty years' absence in that honourable
line of employment, he returned with his acquisitions to his native country, he was regarded
as a gentleman to ali intents and purposes."
— Heron's Journey in Scotland. vol. i. p. 89.
W. W.
Line 370. He could afford to suffer^ etc. See
Lines Left upon a Seat in a Yew-Tree," 11.
48-63.
Line 420. Plain his garb^ etc. A portrait of
Wordsworth himself as given by many contemporaries.
Line 511. '"''Ispeak^'''' continued Ae, " of One^^^
etc. The local setting here is in the southwest
of England — Dorsetshire and Somersetshire.
In the incidents and pictures of this wonderf ul
poem we have Wordsworth at his best; there
are no theories, no maxims or proverbs for
practical use — only the solemn and moving
spectacle ministering to the spirit of wonder
and awe. Coleridge says of it: —
'' I was in my twenty-fourth year when I had
the happiness of knowing Mr. Wordsworth
personally, and, while memory lasts, I shall
hardly forget the sudden eífect produced on
my mind by his recitation of a manuscript poem
which still remains unpublished, but of which
the stanza and tone of style were the same as
those of *The Female Vagrant,' as qriginally
printed in the first volume of the Lyrical BalLads, There was here no mark of strained
thought or forced diction, no crowd or turbulence of imagery; and, as the poet hath himself
well described in his * Lines on Re-visiting the
Wye,' manly reflection and human associations
had given both variety and an additional interest to natural objects, which in the passion and
appetite of the first love they had seemed ta
him neither to need or permit."
Book Second. The localities in which the
scenes of this book are laid may be readily
identified although some of the details are baffling, The route taken by the Poet and the
Wanderer was that on the west of Grasmere
Lake over Red Bank to Ellswater and the vales
of Great and Little Langdale.
Line 62. Nor was he loth to enter ragged huts^
etc. See "Song at the Feast of Brougham
Castle: " —
"Love he had found in huts where poor men lie," etc.
Line 92. mountains stern and desolate. The
Langdales.
Line 120. annualWaJce. Folk festivais, common in the vales then and not yet extinct.
Cf.'^Prelude," viii. 1-70.
Line 127. broad hill. Lingmoor, — which
divides Great Langdale from Little Langdale.
Line 155. In a spot^ etc. Ble*a Tam in
Little Langdale.
Line 175. Chaplain. See Wordsworth's account of the Solitary in the Fenwick note introducing this poem.
Line 213. That promised everlasting joy to
France. See The Prelude," ix.
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Line 318. wide vale. Great Langdale.
Line 324. A steep ascent . . . dreary plain.
They evidently ascended Lingmoor at its highest point to the Tarn, on its summit.
Line 325, tumultuous waste^ etc. From the
top of Lingmoor many of the mountains of the
lakes are visible.
Line 328. little lowly vale. Little Langdale.
Line 338. liquid pool. Blea Tarn.
Line 339. one abode. Blea Tarn house.
Lines 386, 387. band of rustic persons^ etc. A
vivid description of the type of ceremony at
that time current in the vales, and even now
not altogether extinct in Cumberland and
Westmoreland.
Line 404, wound from crag to crag^ etc.
Descending to Blea Tarn Cottage.
Line 420. a little turf-built seat. The location of this will give the traveler some trouble;
it is evidently near the Ghyll.
Line 638. the Cottage. As humble as Dove
Cottage at Grasmere. It has three small rooms
on lower and four on upper floor. It is used
now as a semi-public house.
Line 692. two huge Peahs. The Langdale
Pikes.
Line 696. Many are the notes^ etc. One who
has been in the Langdales '^when the Storm
rides high " will never forget how Wordsworth
has caught the spirit of the scene in this passage.
Line 741. The Housewife, etc. The character
of the hostess and ali the incidents associated
"with this episode belong to Patterdale. See
Fenwick note.
Nothing like the closing passage in this book
is to be found in any other poet. It reveals
the truth of Coleridge's fifth characteristic of
Wordsworth's work. He says: ''Lastly, and
pre-eminently, I challenge for this poet the gift
of imagination in the highest and strictest sense
of theword. . . . Inimaginativepowerhe stands
nearest of ali modems to Shakespeare and Milton ; and yet in a kind perfectly miborrowed
and his own."
Book Third. The scenery of the book is
that associated with Blea Tarn and Little Langdale.
Line 14. How Nature hems you in^ etc. A
characteristic of every vale in the district, especially that of Little Langdale. There is no
egress except by a single road without a climb.
Line 50. a semicirque of turf-clad ground^
etc. This description is wonderfully true to the
conditions about the Tam as they are to-day,
and careful search will reveal its every detail:
" the mass of rock," **the holly," the *'softly
creeping brookand the fir trees.
Lines 94-100. Ruskin cites these lines in
Modem Painters^ vol. i., " Truth of open Sky."
Line 112. host in unsearchable eternity!
Since this paragraph was composed, I have read
with so much pleasure, in Burnefs Theory of
the Earth, a passage expressing corresponding
sentiments, excited by objects of a similar nature, that i cannot forbear to transcribe it.
Siquod verò Natura nobis dedit spectacu-
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lum, in hâc tellure, verè gratum, et philosopho
dignum, id semel mihi contigisse arbitror; ciim
ex celsissimâ rupe speculabundus ad oram maris Mediterranei, hinc sequor caeruleum, illinc
tractus Alpinos prospexi; nihil quidem magis
dispar aut dissimile, nec in suo genere, magis
egregium et singulare. Hoc theatrum ego
facilè prsetulerim Komanis cunctis, Graecisve;
atque id quod natura hic spectandum exhibet,
scenicis ludis omnibus, aut amphitheatri certaminibus. Nihil hic elegans aut venustum, sed
ingens et magnificum, et quod placet magnitudine suâ et quâdam specie immensitatis.
Hinc intuebar maris £equabilem superficiem,
usque et usque difBusam, quantum maximüm
oculorum acies ferri potuit; illinc disruptissimam terras faciem, et vastas moles variè elevatas aut depressas, erectas, propendentes, reclinatas, coacervatas, omni situ insequali et
turbido. Placuit, ex hâc parte, Naturae unitas
et simplicitas, et inexhausta quasdam planities ;
ex altera, multiformis confusio magnorum corporum et insanse rerum strages: quas cüm
intuebar, non urbis alicujus aut oppidi, sed
confractimundi rudera, ante oculos habere mihi
visus sum.
** In singulis ferè montibus erat aliquid insolens et mirabile, sed prse cseteris mihi placebat
illa, quâ sedebam, rupes; erat maxima et altíssima, et quâ terram respiciebat, molliori ascensu
altitudinem suam dissimulabat: quà verò mare,
horrendiím prseceps, et quasi ad perpendiculum
facta, instar parietis. Prsetereà facies illa
marina adeò erat laevis ac uniformis (quod in
rupibus aliqiiando observare licet) ac si scissa
fuisset à summo ad imum, in illo plano; vel
terríB motu aliquo, aut fulmine, divulsa.
"Ima pars rupis erat cava, recessusque habuit, et saxeos specus, euntesin vacuum montem;
sive naturâ pridem factos, sive exesos mari, et
undarum crebris ictibus: In hos enim cum impetu ruebant et fragore, sestuantis maris fluctus;
quos iterum spumantes reddidit antrum, et
quasi ab imo ventre evomuit.
'*Dextrum latus montis erat prseruptum,
áspero saxo et nudâ caute : sinistrum non adeò
neglexerat Natura, arboribus utpote omatum:
et prope pedem montis rivus limpidse aquse
prorupit; qui ciim vicinam vallem irrigaverat,
lento motu serpens, et per vários maeandros,
quasi ad protrahendam vitam, in magno mari
absorptus súbito periit. Denique in summo
vertice promontorii, commodè eminebat saxum,
cui insidebam contemplabundus. Vale augusta
sedes. Rege digna : Augusta rupes, semper
mihi memoranda I" P. 89. Telluris Theoria
sacra, eíc., JEditio secunda. W. W.
Lines 143-148. that huge Pile , . . on Sarum\<{
naked plain. Stonehenge. See " Guilt and Sorrow," p. 19.
Lines 231, 232. Wisdom is ofL-times nearer
when we stoop than when we soar. See Aubrey
de Vere, Wisdom and Truth of Wordsworth''s
Poetry, in vol. i., "Essays chiefly on Poetry."
Line 307. Blow winds of autumn^ etc. ^ See
" Composed upon an Evening of Extraordinary
Splendour and Beauty."
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Lines 518-532. On Devon^s leafy shores . . .
lonely Downs. Wordsworth here reverts to
memories of Stowey with Coleridge. See " Prelude," xiv.
Line 716. The potent shock I felt, etc. See
" Prelude," íx.
Line 883. gigantic stream. The Hudson
River.
Line 884. acity, New York.
Line 931. Of Mississippi^ or that northern
stream. " A man is supüosed to improve by
going out into the íKor/a, by visiting London.
Artificial man does; he extends with his sphere;
but, alas! that sphere is microscopic; it is
formed of minutise, and he surrenders nis genuine vision to the artist, in order to embrace
it iu his ken. His bodily senses grow acute,
even to barren and inhuman pruriency ; while
his mental becorae proportionally obtuse. The
reverse is the Man of Mind: he wlio is placed in
the sphere of Nature and of God, might be a
mock at Tattersall's and Brooks's, and a sneer
at St. James's: he would certainly be swallowed
alive by the first Pizarro that crossed him: —
But when he walks along the river of Amazons ;
when he rests his eye on the unrivalled Andes ;
when he measures the long and watered savannah; or contemplates, from a sudden proraontory, the distant, vast Pacific — and feels
himself a freeman in this vast tlieatre, and
comraanding each ready produced fruit of this
wilderness, and each progeny of this stream —
his exultation is not less than imperial. He is
as gentle, too, as he is great: his emotions of
tenderness keep pace with his elevation of sentiment; for he says, ^ These were made by a good
Being, who, unsought by me, placed me here to
enjoy them.' He becomes at once a child and
a king. His raind is in himself ; from hence he
argues, and from hence he acts, and he argues
nnerringly, and acts magisterially: his mind in
himself is also in his God; and therefore he
loves, and therefore he soars." — From the notes
upon "The Hurricane," a Poera, by William
Gilbert.
The Reader, I am sure, will thank me for the
above quotation, which, though from a strange
book, is one of the finest passages of modem
English prose. W. W.
Line 947. Muccawiss. Indian Muckawis,
Whip-poor-will.
Book Fourth. In this book the discussion
with the disciple of Candide is continued in the
solitude of Blea Tarn.
Lines 10-17. One adequate support, etc. In
these lines Wordsworth reveals that ethical
philosopliy so often repeated in the shorter
poems which is his noblest gift to the world,
and in which he is without an equal. Here
we have what Coleridge calls his ^'meditative
poetry,'' a union of deep and subtle thought
with sensibility. Arthur Hallam, writing from
Cambridge to Gladstone at Oxford in 1820 on
the grreat question of Man's relation to God,
says: " Let me quote to their purpose the
words of my f avourite poet; it will do us good
to hear his voice, though but for a moment."
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He then quotes these lines. See Morley^s Life
of Gladstone^ vol. i. p. 67.
Line 39. Yet I will praise thee, etc. Sir
Leslie Stephen, who has written a most illuminating essay on Wordsworth's Fthics, says:
" The purpose then of the * Excursion,' and of
WDrdsworth's poetry in general is to show how
the higher faculty reveals a harmony which we
overlpok when with the Solitary we skim along
the surface of things."
Line 111. What visionary powers^ etc. A
reversion here in memory to the experiences revealed in the second book of ** The Prelude."
Line 123. Those fervent raptures are for ever
Jiown, etc. The half-conscious instincts of youth
have passed into enlightened reason through
the years that bring the philosophic mind.
The identity of the two revelations constitutes
Wordsworth's optimism.
Line 130. ' Tis, by comparison, etc. See, upon
this subject, Baxter's most interesting review
of his own opinions and sentiments in the decline of life. It may be found (lately reprinted)
in Dr. Wordsworth's Ecclesiastical Biography.
W. W.
Line 197. not fearing for our creed, etc. The
most significant tribute to the truth of this
philosophy has been given by Sir Leslie
Stephen. He says: Other poetry becomes
trifiing when we are making our inevitable
Èassages through the Valley of the Shadow of
'eath. Wordsworth*s alone retains its power.
We love him the more as we grow older and
become impressed with the sadness and seriousness of life. . . . He is a prophet and a moralist as well as a mere singer.*'
Line 205. ^/as.'etc. This subject is treated
at length in the Ode — " Intimations of Immortality." W. W.
Line 324. Knowing the heart of man^ etc.
The passage quoted from Daniel is taken from
a poem addressed to the Lady Margaret, Countess of Cumberland, and the two last lines,
printed in Italics, are by him translated from
Seneca. The whole Poem is very beautiful.
I will transcribe four stanzas from it, as they
contain an admirable picture of the state of
a wise Man's mind in a time of public commotion.
" Nor is he moved with ali the thunder-cracka
Of tyranfa threats, or with the Burly brow
Of Power, that proudly sits on others' crimes ;
Charged with more cryiiig sins than those he checks
The storms of ead confusion that may grow
Up in the present for the coming times,
Appal not him ; that hath no side at ali,
But of himself, and knows the worst can fali.
" Although his heart (so near allied to earth)
Cannot but pity the perplexed state
Of troublous and distressed mortality,
That thus make way imto the ugly birth
Of their own sorrows, and do atill beget
Ãffliction upon Imbecility:
Yet seeing thus the course of things must run,
He looks thereon not strange, but as fore-done.
"And whilst distraught ambition compasses.
And is encompassed, while as craít deceives,
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And is deceived : wbilst man doth ransack man,
And builds on Üood, and rines by distress;
And th' luheritance of desolation leavee
To great-expecting hopes: He looks thereon,
As from the ehore of peace, with unwet eye,
And bears no yenture in Impiety.
" Thufl, Lady, fares that man that hath prepared
A reet for bis desires; and sees ali thingB
Beneath bim; and hath leamed tbis book of man,
Full of the notes of frailty; and compared
The best of glory with her sufiferings:
By wbom, I see, you labour ali you can
To plant your heart! and set your thougbts as near
His Klork>us mansion as your powers can bear."
w. w.
Line 343. Up from the creeping planta etc.
Here is a recognition of the great scientific
doctrine of evolution which has revolutionized
modem philosophy, and a prophecy that the
knowledge it brings leads to love and reverence
rather than to skepticisni,
Lines 402, etc. 1 heard ... a voice sentforthy
etc. See " Yes, it was the mountaiu Echo."
Line 489. Take couraxje^ etc. These homely
lines were made the butt of ridicule by Wordsworth^s assailants, but Wisdom is justified of her
children, and a century has revealed their significance. They have become the eternal warning
of Science.
Line 7G3. We live by Admiration^ Hope
and Love. etc. Our moral being is built up
through the recognition by admiration, hope,
and love of those common sights and sounds
which are meaningless to the world at large.
Line 851. In that fair cíime^ etc. "No
Hellene is old," says the Egyptian priest in
Plato, in mind you are allyoung."
Line 859. beardless Youth. Apollo.
Line 8G5. beaming Goddess. Diana.
Line 910. good Saint Fillan. Scott alludes
to the Spring of Saint Fillan in Canto i., " Lady
of the Lake." There is one at the eastem end of
Loch Earn and another at Saint Fillan's on the
road to Tyndrum. This is known as Holy Pool.
Line 911. Saint Giles. The Church of Saint
Giles, High St., Edinburgh, is the Westminster
Abbey of Scotland.
Line 977. Only to be examined^ etc. Wordsworth's continued protest against such a process
as an end in itself, apart from a union with the
vital soul, has at last justiíied itself in the
judgment of ali thinking minds.
Line 997. Crowned was Ae, etc. Voltaire
was thus honored at Paris when he was eighty
years old.
Line 1146. And central peace^ etc. These
lines illustrate Coleridge's third characteristic of
Wordsworth's poetry: **The sinewy strength
and originality of single lines and paragraphs."
Book Fifth. The scene of this book is in
the Vale of Grasmere.
Line 3. attractive seaí, etc. The tam where
the scene of books iii. and iv. is laid.
Line 12. sole outlet. The road leading to
the village of Little Langdale.
Lines 29,30. K.nowledge . . . should , . . have,
etc. Mr. Matthew Amold as president of the
Wordsworth Society in 1883 said: A monas-
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tery is under the rules of poverty, chastit^ and
obedience. He who comes under the discipline
of Wordsworth comes under these same rules.
Wordsworth constantly both preached and
practised them."
Line 80. a grey church-tower, This at first
thought must be in Little Langdale, but the
poet nimself says in the Fenwick note thathe
passes at once to the Vale of Grasmere.
Line 97. stately House, etc. This is the
Hackett Cottage alluded to in the "Epistle to
Sir George Beaumont " —
" High on the sunny hill," etc.
The poet was a frequent visitor here.
Line 134. village-churchyard. St. Oswald^s,
Grasmere.
Line 144. N'ot raised in nice proportions, etc.
This description is in almost every detail that
of St. Oswald's Church, Grasmere, and applies
to it in its present state. Among the "marble
monuments " may now be seen the memorial to
Wordsworth.
Line 226. Where sun and shade were intermixed. The oak is no more, but j^ew trees
planted by Wordsworth himself furnish "pleasant awning " not far from the wall on the east
of the churchyard where they repaired for their
discussion.
Line 411. How gay the hábitations, etc. See
"On Nature's invitation do I come," lines 3345.
Line 441. The . . . Pastor. This character
is in the main that of the Rev. Robert
Walker, " the wonderful Walker" of Seathwaite Chapei. See Duddon Sonnets.
Line 646, Or rather, as we stand.
Leo. You, Sir, could help me to the history
Of half these graves ?
Priest.
For eight-score winters past,
"With what I 've witnessed, and with what I 've heard,
Perhaps I raight; . . .
By turning o'er these hillocks one by one,
We two could travei, Sir, through a strange round;
Yet ali in the broad highway of the world.
The Brothers, W. W.
Line 670. You behold, etc. Here the poet
reverts to the Hackett Cottage again in Little
Langdale, and the dark mountain is Lingmoor,
as he tells us in the Fenwick note to " Epistle to
Sir George Beaumont."
Line 917. streams, whose murmur, etc. See
" Resolution and Independence : " —
And ali the air is âlled with pleasant noise of waters."
Line 975. And gentle Nature, etc.
" And suffering Nature grieved that one ahould die.'*
Southey's Retrospect. W. "W.
Line 978. And whence that tribute,
The
sentiments and opinions here uttered are in unison with those expressed in the following Essay
upon Epitapbs, which was fumished by me for
Mr. Coleridge's periodical work, The Friend;
and as they are dictated by aspirit congenial to
that which pervades this and the two succeed-
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ing books, the sympathising reader will not
be displeased to see the Essay here anuexed.
W. W.
Line 1012. Life^ I repeat^ is energy of love^
etc.
The cloud of mortal destiny
Othera will front it fearlesaly
But who, like him, will put it by ? "
ÃBNOLD, Memorial Verses.
In the first edition o£ ' The Excursion,' 1814,
Wordsworth printed with his notes the following
essay, which first appeared in The Friend^ Feh.
22, 1810." —J. R. Tutin.
ESSAY UPON EPITAPHS
It needs scarcely be said, that an Epitaph
presupposes a Monument, upon which it is to be
engraven. Almost ali Nations have wished that
certain externai sig^ns should point out the places
where their dead are interred. Among savage
tribes unacquainted with letters this has mostly
been done either byrude stones placed nearthe
graves, or by mounds of earth raised over them.
This custom proceeded obviously from a twofold desire: first to guard the remains of the
deceased from irreverent approach or from savage violation: and secondiy to preserve their
memory. ''Never any," says Camden, "neglected burial but some savage nations; as the
Bactrians, which cast their dead to the dogs;
some varlet philosophers, as Diogenes, who desired to be devoured of fishes; some dissolute
courtiers, as Msecenas, who was wont to say,
Kon tumulum curo; sepelit natura relictos.
* I'm careless of a grave: —Nature her dead will save.' "
As soon as nations had learned the use of letters, epitaphs were inscribed upon these monuments; in order that their intention might be
more surely and adequately fulíilled. I have
derived monuments and epitaphs from two
sources of feeling, but these do in fact resolve
themselves into one. The invention of epitaphs,
Weever, in his Discourse of Funeral Monuments^
says rightly, proceeded from the presage or
fore-feeling of immortality, implanted in ali
men naturally, and is referred to the scholars
of Linus the Theban poet, who flourished about
the year of the world two thousand seven hundred ; who first bewailed this Linus their Master, when he was slain, in doleful verses, then
called of him CElina, afterwards Epitaphia, for
that they were first sung at burials, after engraved upon the sepulchres."
And, verily, without the consciousness of a
principie of immortality in the hiiman soul, Man
could never have had awakened in him the desire to live in the remembrance of his fellows:
mere love, or the yearning of kind towards kind,
could not have produced it. The dog or horse
perishes in the field, or in the stall, by the side
of his companions, and is incapable of anticipating the sorrow with which his surrounding associates shall bemoan his death, or pine for his
loss; he cannot pre-conceive this regrret, he can
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form no thought of it; and therefore cannot
possibly have a desire to leave such regret or
remembrance behind him. Add to the principie of love which exists in the inferior animais,
the faculty of reason which exists in Man alone;
will the conjunction of these account for the desire ? Doubtless it is a necessary consequence
of this conjunction ; yet not, I think, as a direct
result, but only to be come at through an intermediate thought, viz. that of an intimation or
assurance within us, that some part of our nature is imperishable. At least the precedence,
in order of birth, of one feeling to the other, is
unquestionable. If we look back upon the days
of childhood, we shall find that the time is not
in remembrance when, with respect to our own
individual Being, the mind was without this
assurance; whereas, the wish to be remembered
by our friends or kindred after death, or even
in absence, is, as we shall discover, a sensation
that does not form itself till the social feelings
have been developed, and the Reason has connected itself with a wide range of objects. Forlorn, and cut off from communication with the
best part of his nature, must that man be, who
should derive the sense of immortality, as it exists in the mind of a child, from the same unthinking gaiety or liveliness of animal spirits
with which the lamb in the meadow or any other
irrational creature is endowed; who should ascribe it, in short, to blank ignorance in the child ;
to an inability arising from the imperfect state
of his faculties to come, in any point of his being, into contact with a notion of death; or to
an unreflecting acquiescence in what has been
instilled into him I Has such an unfolder of the
mysteries of nature, though he may have forgotten his former self, ever notieed the early,
obstinate, and unappeasable inquisitiveness of
children upon the subject of origination ? This
single fact proves outwardly the monstrousness
of those suppositions: for, if we had no direct
externai testimony that the minds of very young
children meditate feelingly upon death and immortality, these inquiries, which we ali know
they are perpetually making concerning the
whence^ do necessarily include correspondent
habits of interrogation concerning the whiiher,
Origin and tendency are notions inseparably corelative. Never did a child stand by the side
of a running stream, pondering within himself
what power was the feeder of the perpetuai
current, from what never-wearied sources the
body of water was supplied, but he must have
been inevitably propelled to follow this question
by another: Towards what abyss is it in progress ? what receptacle can contain the mighty
infiux ?'' And the spirit of the answer must
have been, though the word might be sea or
ocean, accompanied perhaps with an image
gathered from a map, or from the real object
in nature — these might have been the Zeíícr,
but the spirit of the answer must have been as
inevitably, — a receptacle without bounds or dimensions; — nothing less than infinity. We
may, then, be justified in asserting, that the
sense of immortality, if not a co-existent and
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twin birth with Reason, is among tlie earliest
of her offspring: and we may further assert,
that from these conjoined, and under their
countenance, the human affections are gradually formed and opened out. Tliis is not the
place to enter into the recesses of these investigations; but the subject requires me here to
make a plain avowal, that, for my own part, it
is to me inconceivable, that the S3Tnpatnies of
love towards each other, which grow with our
growth, could ever attain any new strength, or
even preserve the old, after we had received
from the outward senses the impression of
death, and were in the habit of having that impression daily renewed and its accompanving
feeling brought home to ourselves, and to tnose
we love; if the same were not counteraeted by
those communications with our internai Being,
which are anterior to ali these experiences, and
with which revelation coincides, and has through
that coincidence alone (for otherwise it could not
possess it) a power to affect us. I confess, with
me the conviction is absolute that, if the impression and sense of death were not thus counterbalanced, such a hollowness would pervade the
whole system of things, such a want of correspondence and consistency, a disproportion so
astounding betwixt means and ends, that there
could be no repose, no joy. Were we to grow
up unfostered by this genial warmth, a frost
would chill the spirit, so penetrating and powerfid that there could be no motions of the life of
love; and infinitely less could we have any wish
to be remembered after we had passed away
from a world in which each man had moved
about like a shadow. — If, then, in a creature
endowed with the faculties of foresight and reason, the social affections could not have unfolded
themselves uncountenanced by the faith that
Man is an immortal being, and if, consequently,
neither could the individual dying have had a
desire to survive in the remembrance of his fellows, nor on their side could they have felt a
wish to preserve for future times vestiges of the
departed; it follows, as a final inference, that
without the belief in immortality, wherein these
several desiresoriginate, neither monuments nor
epitaphs, in afFectionate or laudatory commemoration of the deceased, could have existed in
the world.
Simonides, it is related, upon landing in a
strange country, found the corse of an unknown
person lying by the seaside; he buried it, and
was honoured throughout Greece for the piety
of that act. Another ancient Philosopher,
chancing to fix his eyes upon a dead body, regarded the same with slight, if not with contempt, saying, "See the shell of the flown
bird!" But it is not to be supposed that the
moral and tender-hearted Simonides was incapable of the lofty movements of thought to which
that other Sage gave way at the moment while
his soul was intent only upon the indestructible
being; nor, on the other hand, that he, in whose
sight a lifeless human body was of no more
value than the worthless shell from which the
living fowl had departed, would not, in a dif-
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ferent mood of mind, have been affected by
those earthly considerations which had incited
the philosophic Poet to the performance of that
pious duty. And with regard to this latter we
may be assured that, if he had been destitute of
the capability of communing with the more exalted thoughts that appertain to human nature,
he would have cared no more for the corse of
the stranger than for the dead body of a seal or
porpoise which might have been cast up by the
waves. We respect the corporeal frame of Man,
not merely because it is the habitation of a rational, but of an immortal Soul. Each of these
Sages was in sympathy with the best feelings of
our nature; feelings which, though they seem
opposite to each other, have another and a finer
connection than that of contrast. — It is a connection formed through the subtle progress by
which, both in the natural and the moral world,
qualities pass insensibly into their contraries,
and things revolve upon each other. As, in sailing upon the orb of this planet, a voyage towards the regions where the sun sets conducts
gradually to the quarter where we have been
accustomed to behold it come f orth at its rising;
and, in like manner, a voyage towards the east,
the birth-place in our imagination of the morning, leads finally to the quarter where the sun
is last seen when he departs from our eyes ; so
the contemplative Soul, travelling in the direction of mortality, advances to the country of
everlasting life; and, in like manner, may she
continue to explore those cheerful tracts till she
is brought back, for her advantage and benefit,
to the land of transitory things — of sorrow and
of tears.
On a midway point, therefore, which commands the thoughts and feelings of the two
Sages whom we have represented in contrast,
does the Author of that species of composition,
the laws of which it is our present purpose to
explain, take his stand. Accordingly, recurring
to the twofold desire of guarding the remains
of the deceased and preserving their memory, it
may be said that a sepulchral monument is a
tribute to a man as a human being; and that an
epitaph (in the ordinary meaning attached to
the word) includes this general feeling and something more; and is a record to preserve the
memory of the dead, as a tribute due to his
individual worth, for a satisfaction to the sorrowing hearts of the survivors, and for the common benefit of the living : which record is to be
accomplished, not in a general manner, bnt,
where it can, in dose connection with the hodily
remains of the deceased: and these, it may be
added, among the modem nations of Europe,
are deposited within, or contiguous to, their
places of worship. In ancient times, as is well
known, it was the custom to bury the dead beyond the walls of towns and cities; and among
the Greeks and Komans they were frequently
interred by the waysides.
I could iiere pause with pleasure, and invite
the Reader to indulge with me in contemplation
of the advantages which must have attended
such a practice. We might ruminate upon the
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beauty which the monuments, thus placed, must
have borrowed from the siirrounding images of
nature — froni the trees, the wild flowers, from
a stream running perhaps within sight or hearing, from the beaten road stretching íts weary
lengih hard by. Many tender similitudes must
these objects have presented to the mind of the
traveller leaning upon one of the toinbs, or reosiiig in the cooluess of its shade, whether he
ad haltedfrom weariness orincompliance with
the invitation, "Pause, Traveller!" so often
found upon the mouuments. And to its epitaph
aiso must have been supplied strong appeals to
visible appearanees or imniediate impressions,
lively and affeeting analogies of life as a journey
— death as a sleep overcoming the tired wayfarer — of misfortune as a storm that falls suddenly upon him — of beauty as a flower that
passeth away, or of innocent pleasure as one that
may be gathered — of virtue that standeth firm
asa rock against the beating waves — of hope
undermined insensibly like the poplar by the
side of the river that has fed it," or blasted in
a moment like a pine-tree by the stroke of lightning upon the mountain-top — of admonitions
and heart-stirring remembrances, like a refreshing breeze that comes without warning, or the
taste of the waters of an unexpected fountain.
These and similar suggestions must have given,
formerly, to the language of the senseless stone
a voice enforced and endeared by the benignity
of that nature with which it was in unison, —
We, in modem times, have lost much of these
advantages; and they are but in a small degree
counterbalanced to the inhabitants of large
towns and cities by the custom of depositing the
dead within, or contiguous to, their places of
worship; however splendid or imposing may be
the appearance of those edifices, or however interesting or salutary the recollections associated
with them. Kven were it not true that tombs
lose their monitory virtue when thus obtruded
upon the notice of men occupied with the cares
of the world, and too often sullied and defiled
by those cares, yet still, when death is in our
thoughts, nothing can make amends for the
want of the soothing influences of nature, and
for the absence of those types of renovation and
decay which the fields and woods oíFer to the
notice of the serious and contemplative mind.
To feel the force of this sentiment, let a man
only compare in imagination the xinsightly manner in which our monuments are crowded together in the busy, noisy, unclean, and almost
grassless churchyard of a large town, with the
still seclusion of a Turkish cemetery, in some
remote place, and yet further sanctiéed by the
grove of cypress in which it is embosomed.
Thoughts in the same temper as these have already been expressed with truesensibility by an
ingenuous Poet of the present day. The subject
of his poem is " Ali Saints Church, Derby : "
he has been deploring the forbidding and unseemly appearance of its burial-ground, and uttering a wish that in past times the practice had
been adopted of interring the inhabitants of
large towns in the country; —
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"Then in some rural, calm, sequestered spot
"Where healing Nature her benignant look
Ne'er clianges, save at that loru season, when,
With tresses drooping o'er her sable atole,
She yearly mourns the mortal doom of man,
Her noblest work, (so IsraePs virgins erst,
With aunual moan upon the mountains wept
Their fairest gone,) there in that rural acene,
So placid, so congenial to the wish
The Christian feels, of peaceful rest within
The silent grave, I would have stayed :
— wandered forth, where the cold dew of heaven
Layon the humbler graves around, what time
The pale mcon gazed upon the turfy mounds,
Pensive, as though like me, in lonelymuse,
'T were brooding on the dead inhumed beneath.
There while with him, the holy man of Uz,
0'er human destiny I sympathised,
Counting the long, long perioda prophecy
Becrees to roll, ere the great day arrives
Of resurrection, oft the blue-eyed Spring
Had metme with her blossoms, as the Dove,
Of old, retumed \*ith olive leaf, to cheer
The Patriarch mouming o'er a world destroyed :
And I would bless her visit; for to me
'T is sweet to trace the consonance that links
As one, the works of Nature and the word
Of God. "
John Edwards.
A village churchyard, lying as it does in the
lap of nature, may indeed be most favourably
contrasted with that of a town of crowded population; and sepulture therein combines many
of the best tendencies which belong to the mode
practised 1^ the Ancients with others peculiar
to itself. The sensations of pious cheerfulness,
which attend the celebration of the sabbathday in rural places, are profitably chastised by
the sight of the graves of kindred and friends,
gathered together in that general home towards
which the thoughtful jQt happy spectators
themselves are journeymg. Hence a parish
church, in the stillness of the country, is a visible centre of a community of the living and the
dead; a point to which are habitually referred
the nearest concerns of both.
As, then, both in cities and in villages, the
dead are deposited in dose connection with our
places of worship, with us the composition of an
epitaph naturally turns, still more than among
the nations of antiquity, upon the most serious
and solemn affections of the human mind ; upon
departed worth — upon personal or social sorrow and admiration — upon religion, individual
and social— upon time, and upon etemity. Accordingly, it suffices, in ordinary cases, to secure
a composition of this kind from censure, that it
contain nothing that shall shock or be inconsistent with this spirit. But, to entitle an epitaph
to praise, more than this is necessary. It ougnt
to contain some thought or feeling belonging to
the mortal or immortal part of our nature touchingly expressed ; and if that be done, however
general or even trite the sentiment may be, every
man of pure mind will read the words with pleasure and gratitude. Ahusband bewailsawife ;
a parent breathes a sigh of disappointed hope
over a lost child; a son utters a sentiment of
filial reverence for a departed father ormother;
a friend perhaps inscribes an encomium record-
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ing the companionable qualities, or the solid
virtues, of the tenant of the g:rave, whose departure has left a sadness upon his memory.
This and a pious adiuonition to the living, and
a humble expression of Christian confidence in
immortality, is the language of a thousand
churchyards ; and it does not often happen that
anything, in a greater degree discriminate or
appropriate to the dead or to the living, is to be
found in them. This want of discrimination
has been ascribed by Dr. Johnson, in his Essay
upon the epitaphs of Pope, to two causes: first,
the scantiness of the objects of human praise ;
and, secondly, the want of variety in the characters of men: or, to use his own words, to
the fact, that the greater part of mankind have
no character at ali." Such language may be
holden without blame among the generalities of
common conversation; but does not become a
critic and a moralist speaking seriously upon a
serious subject. The objects of admiration in
human nature are not seanty, but abundant:
and every man has a character of his own to the
eye that has skill to perceive it. The real cause
of the acknowledged want of discrimination in
sepulchral memoriais is this: That to analyse
the characters of others, especially of those
whom we love, is not a common or natural employment of men at any time. We are not
anxious unerringly to understand the constitution of the minds of those who have soothed,
who have cheered, who have supported us;
with whom we have been long and daily pleased
or delighted. The afEections are their own justifícation. The light of love in our hearts is a
satisfactory evidence that there is a body of
worth in the minds of our friends or kindred,
whence that light has proceeded. We shrink
from the thought of placing their merits and
defects to be weighed against each other in the
nice balance of pure intellect; nor do we find
much temptation to detect the shades by which
a good quality of virtue is discriminated in them
from an excellence known by the same general
name as it exists in the mind of another; and
least of ali do we incline to these refinements
when under the pressure of sorrow, admiration,
or regret, or when actuated by any of those
feelings which incite men to prolong the memory
of their friends and kindred by records placed
in the bosom of the all-uniting and equalising
receptacle of the dead.
The first requisite, then, in an Epitaph is, that
it should speai, in a tone which shall sink into
the heart, the general language of humanity as
connected with the subject of death — the source
from which an epitaph proceeds — of death, and
of life. To be born and to die are the two
points in which ali men feel themselves to be in
absolute coincidence. This general language
may be uttered so strikingly as to entitle an
epitaph to high praise ; yet it cannot lay claim
to the highest unless other excellences be superadded. Passing through ali intermediate steps,
we will attempt to determine at once what these
excellences are, and wherein consists the perfection of this species of composition. — It will
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be found to lie in a due proportion of the common or universal feeling of humanity to sensations excited by a distinct and clear conception,
conveyed to the reader's mind, of the individual
whose death is deplored and whose memory is
to be preserved; at least of his character as,
after death, it appeared to those who loved him
and lament his loss. The general sympathy
ought to be quickened, provoked, and diversified, by particular thoughts, actions, images, —
circumstances of age, occupation, manner of
life, prosperity which the deceased had known,
or adversity to which he had been subject; and
these ought to be bound together and solemnised
into one harmony by the general sympathy.
The two powers should temper, restrain, and
exalt each other. The reader ought to know
who and what the man was whom he is called
upon to think of with interest. A distinct conception should be given (implicitly where it can,
rather than explicitly) of the individual lamented. — But the writer of an epitaph is not
an anatomist, who dissects the internai frame
of the mind ; he is not even a painter, who executes a portrait at leisure and in entire tranquillity: his delineation, we must remember, is
performed by the side of the grave; and, what
is more, the grave of one whom he loves and admires. What purity and brightness is that
virtue clothed in, the image of which must no
longer bless our living eyes ! The character of
a deceased friend or beloved kinsman is not seen
— no, nor ought to be seen — otherwise than as
a tree through a tender haze or a luminous mist,
that spiritualises and beautifies it; that takes
away, indeed, but only to the end that the
parts which are not abstracted may appear
more dignified and lovely; may impress and
affect the more. Shall we say, then, that this
is not truth, not a faithful image; and that,
accordingly, the purposes of commemoration
cannot be answered ? — It is truth, and of the
highest order; for, though doubtless things are
not apparent which did exist; yet, the object
being looked at through this médium, parts
and proportions are brought into distinct view
which before had been only imperfectly or unconsciously seen: it is truth hallowed by love
— the joint ofFspring of the worth of the dead
and the affections of the living! This may
easily be brought to the test. Let one, whose
eyes have been sharpened by personal hostility
to discover what was amiss in the character of
a good man, hear the tidings of his death, and
what a change is wrought in a moment! Enmity melts away; and, as it disappears, unsightliness, disproportion, and deformity, vanish;
and, through the influence of commiseration, a
harmony of love and beauty succeeds. Bring
such a man to the tombstone on which shall be
inscribed an epitaph on his adversary, composed
in the spirit which we have recommended.
Would he turn from it as from an idle tale ?
No; — the thoughtful look, the sigh, and perhaps the involuntary tear, would testify that it
had a sane, a generous, and good meaning; and
that on the writer's mind had remained an im-
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pression which was a true abstract of the character of the deceased; that his gífts and graces
were remembered in the simplicity in which
they ought to be remembered. The composition and quality of the mind of a virtuous man,
contemplated by the side of the grave where his
body is mouldering» ought to appear, and be
felt as something midway between what he was
on earth walking about with his living frailties,
and what he may be presumed to be as a Spirit
in heaven.
It suffices, therefore, that the trunk and the
main branches of the worth of the deceased
be boldly and unaffectedly represented. Any
further detail, minutely and scrupulously pursued, especially if this be done with laborious
and antithetic discriminations, must inevitably
frustrate its own purpose; forcing the passing
Spectator to this conclusion, — either that the
dead did not possess the merits ascribed to him,
or that they who have raised a monument to
his memory, and must therefore be supposed
to have been closely connected with him, were
ineapable of perceiving those merits ; or at least
during the act of composition had lost sight of
them; for, the understanding having been so
busy in its petty occupation, how could the
heart of the mourner be other than cold ? and
in either of these cases, whether the fault be on
the part of the buried person or the survivors,
the memorial is unaffecting and profitiess.
Much better is it to fali short in discrimination than to pursue it too far, or to labour it
unfeelingly. For in no place are we so much
disposed to dweli upon those points of nature
and condition wherein ali men resemble each
other, as in the temple where the universal
Father is worshipped, or by the side of the
grave which gathers ali human Beings to itself,
and *^equalises the lofty and the low." We
suffer and we weep with the same heart; we
love and are anxious for one another in one
spirit; our hopes look to the same quarter; and
the virtues by which we are ali to be furthered
and supported, as patience, meekness, goodwill, justice, temperance, and temperate desires, are in an equal degree the concem of us
ali. Let an Epitaph, then, contain at least
these acknowledgments to our common nature;
nor let the sense of their importance be sacrificed to a balance of opposite qualities or minute
distmctions in individual character; which if
they do not (as will for the most part be the
case), when examined, resolve themselves into
a trick of words, will, even when they are true
and just, for the most part be grievously out of
place; for, as it is probable that few only have
explored these intricacies of human nature, so
can the tracing of them be infceresting only to a
few. But an epitaph is not a proud writing
shut up for the studious: it is exposed to ali —
to the wise apd the most ignorant; it is condescending, perspicuous, and lovingly solicits regard; its story and admonitions are brief, that
the thoughtless, the busy, and indolent, may
not be deterred, nor the impatient tired: the
stooping old man cons the engraven record like
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a second horn-book; — the child is proud that
he can read it; — and the stranger is introduced
through its mediation to the company of a friend:
it is concerning ali, and for ali: — in the churchyard it is open to the day; the sun looks down
upon the stone, and the rains of heaven beat
against it.
Yet, though the writer who would excite
sympathy is bound in this case, more than in
any other, to give proof that he himself has
been moved, it is to be remembered that to
raise a monument is a sober and a reflective
act; that the inscription which it bears is intended to be permanent and for universal perusal: and that, for this reason, the thoughts and
feeíings expressed should be permanent also
— liberated from that weakness and anguish
of sorrow which is in nature transitory, and
which with instinctive decency retires from notice. The passions should be subdued, the emotions controlled; strong, indeed, but nothing
ungovernable or whoUy involuntary. Seemliness requires this, and truth requires it also:
for how can the narrator otherwise be trusted ?
Moreover, a grave is a tranquillising object:
resignation in course of time springs up from it
as naturally as the wild flowers, besprinkling
the turf with which it may be covered, or gathering round the monument by which it is defended. The very form and substance of the
monument which has received the inscription,
and the appearance of the letters, testifying
with what a slow and laborious hand they must
have been engraven, might seem to reproach
the author who had given way upon this occasion to transports of mind, or to quick turns of
conflicting passion; though the same might
constitute the life and beauty of a funeral oration or elegiac poem.
These sensations and judgments, acted upon
perhaps unconsciously, nave been one of the
main causes why epitaphs so often personate
the deceased, and represent him as speaking
from his own tomb-stone. The departed Mortal is introduced telling you himself that his
pains are gone; that a state of rest is come;
and he conjures you to weep for him no longer.
He admonishes with the voice of one experienced in the vanity of those afPections which
are confined to earthly objects, and gives a verdict like a superior Being, performing the office
of a judge, who has no temptations to mislead
him, and whose decision cannot but be dispas^
sionate. Thus is death disarmed of its sting,
and affliction unsubstantialised. By this tender
fiction, the survivors bind themselves to a sedater sorrow, and employ the intervention of
the imagination in order that the reason may
speak her own language earlier than she would
otherwise have been enabled to do. This shadowy interposition also harmoniously unites the
two worlds of the living and the dead by their
appropriate affections. And it may be observed
that here we have an additional proof of the
propriety with which sepulchral inscriptions
were referred to the consciousness of immortality as their primai source.
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I do not speak with a wish to recommend
that an epitaph should be cast in this luould
preferably to the still more common one, in
which what is said comes from the survirors
directiy; but rather to point out how natural
those feelings are which have induced men, in
ali states and ranks of society, so frequently to
adopt this mode. And this i have done chiefly
in order that the laws which ought to govern
the composition of the other may be better underatood. This latter mode, naraely, that in
which the survivors speak in their own persons,
seems to nie upon the whole greatly preferable,
as it admits a wider range of notices; and,
above ali, because, excluding the fiction which
is the groundwork of the other, it rests upon a
more solid basis.
£nough has been said to convey our notion
of a perfect epitaph; but it must be borne in
mina that one is meant which will best answer
the general ends of that species of composition.
According to the course pointed out, the worth
of private life, through allvarieties of situation
and character, will be most honourably and
profitably preserved in memory. Nor would
the model recommended less suit public men in
ali instances, save of those persons who by the
greatness of their services in the employments
of peace or war, or by the surpassing excellence
of their works in art, literature, or science,
have made themselves not only universally
known, but have filled the heart of their country with everlasting gratitude. Yet I must
here pause to correct myself. In describing
the general tenor of thought which epitaphs
ought to hold, I have omitted to say, that if it
be the actions of a man, or even some one conspicuous or beneficiai act of local or general
utility, which have distinguished him, and excited a desire that he should be remembered,
then, of course, ought the attention to be directed chiefly to those actions or that act: and
such sentiments dwelt upon as naturaUy arise
out of them or it. Having made this necessary
distinction, I proceed.—The mighty benefactors of mankind, as they are not only known
by the immediate survivors, but will continue
to be known familiarly to latest posterity, do
not stand in need of biographic sketches in such
a place ; nor of delineations of character to individualise them. This is already done by
their Works, in the memories of men. Their
naked names, and a grand comprehensive sentiment of civic gratitude, patriotic love, or
human admiration — or the utterance of some
elementary principie most essential in the constitution of true virtue — or a declaration touching that pious humility and self-abasement,
which are ever most profound as minds are
most susceptible of genuine exaltation — or an
intuition, communicated in adequate words, of
the sublimity of intellectual power; — these
are the only tribute which can here Tíe paid —
the only offering that upon such an altar would
not be unworthy.
" What needs my Shakspeare for his honoured bonés
The labour of an age in piled stones,
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Or that liift hallowed relíques ahould be híd
Under a star-ypointing pyramid ?
Dear Son of Memory, great Heir of Tame,
What need'8t thou such weak witnesa of thy name t
Thou in CUT wouder and astonishment
Hast built thyself a livelong monument.
And so sepulchred, in such pomp dost lie,
That kings for such a tomb would wish to die.'*
Book Sixth. The scene of this book is the
Churchyard of St. Oswald, Grasmere.
Line 8. the spiritual fabric of her Church,
See Ecclesiastical Sonnets."
Professor Dowden says of Wordsworth: Underneath the poet lay a North Country statesman." Senator Hoar says: '*No man of his
time, statesman, philosopher, poet, saw with
such unerring instinct into the great moral forces
that determine the currents of history."
Line 19. and spires whose ' silent Jinger points
to heayen.^ An instinctive taste teaches men
to build their churches in flat countries with
spire-steeples, which, as they cannot be referred
to any other object, point as with silent finger to
the sky and stars, and sometimes, when they
reflect the brazen light of a rieh though rainy
sunset, appear like a pyramid of flame buming
heavenward. See The Friend^ by S. T. Colelidge, No. 14, p. 223. W". W.
Line 48. Men^ whose delight^ etc. See "Seathwaite Chapei."
Line 97. A Visitor. ^ A schoolfellow of
Wordsworth's. See Fenwick note to this poem.
Line 235, our Sivain, This character lived
in Patterdale. See Fenwick note.
Line 275. He lived not^ etc. This character
was bom and bred in Grasmere. See Fenwick
note.
Line 407. in a petty town. The story here
told was one which the poet heard when a
schoolboy from Ann Tyson at Hawkshead. See
Fenwick note.
Line 451. under a borrowed name. Vandeput. See Fenwick note.
Line 497. a dial. There are no records of
such a dial at Grasmere Church.
Line 610. These Dalesmen trxist. etc. See
"The Brothers."
Line 625. Stone lift its forehead emulous^ etc.
" Plain is the stone that marks the Poefs rest;
Xot marble worked beneath Italian skies —
A grey slate headstone tells where Wordsworth lies,
Cleft from the native hills he loved the best."
H. D. Rawnslkt,
Sonnets at the Englüh Lakes.
Line 676. A woman rests. She was the
poetas neighbor at Town-End. See Fenwick
note.
Line 779. A long stone-seat. This used to be
at the left of the entrance-gate, opposite the
Parsonage.
Line 792. Mother^s grave. The poet says,
"Every particular was exactly as I've related." See Fenwick note.
Line 950. The natural feeling of eguality^ etc.
The Cumbrian dalesmen have afforded perhaps as near a realization as human fates have
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yet allowed of the rural society which statesmen desire for their country's greatness." —
F. W. H. Myers.
Line 1144. sprung self-raised frornearth^ etc.
These humble dwellings remind the contemplative spectator of a production of Nature, and
may rather be said to have growu, thanto have
been erected. — Wordsworth, Scenery of the
Lakes.
Ali is peace, rustieity, and happy poverty,
in its neatest and most becoming attire." —
Gray, Journal at the Lakes.
Book Seventh. The discussion is continued in the churcliyard at Grasmere.
Line 7. Snowdon''s sovereign brow, See
The Prelude," xiv. 1-62.
Line 0. A wandering^ Youth, Alluding to
his tour in Wales with bis friend Jones in 1790.
See Descriptive Sketches," note.
Line 37. vülage-schooí. ** The schoolhouse
used to be near the Lich gate at the vvest of the
churchyard, and the children used that part of
the churchyard as a playground, which had
not yet been used for burials." — Dr. CradDOCK.
Line 43. The length of road^ etc. The poet is
now looking toward Helvellyn to the east, and
the easy inlet of the vale " is the old Koman
road leading to Keswick through the gap in the
mountains where the bonés of King Duniuail,
Cumberland^s last king, lie. Hence it is known
as Dunmail Kaise. bee "The Waggoner,"
canto i. 209-212.
•'And now have reached that pile of stones,
Heaped over brave King Dunmail's bonés;
His who had once suprema command,
Last king of Rocky Cumberland."
Line 55. lowly Parsonage. This house still
stands on the right of the Raise, beyond the
famous Swan Inn. The clei^man and his
family were intimate associates with Wordsworth. See Fenwick note.
Line 90. Fair Hosamond. Rosamond CUfford, daughter of Walter R. ClifFord. She was
the mistress of Henry II., poisoned by Queen
Eleanor, 1177, and buried at Godstow. Children of the Wood. Old Englisli ballad and
playLine 92. sage Whittington. London's famous Lord Mayor.
Line 140. the chapei stood.
** Wytheburn'8 noblest house of prayer,
As lowly as the lowliest dwelling."
The Waggoner.
This chapei stands on the right of the road,
opposite " Nag^s Head Inn.^' Just beyond the
chapei now stands a memorial to Matthew
Arnold. It was from Nag's Head that the
party set out as recorded in his Resignation,"
which contains some striking Wordsworthian
lines: —
" And uow, in front, behold outspread
Those upper regions we must tread!
Mild hollows, and clear heathy swells,
The cheerful silence oí the fells."
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Line 171. Was trimmed and brightened^ etc.
Much of this description applies equally well to
Üove Cottage, where the poet lived, and to the
older type of houses in the vale.
Line 260. meek Partner of his age. Mrs.
Sympson died Jan. 24,1806, aged 81.
Line 285. Death fell upon him^ etc. He was
found dead in his garden across the road on
June 27,1807, in his ninety-second year. Canon
liawnsley says: Just such another clergyman
was the late Viçar of Wytheburn, who died in
1892."
Line 291. Were gathered to each other, The
burial-place of the Sympsons may be seen in
Grasmere Churchyard, not far from that of the
Poefs Comer, where Wordsworth and his family are buried.
Line 316. A Priest abides. See note to
" Seathwaite Chapei."
Line 348. Behind yon hill. If the speaker is
in Grasmere Churchyard, Seathwaite would be
beyond several hilis; but the Fenwick note
alludes to the cottage "called Hackett," between the two Langdales, hence the hill is that
between Langdale and the Duddon.
Line 352. A simple síone, etc. The Chapei
and Parsonage have been remodeled, and the
simple stone has been turned over and a fresh
inscription cut.
Line 400. a gentle Dalesman lies, Not at
Grasmere, but at Hawes-Water. See Fenwick
note.
Line 405. Soundless^ with ali its streams,
Wordsworth's delicate sense of sound is everywhere revealed in his poetry. See "Wordsworth's Treatment of Sound," by W. A. Heard,
Wordsworthiana.
Line 413. Iqfty crags. The Helvellyn range.
Line 595. his doings leave me to deplore tall
ash-tree^ etc. **I 'member there was a walling
chap just going to shoot a girt stoan to bits
wi' powderin the grounds at Rydal, and Wordsworth came up and saaved it, and wrote summat on it." — Reminiscences of Wordsworth
among the Peasantry of Westmoreland. H. D.
Rawnsley.
Line 603. him. John Gough of Kendal. Thia
sketch is exceedingly accurate in ali respects
except that he was still alive when *^The Excursion " was written.
Line 616. That Sycamore^ etc.
" This Sycamore oft musical with Bees;
Such Tents the Patriarchs loved."
S. T. COLEBIDGK. W. "W.
Line 637. of Gold-rill side. "A farm not far
from the Knott house in Patterdale." — H. D.
Rawnsley.
Line 70(5. Dear Youth. See Fenwick note.
Line 758. boastful Tyrant. See "IGrieved
for Buonapartó."
Line 963. a gateway. An allusion to the
Knott houses, in Fenwick note to "The Excursion." " The house still stands under Placa
Fell, on the southeast side of the valley of
Patterdale." — H. D. Rawnsley.
Line 980. Perish the roses and the Jiowers of
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kings. The **Transit gloria mundi" is finely
expressed in the Introduction to the Foundationcharters of some of the ancient Abbeys. Some
expressions here used are taken from that of
the Abbey of St. Mary's, Furness, the translation of which is as follows: —
**Considering every day the uncertainty of
life, that the roses and flowers of Kings, Emperors, and Dukes, and the crowns and palms
of ali the great wither and decay; and that ali
things, with an uninterrupted course, tend to dissolution and death: I therefore," etc. W. W.
The reader of The Excursion " is compelied
to admit the old accusation against its author:
that he often falls from the heights of poetic
vision to the levei of the trivial and açparently commonplace. Sir Henry Taylor said of
his conversation, '*He keeps tumbling out the
highest and deepest thoughts that the mind of
man ean reach, in a stream of discourse which
is so oddly broken by the little hitches and interruptions of common life that we admire and
laugh at him by turns."
Book Eighth. The scene of this book is in
the churchyard at Grasmere and at the Parsonage on Dummail Raise.
Line 89. I kave lived to mark^ etc. ^'Truly
described from what I myself saw during my
boyhood and early youth." Fenwick note.
Line 101. Or straggling hurgh^ Qta» Penrith,
the Pen Hill of olden times, with its series of
castles on the Esmond and Lowther.
Line 111. Earth has lent her waters^ etc. In
treating this subject, it was impossible not to
recollect with gratitude the pleasing picture
which in his poem of the Fleece the excellent
and amiable Dyer has given of the influences of
manufacturing industry upon the face of this
Island. He wrote at a time when machinery
was first beginning to be introduced, and his
benevolent heart prompted him to augur from
it nothing but good. Truth has compelied me
to dwell upon the baneful effects arising out of
an ill-regulated and excessive application of
powers so admirable in themselves. W. W.
Line 151. With you I grieve., etc. In his
pamphlet On the Convention of Cintra,"
whicn Canning called the most eloquent production since Burke,Wordsworth saia: " While
mechanic arts, manufactures, agriculture, commerce, and ali the products of knowledge which
are confined to gross, definite, and tangible objects have been putting on more brilliant
colours, the splendour of the imagination has
been failing."
Line 199. yet do I exult^ etc. This reveals
conclusively that Wordsworth's so-called hatred
of Science has no foundation in fact. It was
not Science he hated, but some of the results
which came from a narrow conception of it.
He says: "Poetry is the breath and fervid
spirit of ali knowledge; it is the impassioned
expression which is in the countenance of ali
Science.''
Line 413. Christ-cross-^ow. The alphabet
arranged in form of a cross in the old Hornbooks.
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In this book the poet rises to the height of
his great argument of Nature and Man: —
Wisdom sheathed
In 6ong love-humble; contemplatíons higb,
That built like larks tbeir nest upon the ground;
In sight and vision; syinpathies profound
That spanned the totsd of humanity."
ÂUSBBY DE YEBB.
The fundamental teaching of this book is to
be found in ali of the poefs work after 1800,
when he threw off the spell of Godwinism and
The Wealth of Nations^ and returned to the
sweetly human afifections. Some called this a
desertion, and their sentiments were embodied
in Browning's " Lost Leader."
Book Ninth. The scene of the concluding
book of " The Excursion" is at the Parsonage
and on Loughrigg Fell, at the foot of Grasmere Lake.
Line 3. An active Principlej^ete, See The
Prelude," ii. 399-418, and Tintem Abbey,"
U. 88-111.
It was this philosophy of Wordsworth that
profoundly interested such minds as John
Stuart Mill and George Eliot.
Line 59. High peaks, Fairfield and Helvellyn and Helm Crag.
Line 68. full river. The Kotha, which rises
in Easdale, flows past the churchyard into
Grasmere Lake.
" Keep fresh the grass upon hia grave,
O Rotha, with thy living wave !
Sing him thy best! for few or none
Hear8 thy voice right, now he ia gone."
Abnold.
Line 81. placed by age^ etc. See " Ode to Lycoris," and Evening of Extraordinary Splendour and Beauty."
Line 299. Binding herself by statute^ etc.
The discovery of Dr. Bell afFords marvellous
facilities for carrying this into effect; and it is
impossible to overrate the benefit which might
accrue to humanity from the universal application of this simple engine under an enlightened
and conscientious govemment. W. W.
Scotland passed her Education Act in 1872
and England in 1880. The present activity of
England in regard to education as a means of
protecting her against the industrial competition of Germany and the United States is significant testimony to the wisdom of Wordsworth ; for it is in these two countries that
national education in ali grades has made the
greatest strides.
Line 363. With such foundations laid^ etc.
This appeal to the soul of England reveals
Wordsworth in the heights, seeing with the
eyes and speaking with the voice of a prophet.
Line 422. As if preparing for the peace of
evening. See sonnet, Composed by the side
of Grasmere Lake."
Lines 495-498. yon rocTcy isle , . . that other^
etc. This description applies to Rydal Mere.
Line 570. We clomb a green hilVs side.
Loughrigg Fell, looking toward Grasmere.
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Line 575. Church-tower. St. Oswald'8, Grasmere.
Lines 590-608. Already had the sun, etc. See
Composed upon an Evening of Extraordinary
Splendour and Beauty.''
Line 690. Mysterious rites^ etc. Memoriais
of Druidism are still to be seen in the Lakes.
See '^Monument commonly called Long Meg
and her Daughters," p. 721.
Line 774. one cottage. The scene doses at
Blea Tam House^ Little Langdale.
In looking back over ^'The Excursion" we
may say vitli Hazlitt: " It resemhles that part
of the country in which the scene is laid. It has
the same vastness and magnificence, with the
same nakedness and confusion. It has the
same overwhelming oppressive power."
Sir Leslie Stephen, alluding to the iníluence of
" The Excursionon George Eliot, says; " It is
a work, which, in spite of ali criticai condemnations, has properly impressed the spiritual development of many eminent persons."
1814
Page 525. Laodamia.
1814 marks an era in the poetical life of
Wordsworth. In the preparation of his eldest
son for the University, he was drawn more
closelv to the classic writers, especially Virgil,
and tnis country-loving poet had new delights
for him. The picture in the sixth ^neid suggested to him tnis loftiest and most pathetic of
hi^oems,
Tne hero and heroine are taken from Homer
and Ovid, and the poem is one of the finest and
richest expressions of classic beauty and finish.
It is in marked contrast to the severe ruggedness of "Michael," and the magical snioothness
of " The Solitary Reaper,'' yet it is like them
in the perfect harmony of theme and the expression.
Anbrey de Vere says: "After I had read
* Laodamia' [which was his introduction to
Wordsworth], some strong calm hand seemed
to have been laid on my head; a new world
opened itself out. I was translated into another
planet of song.'*
Line 169. spiry trees^ etc. For the account
of these long-lived trees, see Pliny's Natural
History^ lib. xvi. cf^. 44 ; and for the features
in the character of Protesilaus see the " Iphigenia in Aulis " of Euripides. Virgil places the
Shade of Laodamia in a moumf ul region, among
unhappy Lovers.
" —— Híb Laodamia,
It comes. "
w. w.
Page 527. Dion,
Another product of this revival of interest in
the classics was " Dion,"
*^This poem beganwith the following stanza,
which has been displaced on account of its detaining the reader too long from the subject,
and as rather precluding, than preparing for,
the due effect of the allusion to the genins of
Plato: —
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*' Fair i8 the Swan, whose majesty, prevailing
0'er breezeless water, on Locamo'8 lake,
Bears him on whUe proudly sailing
He leaves behind a moon-illmniued wake:
Behold ! the mautling spirit of reserve
Fashions his neck into a goodly curve;
An arch thrown back betweeu luxuriant wings
Of whitest gamiture, like fir-tree boughs
To which, on some unruffled moming, clings
Â flaky weight of winter's purest snows!
— Behold! — as with a gushing impulse heaves
That downy prow, and softly cleaves
The mirror of the crystal ílood,
Vanish inverted hill, and shadowy wood,
And pendent rocks, where'er, in gliding etatO}
Winds the mute Creature without visible Mate
Or Rival, save the Queen of night
Showering down a silver light,
From heaven, upon her chosen Favourite!
w. w.
Lamb wrote : The story of Dion is divine —
the genius of Plato falling on him like moonlight, the finest thing ever expressed."
Prof. Dowden thinks the date of this poem was
more probably 1816.
Page 530. Composed at Cora Linn.
On the 18th of July, 1814, Wordsworth, in
company with his wife and Sara Hutchinson,
left Kydal for a tour in Scotland.
Line 6. Tower, This part of the Old Castle
of Corra still stands.
Page 532. Yarrow Visited.
In his first visit to Scotland Wordsworth was
fortunate in having made the acquaintance of
Walter Scott; now he meets him whom Scott,
while gathering the Border Minstrelsy, had discovered on the hills of Ettrick — James Hogg.
Having spent the night at Traquair, on the following morning the Ettrick Shepherd met them
and became their guide to the "bonnyholms of
Yarrow." They were now in the one spot of ali
that singing country " toward which they had
looked with the fondest anticipation. The spontaneous interrogation, mingled with surprise
and perhaps disappointment, bursts forth, —
" And is this — Yarrow ? "
There is no place in the Lowlands so rich in
tender associations and natural beauty as the
vale of Yarrow. It has been the subject of
those nameless singers whose ballads were first
caught and given to the world by Scott in his
Border Minstrelsy. One who visits this scene
should be familiar with such ballads as The
Douglas Tragedy," The Dowie Dens of Yarrow," Lament of the Border Widow," ** The
Songof Outlaw Murray," and **AuldMaitland,"
ali of which belong to 1 arrow and Ettrick. On
an early morning in August, 1887, 1 went alone
on my first visit to these vales. The sun was just
beginning to scatter the clothing of mist and reveal the braes and bens with their graceful
flowing outline, the clear streams winding
through the fem and heather, the mouldering
towers of Dryhope, where the Border chieftains
came to woo the lovely Mary Scott, the Flower
of Yarrow, and clear St. Mary's Loch visibly
delighted with her exquisite setting of emerald
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and purple. Then it was that I appreciated
these lines, —
" Meek loveliness ia round thee spread,
A softuess still and holy," —
siiich was the pensive loveliness of the scene.
1815
Wordsworth published a new edition of
poems this year in two volumes. It was dedicated to Sir George Beaumont and contained
his illustrations to '' The White Doe of Kylstone," "Lucy Gray," "The Thorn," and
"Peter Bell." With these poems the first
great period in the creative work of the poet
doses. From this time the yision and the faculty divine — so significant in conception and
execution, in di^ity and intensity of feeling,
in sweetness, purity, and melody — passed away
to return only at rare moraents.
On receiving- a gift copy of the edition from
Wordsworth, Lamb wrote: "I am glad that
you have not sacrificed a verse to those scoundrels [the eritics], I would not have had you
offer up the poorest rag that lingered upon the
stript shoulders of little Alice Fell, to have
atoned ali their malice. ... I would rather be
a doorkeeper in your margin, than have their
text swelling with
eulogies."
Page 534. To B. R. Haydon.
A more brilliant or a more pathetic career
than that of Haydon is hardly to be found.
Confessedly a genius of the highest order; with
a love for his art which has never been surpassed; sublimely courageous in his devotion to
what he considered to be his duty as a leader of
*' Historie Painting;" surrounded by the most
steadfast friends and the most subtle enemies;
now upon the highest wave of favor, now lodging in a debtor's jail, and at last driven to despair at being cheated of his deserts; repeating
the wail —
" Stretch me no longer on this tough world," —
he takes his own life.
What the sympathy of a man like Wordsworth meant to him is shown in his correspondence. On reeeiving this sonnet he wrote: *'It
is the highest honour that ever was paid or eyer
canbe paid to me. You are the first English
poet who has ever done complete justice to my
delightful art."
The Judgment of Solomon and ChrisVs Entry
into Jerusaíem showed conclusively that Haydon
was the first historical painter that England
had produced. The latter is now the property
of the Catholic Cathedral in Cincinnati.
In the diary of Henry Crabb Robinson, June
11,1820, is the following: Breakfasted with
Monkhouse; Mr. and Mrs. Wordsworth there.
We talked of Haydon; Wordsworth wants to
have a large sum raised to enable Haydon to
continue in his profession."
Page 534. Artbgal and Elidüre.
The allusions in this poem are from Milton's
History^ and not from The Preface."

Lines 1, 2. In the ^'Epitaphium Damonis"
Milton says (162 et seq.): —
" Of Brutus Dardan Chief my song shall be,
How with hia barks he plunged the British Sea."
In his Latin poem Mansus," Milton sketched
something of his plan for an epic based on the
same legendary history of Britain.
Line 14. giants. Alluding to the legend of
Geoffrey of Monmouth, which tells how, after
expelling the giants from Albion, Brutus gave
the name Britain to the land.
Line 17, Corineus. A Trojan chief who
came with Brutus and to whom Cornwall was
given.
Line 34. Guendolen. Locrine, son of Brutus,
married Guendolen of Cornwall, but loved Estreldis, a German princess, by whom he had a
daughter. Guendolen raised an army in Cornwall, defeated Locrine. See Comus," 11. 824830.
Line 41. Leir succeeded Locrine in Cornwall.
See Shakespeare's King Lear.
Line 74. Artegat. Archigallo. See Milton's
History.
Line 97. Troynovant, Tróia nova, later Trinovantum, now London.
Line 234. Brother by a Brother saved. Alluding to Milton^s History.
Page 538. "The Fairest, Beightest,
Hues of Ether Fade."
This and the following eight sonnets were
originally published in the edition of 1815. The
precise year of their composition is not known,
but Prof. Knight says they fali between 1810 and
1815.
Page 540. Mark the Concentred HaZELS."
The scene of this sonnet is the terrace at
Under Lancrigg where the poet composed " The
Prelude."
Page 541. " Brook, whose Societt the
Poet Seeks."
This brook is evidently the Kotha, or its tributary Easdale Beck, associated with Emma's
deli. See note to " It was an April moming."
1S16
Page 541. Ode — the Morning of the
Day Appouíted for a General ThanksGIVING.
Wholly unworthy of touching upon the momentous subject here treated would that Poet
be, before whose eyes the present distresses
under which this kingdom labours could interpose a veil sufficientíy thick to hide, or even
to obscure, the splendour of this great moral
triumph. If I have given way to exultation,
unchecked by these distresses, it might be
sufficient to protect me from a charge of insensil3Ílity, should I state my own belief that the
suíferings will be transitory. Upon the wisdom
of a very large majority of the British nation
rested that generosity vfhich poured out the
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treasures of this country for the deliverance of
£urope: and in the same national wisdom, presiding in time of peace over an energy not inferior to tliat which has been displayed in war,
they confide, who encourage a firm hope that the
cup of our wealth will be gradually replenished.
Tnere will, doubtless, be no few ready to indulge
in regrets and repinings ; and to feed a morbid
satisfaction, by aggravating these burthens in
imagination; in order that calamity so confidently prophesied, as it has not taken the shape
which their sagacity allotted to it, may appear
as grievous as possible under another. But the
body of the nation will not quarrel with the gain,
because it might have been purchased at a less
price ; and, acknowledg^ing in these sufferings,
which they feel to have been in a great degree
unavoidable, a consecration of their noble
efforts, they will vigorously apply theniselves
to remedy the evil.
Nor is it at the expense of rational patriotism,
or in disregard of sound philosoj)liy, that I have
given vent to feelings tending to encourage a
niartial spirit in the bosoms of my conntryjnen,
at a time when there is a general outcry against
the prevalence of these dispositions. The British
army, both by its skill and valour in the íield,
and bj^ the discipline which rendered it, to the
inhabitants of the several countries where its
operations were carried on, a protection from
the violence of their own troops, has performed
ser vices that will not allow the language of
gratitude and admiration to be suppressed or
restrained (whatever be the temper of the public mind) through a scrupulous dread lest the
tribute due to the past should prove an injurious
incentive for the future. Every man deserving
the name of Briton adds his voice to the chorus
which extols the exploits of his countrymen,
with a consciousness, at times overpowering the
efBort, that they transcend ali praise. — But
this particular sentimen^ thus irresistibly excited, is not sufficient. The nation would err
grievously if she suffered the abuse which other
states have made of military power to prevent
her from perceiving that no people ever was or
can be independent, free, or secure, mnch less
great, in any sane application of the word, without a cultivation of military virtues. Nor let
it be overlooked that the benefits derivable
from these sources are placed within the reach
of Great Britain, under conditions peculiarly
favourable. The same insular position which,
by rendering territorial incorporation impossible, utterly precludes the desire of conquest
under the most seductive shape it can assume,
enables her to rely, for her defence against foreign foes, chiefly upon a species of armed force
from which her own liberties have nothing to
fear. Such are the privileges of her situation ;
and, by permitting, they invite her to give way
to the courageous instincts of human nature,
and to strengthen and refine them by culture.
But some have more than insinuated that a
design exists to subvert the civil character of
the Ènglish people by unconstitutional applications and unnecessaryincrease of military power.
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The advisers and abettors of such a design, were
it possible that it should exist, would be guilty
of the most heinous crime, which, upon this
planet, can be committed. Trusting that this
apprehension arises from the delusive influences
of an honourable jealousy, let me hope that the
martial qualities which I venerate will be fostered by adhering to those good old usages
which experience has sanctioned, and by availing ourselves of new means of indisputable
Ijromise: particularly by applying, in its utmost possible extent, that system of tuition
whose master-spring is a habit of gradually enlightened subordination ; — by imparting knowledge, civil, moral, and religious, in such measure that the mind, among ali classes of the
community, may love, admire, and be prepared
and accomplished to defend, that country under
whose protection its faculties have been unfolded and its riches acquired; — by just dealing towards ali orders of the state, so that, no
members of it being trampled upon, courage
may everywhere continue to rest immoveably
upon its ancient English foundation, personal
self-respect;—by adequate rewards and permanent honours conferred upon the deserving;
— by encouraging athletic exercises and manly
sports among the peasantry of the country; —
and by especial care to provide and support institutions in which, during a time of peace, a
reasonable proportion of the youth of the country may be instructed in military science.
1 have only to add that I should feel little
satisfaction in giving to the world these limited
attempts to celebrate the virtues of my country, if I did not encourage a hope that a subject, which it has fallen within my province to
treat only in the mass, will by other poets be
illustrated in that detail which its importance
calls for, and which will allow opportunities to
give the merited applause to persons as well
as to THINGS.
The ode was published along with other
pieces, now interspersed through this volume.
w. W.
Line 122,
" Discipline the rule whereof is passion."
Loed Brooke. W. "W.
Compare this and the following tribute to
Wellington with that of Tennyson in the Ode
on the Death of the Duke of Wellington."
Page 549. The French Army in Rússia.
Alluding to that disastrous retreat of Napoleon from Moscow.
Page 550. By Moscow Self-Devoted to
A Blaze."
AUuding to the buming of the city by order
of the govemor, to prevent it from falling into
the hands of Napoleon.
Page 550. The Germans on the Heights
of Hochheim.
The event is thus recorded in the joumals
of the day: When the Austrians took Hoch-
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heim, in one part of the engagement they got to
the brow of the hill|Whence theyhad theirfirst
view of the Rhine. They instantly halted — not
a gun was fired — not a voice heard: they stood
gaziiig on the river with those feelings which
the events of the last fifteen years at once called
up. Prince Schwartzeuberg rode up to know
the cause of this sudden stop; they then gave
three cheers, rushed afterthe enemy, and drove
them into the water." W, W.
Page 551. Siege of Vienna Raised by
John Sobieski.
Line 14, He conquering, etc. *^See Filicaia's
ode addressed to Sir John Sobieski, King of Poland. Sobieski relieved Vienna when it was
besieged by the Turks, 1683." — Knight.
Page 551. Occasioned by the Battle of
Waterloo.
Line 9. Assoiled^ etc.
Fromall the world'8 encumbrance didhimself assoil.'*
Bpenbeb. W. W.
Page 551. Emperors and Kings, etc.
Line 8. After the battle of Waterloo.
Page 552. Feelings of a French RoyalIST.
**Alluding to the treachery of Napoleon in
capturing and executing the Duc d^Enghien,
grandson of the Prince of Condé, on suspicion
of his complicity in a plot to overthrow him.'*
— Knight.
1817
Page 556. Vernal Ode.
There is no poem of Wordsworth's which reveals loftier spiritual insight or nobler philosophic truth than this Or^ic Ode, and the two
poems which follow it. The transience of externai things brings no sorrow to one who can
exercise such faith.
Page 558. Ode to Lycoris.
While these poems are less direct in allusions
to placas, yet to one who has once felt the meaning and charm of Rydal they abound in sights
and sounds peculiar to it.
" In the Fenwick note to * To the Same,' ' the
two that follow' are 'September 1819,' and
its sequei * üpon the Same Occasion.'" —
Knight.
Page 561. The Pass of Kirkstone.
If one is staying at Grasmere a pleasant tramp
of two days may be made by crossing Helvellyn
by Grisdale Tam to Patterdale, and returning
W way of Kirkstone Pass and Ambleside.
írom Patterdale one passes Brother^s Water, the
scene of the DafPodils," and near the summit
of the Pass on the right the Kirk stones. The
views on the route are of surpassing beauty.
From the inn to Ambleside the scenery is in
marked contrast to the rug^edness and desolation of the ascent.
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Lines 41-^. Among the evidences of Roman
occupation in these regions are the roads. Kirkstone Pass was one of the roads by which Agrícola led his two columns into Westmoreland.
1S18
Page 564. ^ The Pilgrim's Drbam.
The allusions in this poem and ii. and iii.
which follow are to the middie road over White
Moss Common. See "The Primrose of the
Rock," note.
Page 566. Composed üpon an Evening of
Extraordinary Splendour and Beauty.
After the production of the immortal Ode
(1806) Wordsworth's inspiration did not again
reach that lofty height, uniess upon this occasion, a sunset among the Westmoreland hills,
where earth and heaven are commingled with a
natural magic and moral sublimity, which was
his peculiar gift to English poetry.
The poet is looking toward Grasmere and
the hills about and beyond it.
Line 49. Wings at my shoulders seem to play.
In these lines I am under obligation to the
exquisite picture of " Jacob's Dream,'* by Mr.
Allston, now in America. It is pleasant to
make this public acknowledgment to a man of
genius, whom I have the honour to rank among
my friends. W. W.
i8ig
Page 567. "Pure Element of WatersI
Wheresüe^er."
This and the two following were suggested
by Mr. W. WestalPs views of the Caves, etc.,
in Yorkshire. W. W.
In " The Prelude," vi. 194, Wordsworth says
that making quest for scenes renowned for
beauty, he and his sister priedinto Yorkshire
dales."
Page 568. Aerial Rock.
Lines 7-9. See Fenwick note to " The River
Duddon," p, 592.
Page 570. To the River Derwent.
This river of Wordsworth's youth rises in
Borrowdale, near the Eagle's Crag. See " The
Prelude," i. 270-288.
Page 570. " Grief, thou hast lost an
Ever-Ready Friend."
See Muskin and the English LaJces^ by Canon
Rawnsley, chap. v.
Page 571. "I heard (alas! 'twas only
IN A Dream)."
See the Ph«don of Plato, by which this sonnet was suggested. W. W.
Page 571. The Haunted Tree.
Some of the noblest forest trees in England
stand in Rydal Park. The ** Lady " was the
poefs daughter, Dora.
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1820
The lai^er part of the poems of this year rise
out of two experiences in the life of the poet:
the visit to the Continent, and reminiscences of
his various visits to the Duddon valley. The
most interesting coinmentaries on the first series
are Dorothy's Journal, and Diary^ Reminiscences
and Correspondence of Henry Crabb Robinson,
vol. i.
Page 573, " There is a Little UnpeeTENDING Rllili.' *
It is evident from the Fenwiek note that the
rill beside ■which th^oet and his sister rested
on their walk from Kendal to Grasmere in the
spring of 1794 was Skel-Ghyll Beck, -which one
sees on the road from Bowness to Ambleside,
just before reaching Low Wood. It rises from
the Wansfell on the right, and passes behind
Dove's Nest, the home of Mrs. Hemans, under
the road to the lake. See H. D. Rawnsley, The
English LaJces^ vol. ii. chap. iv.
Page 574. On the Detraction which
Follotved the Püblication of a Ceetain
PoEM.
Under date of June 11, 1820, Henry Crabb
Robinson writes : ** Breakfasted with Monkhouse. Mr. and Mrs. Wordsworth there. He
has resolved to make some concession to the
publie taste in 'PeterBell.' .,» • I never saw
him soready to yield to the opinion of others."
Page 574. Oxfokd, May 30, 1820.
Wordsworth, with his wife and sister, set out
for London on their way to the Continent in
the early summer and were at Oxford on May
30. Tliis visit inspired two sonnets.
Page 575. June 1820.
The Wordsworths arrived in London early in
June to be present at the marriage of Mr.
Monkhouse. They stayed with Christopher
Wordsworth at the Rectory, Lambeth. ^ It
■was during this time that the poet visited
Richmond, where Thomson is buried.
Line 2. Groves. Wallachia. W. W.
Lines 12-14. See Thomson, The Seasons,"
Spring.
Page 575. Memoriaxs of a Tour on the
Continent, 1820.
This Series was written between 1820 and
1822
Under date of July 10, 1820, Dorothy writes
in her Journal: "We — William, Mary and
Dorothy Wordsworth — left the Rectory House,
Lambeth, at a quarter to eight o'clock. Had
the Union coach to ourselves till within two
stages of Canterbury."
Page 575. Fish-Women —On Landing at
Caiais.
If in this sonnet I should seem to have borne
a little too hard upon the personal appearance
of the worthy Poissards of Calais, let me take

shelter under the authority of my lamented
friend, the late Sir George Beaumont. He, a
most accurate observer, used to say of them,
that their features and countenances seemed to
have conformed to those of the creatures they
dealt in; at ali events the resemblance was
striking. W. W.
Page 576. Brugès.
This is not the first poetical tribute which in
our times has been paid to this beautiful city.
Mr. Southey, in the '*Poet's Pilgrimage,"
speaks of it in lines which I cannot deny myself
the pleasure of connecting with my own.
" Time hatli not wronged her, nor hath ruin sougbt
Rudely her splendid structures to destroy,
Save in those recent days, with eril fraught,
When mutability, in drunken joy
Triumphant, and from ali restraint released,
Let loose her fierce and many-headed beast.
" But for the seara in that unhappy rage
Inâicted, fírm she stands and undecayed ;
like our fírst Sires, a beautiful old age
Is hers in venerable years arrayed;
And yet, to her, benignant stars may bring,
What iate denies to man, — a second spring.
" "When I may read of tllts in days of old,
And tourneys graced by Chieftains of renown,
Fair dames, grave citizens, and warriors bold,
If fancy would pourtray some stately town,
"Which for such pomp fit theatre should be,
Fair Brugès, I shallthen remember thee."
In this city are many vestiges of the splendour of the Bui^ndian Dukedom, and the
long black mantle universally wom by the females is probably a remnant of the old Spanish
connection, which, if I do not much deceive
myself, is traceable in the grave deportment of
its inhabitants. Brugès is comparatively little
disturbed by that curious contest, or rather
conflict, of Flemish with French propensities in
matters of taste, so conspicuous through other
parts of Flanders. The hotel to which we
drove at Ghent fumished an odd instance. In
the passages were paintings and statues, after
the antique of Hebe and Apollo; and in the
garden a little pond, about a yard and a half in
diameter, with a weeping willow bending over
it, and under the shade of that tree, in the centre of the pond, a wooden painted statue of a
Dutch or Flemish boor, looking ineffably tender upon his mistress, and embracing her. A
living duck, tethered at the feet of the sculptured lovers, altemately tormented a miserable
eel and itself with endeavours to escape from its
bonds and prison. Had we chanced to espy
the hostess of the hotel in this quaint rural retreat, the exhibition would have been complete.
She was a true Flemish figure, in the dress of
the days of Holbein; her symbol of ofíice, a
weighty bunch of keys, pendent from her portly
waist. In Brussels the modem taste in costume, architecture, etc., has got the mastery;
in Ghent there is a struggle; but in Bmgès old
images are still paramount, and an air of monastic life among the quiet goings-on of a thinlypeopled city is inexpressibly soothing; a pen-
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sive grace seems to be cast over ali, even the
very children. — Extract from Journal. W. W.
Page 576. After Visiting the Field of
Waterloo.
Dorothy tells us in her Journal, July 17, that
their guide was one Lacoste, wlio was Napoleon's guide through the country previous to
the battle. He was compelled to stay by Napoleon's side till the moraent of flight. See Scott,
"The Field of Waterloo," and Byron^s Waterloo, Canto III., " Childe Harold," for contrasts to Wordsworth's contemplative style.
Page 577. Aix-la-Chapelle.
Line 14. Where unremitting frosts the rocky
crescent bíeach. " Let a wall of rocks be imagined from three to six hundred feet in height,
and rising between France and Spain, so as
physically to separate the two kingdoins — let
us fancy this wall curved like a crescent, with
its convexity towards France. Lastly, let us
suppose, that in the very middle of the wall, a
breach of 300 feet wide has been beaten down
by the famous Rolando and we may have a
good idea of what the mountaineers call the
*Breche de Roland.'" — iía2/OToní/'s Pyrenees, W. W.
Page 578. Hymn for the Boatmen.
Line 24. Miserere Domine. See the beautiful Song in Mr. Coleridge's Tragedy, "The
Remorse." Why is the harp of Quantock
silent? W. W.
Page 578. The Source of the Danube.
Lines 1,2.
Not. like his great Compeers^ indignantly
Dotn Danube spring to life /
Before this quarter of the Black Forest was
inhabited, the source of the Danube might have
suggested some of those sublime images which
Armstrong has so finely described; at present,
the contrast is most striking. The Spring appears in a capacious stone Basin in front of a
Ducal palace, with a pleasure-ground opposite;
then, passing under the pavement, takes the
form of alittle, elear, bright, black, vigorous rill,
barely wide enough to tempt the agility of a
child five years old to leap over it, — and entering the garden, it joins, after a course of a few
hundred yards, a stream much more considerable than itself. The copiousness of the spring
at Doneschingen must have procured for it
the honour of being named the Source of the
Danube. W. W.
Page 578. On Approaching the StaubBach, Lauterbrünnen.
" The Staub-bach" is a narrow Stream,
which, after a long course on the heights, comes
to the sharp edge of a some what overhanging
precipice, overleaps it with a bound, and after
a fali of 930 feet, forms again a rivulet. The
vocal powers of these musical Beggars may
seem to be exa^erated ; but this wild and
savage air was utterly unlike any sounds I had
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ever heard; the notes reached me from a distance, and on what occasion they were sung I
could not guess, only they seemed to belong,
in some way or other, to the Waterfall — and
reminded me of religious services chanted to
Streams and Fountains in Pagan times. Mr.
Southey has thus accurately characterised the
peculiarity of this music: " While we were at
the Waterfall, some half-score peasants, chiefly
women and girls, assembled just out of reach
of the Spring, and set up — surely, the wildest
chorus that ever was heard by human ears, —
a song not of articulate sounds, but in which
the voice was used as a mere instrument of
music, more flexible than any which art could
produce, — sweet, powerful, and thrilling beyond description." See Notes to A Tãe of
Paraguay. W. W.
Page 580. Engelberg, the Hill of Angels.
The Convent whose site was pointed out,
according to tradition, in this manner, is seated
at its base. The architecture of the building
is unimpressive, but the situation is worthy of
the honour which the imágination of the mountaineers has conferred upon it. W. W.
Page 584. The Last Süpper.
Lines 1, 2.
Tho^ searching damps and many an envious flaw
Have marrea this Work.
This picture of the Last Supper has not
only been grievously injured by time, but the
greatest part of it, if not the whole, is said to
have been retouclied, or painted over again.
These niceties may be left to connoisseurs, — I
speak of it as I felt. The copy exhibited in
London some years ago, and the eng^aving by
Merghen, are both admirable ; but in the original is a power which neither of those wôrks has
attained, or even approached. W. W.
Page 584. The Eclipse of the Sux.
Line 40. Of Figures human and divine. The
statues ranged round the spire and along the
roof of the Cathedral of Milan have been found
fault with by persons whose exclusive taste
is unfortunate for themselves. It istruethat
the same expense and labour, judiciously directed to purposes more strictly architectural,
might have much heightened the general effect
of the building ; for, seen from the ground, the
Statues appear diminutive. But the coup-d''cíil^
from the best point of view, which is half way
up the spire, must strike the unprejudiced person with admiration; and surely the selection
and arrangement of the Figures is exquisitely
fitted to support the religion of the country in
the imaginations and feelings of the spectator.
It was with great pleasure that I saw, during
the two ascents which we made, several children, of different ages, tripping up and down
the slender spire, and pausing to look aronnd
them, with feelings much more animated than
could have been derived from these or the
finest works of art, if placed within easy reach.
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— Reraember also that you have the Alps on
one side, and on the other the Apennines, with
the plain of Lombardy between ! W. W.
Page 587. Pkocessions.
Lines 48, 49.
Still^ with tkose white-robed Shapes — a living
Stream^
The glacier Pillars join in solemn guise,
This Procession is a part of the sacramentai service performed once a month. In the
valley of Engelberg we had the good fortune
to be present at the Grand Festival of the Virgin— but the Procession on that day, thougli
consisting of upwards of 1000 persons, assembled from ali the branches of the sequestered
valley, was mnch less striking (notwithstanding
the sublimity of the surrounding scenery); it
wanted both the simplieity of the other and the
accompaniment of the Glacier-columns, whose
sisterly resemblance to the moving Figures gave
it a most beautiful and solemn peculiarity.
W. W.
Page 588. Elegiac Stanzas.
The "Friend" alluded to in the Fenwick
note was Henry Crabb Robinson. He writes
thus of meeting the strangers: "In the stage
between Berne and Solothurn, which takes a
circuit through an unpicturesque, flat country,
were two very interesting young men. . . .
The elder was an American, aged twenty-one,
named Goddard.*' On August lt> Wordsworth
writes of meeting the young men: **Mr. Robinson introduced two young men, his companions, an American and a Scotchman — genteel,
modest youths."
In October, 1890, when I was collecting subscriptions for the preservation of Dove Cottage,
Mrs. H, M. Wigglesworth, of Boston, Mass.,
a sister of the young man commemorated in
this poem, sent me a check in memory of her
brother. Alluding to his death she wrote:
Wordsworth showed a very kind interest,
wrote a letter full of sympathy to my mother,
and later sent the memorial lines beginning,
' Lulled by the sound of pastoral bells.' It will
give me pleasure to add something to the sum
you are collecting."
Line 3. Queen. Mount Righi, — Regina
Montium. \V. W.
Line 75. This tribute^ etc. The persuasion
here expressed was not groundless. The first
human consolation that the afflicted mother
felt, was derived from this tribute to her son's
memory, a fact which the author learned, at
his own residence, from her daughter, who visited Europe some years afterward. W. W.
Page 590. On Being Stranded near the
Harbour of Boulogne.
Near the town of Boulogne, and overhanging the beach, are the remains of a tower which
bears the name of Caligula, who here terminated his western expedition, of which these seashells were the boasted spoils. And at no great
distance from these ruins, Buonaparte, stand-
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ing upon a mound of earth, harangued his
** Army of England,*' reminding them of the exploits of Caesar, and pointing towards the white
cliffs, upon which their standards were to^fioat.
He recommended also a subscription to be raised
among the Soldiery to erect on that ground, in
memory of the foundation of the "Legion of
Honour,'' a Column — which was not completed
at the time we were there. W. W.
Page 590. After Landing — the Valley
OF Dover, November 1820.
Lines 6, 7.
We marlc majestic herds of cattle^free
To ruminate.
This is a most ^ateful sight for an Englishman returning to his native land. Everywhere
one misses in the cultivated grounds abroad,
the animated and soothing accompaniment of
animais ranging and selecting their own food
atwill. W.W.
Page 591. Desultory Stanzas.
Line 37. Far as St. Maurice, from yon eastern ForJcs. At the head of the Vaiais. Les
FoüRCHES, the point at which the two chains
of mountains part, that inclose the Vaiais,
which terminates at St. Maurice. W. W.
Lines 49-51. ye that occupy
Your council-seats heneath the open sky^
On Sarnen's Mount.
Sarnen, one of the two capitais of the Canton of Ünterwalden; the spot here alluded to
is dose to the town, and is called the Landenberg, from the tyrant of that name, whose
château formerly stood there. On the Ist of
January 1308, the great day which the confederated Heroes had chosen for the deliverance
of their country, ali the castles of the Governors were taken by force or stratagem : and the
Tyrants themselves conducted, with tneir creatures, to the frontiers, after having witnessed
the destruction of their strongholds. From
that time the Landenberg has been the place
where the Legislators of this division of the
Canton assemme. The site, which is well described by Ebel, is one of the most beautiful in
Switzerland. W. W.
Line 50. Calls me topace her honoured
Bridge. The bridges of Lucerne are roofed,
and open at the sides, so that the passenger has,
at the same time, the beneíit of shade, and a
view of the magnificent country. The pictures
are attached to the rafters; those from Scripture History, on the Cathedral-bridge, amount,
according to my notes, to 240. Subjects from
the Old Testament face the passenger as he
goes towards the Cathedral, and those from the
New as he returns. The pictures on these
bridges, as well as those in most other parts of
Switzerland, are not to be spoken of as works
of art; but they are instruments admirably
answering the purpose for which they were
designed. W. W.
Page 592. The River Duddon.
They returned from the Continent on Nov.
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9, and went to Cambridge. During their visit
to the Contiuent their brother Christopher had
been promoted to be Master of Trinity College, Cambridge. Frora Cambridge they went
into Coleorton, and retumed to Kydal Mount
Dec. 20.
A Poet, whose works are not yet known as
they deserve to be, thus enters upon his description of the ' Ruins of Rome :' —
' The rising Sun
Flames on the ruins in the purer air
Towering aloft
and ends thus —
' The setting Sun displays
Hia visible great round, between yon towera,
As through two shady clifEs.*
" Mr. Crowe, in his excellent loco-descriptive
Poem, * Lewesdon Hill,' is still more expeditious, finishing the whole on a May-morning,
before breakfast.
' To-morrow for severer thought, but now
To breakfast, and keep festival to-day.*
" No one believes, or isdesiredto believe, that
those Poems were actually composed within
such limits of time ; nor was there any reasou
why a prose statement should ac(^uaint the
reader with the plain fact, to the disturbance
of poetic credibility. But, in the present case,
I am compelled to mention, that this series of
Sonnets was the growth of many years; — the
one which stands the 14th was the first produced; and others were added upon occasional
visits to the Stream, or as recollections of the
scenes upon its banks awakened a wish to describe them. In this manner I had proceeded
insensibly, without perceiving that I was trespassing upon ground pre-occupied, at least as
far as intention went, by Mr. Coleridge ; who,
more than twenty years ago, used to speak of
writing a rural Poem, to be entitled ^ The
Brook,' of which he has given a sketch in a recent publication. But a particular subject cannot, i think, much interfere with a general one ;
and I have been further kept from encroaching
upon any right Mr. C. may still wish to exercise, by the restriction which the frame of the
Sonnet imposed upon me, narrowing unavoidably the range of thought, and precluding,
though not without its adrantages, many graces
to which a freer movement of verse would naturally have led.
May I not venture, then, to hope, that, instead of being a hindrance by anticipation of
any part of the subject, these Sonnets may remind Mr. Coleridge of his own more comprehensive design, and induce him to fulfil it?
There is a sympathy in streams, — * one
calleth toanother;' and I would gladly believe,
that * The Brook' will, ere long, murmur in
concert with 'The Duddon.' But, asking
pardon for this fancy, I need not scrupíe to say
that those verses must indeed be ill-fated which
can enter upon such pleasant walks of nature
without receiving and giving inspiration. The
power of waters over the minds of Poets has
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been acknowle^ed from the earliest ages ; —
through the ' íiumina amem sylvasque inglorius' of Virgil, down to the sublime apostrophe to the great rivers of the earth by Armstrong, and the simple ejaculation of Burns
(chosen, if I recoUect right, by Mr. Coleridge, as
a motto for his embryo ' Brook
* The Muse nae Poet ever fand her,
Till by himsel' he learned to wander,
Adown some trotting bum'8 meander,
And na' think lano.' "
"W,
Sonnets I., ii., in. — Next to The Prelude "
and " The Excursion," the Duddon sonnets demand of the student a careful study of the topog^aphical allusions and the use of a discriminating imagination. During several seasons I have
studied this region; and while I have made my
notes quite independent of others, I have found
them to agree in the main with those of Mr.
Herbert Rix and Canon Rawnsley.
The birthplace of " a native Stream " is not
easily identified, although it is on the north or
Cumbrian side of Wrynose Fell. The explorer
will find two possible sources, not far from the
Three Shire Stones: one of these has a broad
prospect of lake and mountain, while the other
is in the middle of the lofty waste " of Sonnet ii. The allusions in Sonnet iii. to the
tripping lambs " and the " brilliant moss" —
Bog-moss which glistens like gold when the sun
shines upon it — are strikingly Wordsworthian.
Sonnet n. Line 11. huge deer. The deer
alluded to is the Leigh, a gigantic species long
since extinct. W. W.
Sonnet tv. The descriptions in this sonnet
apply to any one of the several falls " which
the stream makes from Wrynose Gap to the
valley below. Canon Rawnsley thinks the
point of view is from the main road leading to
Cockley Beck.
Sonnet v. When one passes from Wrynose Bottom to Cockley Beck and turns to the
northeast, one will behold the unfruitful solitudes." The cottage may have been one of
several in this vicinity.
Sonnet vi. The allusions here are to flowers which grow by the Duddon from April to
August, from the speedwell to the eyebright,
in CTeat profusion.
Lines 9, 10. There hloomed the strawberry of
the wilderness, etc. These two lines are in a
great measure taken from *'The Beauties of
Spring, a Juvenile Poem," by the Rev. Joseph
Sympson. He was a native of Cumberland, and
was educated at Hawkshead school: his poems
are little known, but they contain passages of
splendid description ; and the versification of
his Vision of Alfred is harmonious and animated. In describing the motions of the Sylphs
that constitute the strange machinery of his
Poem, he uses the foUowing illustrative simile:
" Glancing from their plumes
A cbangeful líght the azure vault illumes.
Less varjàng hues beneath the Pole adom
The streamy glories of the Boreal mom,
That wavering to and fro their radiance shed
On Bothnia's gulf with glassy ice o'erspread.
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Where the lone native, as he homeward glides,
On polished sandals o'er the imprisoued tides,
And still the balance of his frame preserves,
Wheeled on alternate foot in lengtbening curves,
Sees at a glance, above him and below,
Two rival heavens with equal splendour glow.
Sphered in the centre of the world he seems;
For ali around with soft efíulgeoce gleams;
Stars, mooDS, and meteors, ray opposed to ray,
And solemn midnight pours the blaze of day."
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several Roman stations among these mountains;
the most considerable seems to have been in a
meadow at the head of Windermere, established, undoubtedly, as a check over the passes
of Kirkstone, Dunmail-raise, and of Hardknot
and Wrynose. On the margin of Rydal lake, a
coin of Trajan was discovered very lately.—
The Roman Fort here alluded to, called by
the country people " Hardknot CasUe^^^ is most
impressively situatedhalf-way down the hill on
He was a man of ardent f eeling, and his f acul- the right of the road that descends from Hardties of mind, particularly his memory, were ex- knot into Eskdale. It has escaped the notice
traordinary. Brief notices of his life ought to of most antiquarians, and is but slightly menfind a place in the History of Westmoreland. tioned by Lysons, — The Druidical Circle is
W. W.
about half a mile to the left of the road asSONNET VIII, In passing from Cockley Beck cending Stoneside from the vale of Duddon;
to Birks Brig if one looks back to the north one the country people call it " Sunken Church^
will get a glimpse of the features of the valley
The reader who may have been interested in
revealed in this sonnet. Wordsworth calls the the foregoing Sonnets (which together may be
Duddon **blue Strearalet" from the aspect considered as a Poem) will not be displeased to
given It as it passes over the blue-gray slate find in this place a prose account of the Duddon,
stones.
extracted from Green's comprehensive Guide to
SoNXETS IX., X. These sonnets refer to the the LakeSy lately published, "The road leadthirdof the four stepping-stones onthe Duddon, ing from Coniston to Broughton is over high
those opposite Seathwaite, and under Walla- Sound, and commands a view of the River
barrow Crag.
uddon; which, at high water, is a grand
Sonnets xi., xii. In these sonnets we return sight, having the beautiful and fertile lands of
to Birks Brig below the first Stepping-Stones. Lancashire and Cumberland stretching each
Canon Rawnsley thinks the scene is in the field way from its margin. In this extensive view,
below that of Sonnets ix,, x., because there a the face of nature is displayed in a wondersky-blue stone may be seen midstream.
ful variety of hill and dale, wooded grounds
Sonnets xiii., xiv. The scene of these son- and buildings; amongst the latter Broughton
nets is that from Pen Crag, which stands in the Tower, seated on the crown of a hill, rising elecentre of the vale. The "hamlet" is Sea- gantly from the valley, is an object of extraorthwaite; "bam and l^re " are those of New- dinary interest. Fertility on each side is gradufield farmhouses, in Wordsworth's day an inn ally diminished, and lost in the superior heights
and farm combined; while the "spouting of Backcomb, in Cumberland, and the high
mill" is now a min to be seen near Seathwaite lands between Kirkby and Ulverstone.
Chapei on the beck. Newfield is no longer an
The road from Broughton to Seathwaite is
inn, but generons hospitality will be found there on the banks of the Duddon, and on its Lancaas I can testify. At the foot of this crag the shire side it is of various elevations. The river
Duddon plunges out of sight as if shunning is an amusing companion, one while brawling
''the haiints of men."
and tumbling over rocky precipices, until the
SoNNET XV. The "chasm" is that of xiv.; agitated water becomes again calm by arriving
while the "niche," according to Canon Rawns- at a smoother and less precipitous bed, but its
ley, is that to be seen on the southem face of course is soon again ruffled, and the current
the Crag by one standing at Newfield Farra.
thrown into every variety of foam which the
Sonnet xvi. " The weathering of the vol- rocky channel of a river can ríve to water." —
canic ash of the Crag, and the cliff of Walla- Vide Green's Guide to the LaxeSy vol. i. pp. 98barrow opposite would naturally have suggested 100.
this sonnet." — H, D. Rawnsley.
After ali, the traveller would be most gratiSonnets XVII., xviii. The Eagle requires a fied who should approach this beautiful Stream,
large domain for its support: but severa! pairs, neither at its source, as is done in the Sonnets,
not many years ago, were constantly resident in nor from its termination; but from Coniston
this country, building their nests in the steeps over Walna Scar; first descending into a little
of Borrowdale, Wastdale, Ennerdale, and on circular valley, a collateral compartment of the
the eastem side of Helvellyn. Often have I long winding vale through which fiows the
heard anglers speak of the grandeur of their Duddon. This recess, towards the dose of
appearance, as tney hovered over Red Tarn, in September, when the after-grass of the meaone of the coves of this mountain. The bird dows is still of a fresh green, with the leaves of
frequently retums, but is always destroyed. many of the trees faded, but perhaps none
Not long since, one visited Rydal lake, and re- fallen, is truly enchanting. At a point elevated
mained some hours near its banks ; the conster- enough to show the various objects in the valnation which it occasioned among the different ley, and not so high as to diminish their imspecies of fowl, particularly the herons, was portance, the stranger will instinctively halt.
expressed by loud screams. The horse also is On the foreground, a little below the most
naturally afraid of the eagle. — There were favourable station, a rude foot-bridge is thrown
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over the bed o£ the noiay brook foaming by the
wayside, Russet and craggy hills, of bold and
varied outline, surround tlie levei valley, which
Í3 besprinkled with grey rocks plumed with
birch trees. A few homesteads are interspersed, in some places peeping out frora among
tíie rocks like liermitages, whose site has been
choseu for the benefit of sunshine as well as
shelter; in other instances, the dwelling-house,
barn, and byre, compose together a cruciform
strueture, which, \vith its embowering trees,
and the ivy clothing part of the walls and roof
like a fleece, call to mind the reraains of an
ancient abbev. Time, in most cases, and nature
everywhere, nave given a sanctity to the humble
works of man that are scattered over this peaceful retirement. Hence a harmony of tone and
colour, a consummation and perfection of
beauty, which wonld have been marred had
aim or purpose interfered with the course of
convenience, utility, or necessity. This unvitiated region stands in no need of the veil of twilight to soften or disguise its features. As it
glistens in the moming sunshine, it would fill
the spectator's heart with gladsomeness. Looking from our chosen station, he would feel an
impatience to rove among its pathways, to be
greeted by the milkmaid, to wander frora house
to house exchanging good-morrows" as he
passed the open doors; but, at evening, when
the sun is set, and a pearly light gleams from
the western quarter of the sky, with an answering light frora the sraooth surface of the meadows; when the trees are dusky, but each kind
still distinguishable; when the cool air has condensed the blue smoke rising frora tho cottage
chimneys; when the dark mossy stones seem to
sleep in the bed of the foaming brook ; then he
would be unwilling to move forward, not less
from a reluctance to relinquish what he beholds,
than from an apprehension of disturbing, by his
approach, the quietness beneath him. íssuing
from the plain of this valley, the brook descends in a rapid torrent passing by the churchyard of Seathwaite. The traveller is thus conducted at once into the midst of the wild and
beautiful scenery which gave occasion to the
Sonnets from the 14th to the 20th inclusive.
From the point where the Seathwaite brook
joins the Duddon is a view upwards into the
pass through which the river makes its waj into
the plain of Donnerdale. The perpendicular
rock on the right bears the ancient British name
of The Pen ; the one opposite is called WallaBARROTV Crag, a name that occurs in other
Traces to designate rocks of the same character.
The chaotic aspect of the scene is well marked
by the expression of a stranger, who strolled
out while dinner was preparing, and at his return, being asked by his host, What way he
had been wandering ? " replied, **As far as it
is^msAec?/"
TTie bed of the Duddon is here strewn with
large fragraents of rocks fallen from aloft;
which, as Mr. Green truly says, "are happily
adapted to the many-shaped waterfalls" (or
rather waterbreaks, for none of them are high)
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"displayed in the short space of half a mile/'
That there is some hazard in frequenting these
desolate places, I myself have had proof; for
one night an immense mass of rock fell upon
the very spot where, with a friend, I had linfered the day before. " The concussion," says
£r. Green, speaking of the event (for he aíso,
in the practice of his art, on that day sat exposed for a still longer time to che same peril),
" was heard, not without alarm, by the neighbouring shepherds." But to return to Seathwaite Churchyard: it contains the following
inscription: —
" In memory of the Reverend Robert Walker,
who died the 25th of June 1802, in the 93d year
of his age, and G7th of his curacy at Seathwaite.
Also, of Anne his wife, who died the 28th
of January, in the 93d year of her age."
In the parish-register of Seathwaite Chapei
is this notice : —
"Buried, June 28th, the Rev. Robert
Walker. He was curate of Seathwaite sixtysix years. He was a man singular for his temperance, industry, and integrity."
This individual is the Pastor alluded to, in
the 18th Sonnet, as a worthy compeer of the
country parson of Chaucer, etc, In the seventh
book of the Excursion," an abstract of his
character is given, beginning,
" A Friest abides before whose lífe such doubts
Fali to the ground; — "
and some account of his life, for it is worthy of
being recorded, will not be out of place here,
W. W.
The Chapei has been rebuilt and the Parsonage enlarged.
MEMOIR OF THE REV. ROBERT WALKER
In the year 1709, Robert Walker was bom at
Under-crag, in Seathwaite; he was the youngest
of twelve children. His eldest brother, who
inherited the small family estate, died at
Under-crag. aged ninety-four, being twentyfour years oíder than the subject of this memoir,
who was bom of the same mother. Robert was
a sickly infant; and, through his boyhood and
youth, continuing to be of delicate frame and
tender health, it was deemed best, according to
the country phrase, to breed him a sckolar; for
it was not likely that he would be able to eam
a livelihood by bodily labour. At that period
few.of these dales were furnished with schoolhouses; the children being taught to read and
write in the chapei; and in the same consecrated
building, where he ofíiciated for so many years
both as preacher and schoolmaster, he himself
received the rudiments of his education. In his
youth he became schoolmaster at Loweswater;
not being called upon, probably, in that situation to teach more than reading, writing, and
arithmetic. But, by the assistance of a " Gentleman" in the neighbourhood, he acquired, at
leisure hours, a knowledge of the classics, and
became qualified for taking holy orders. Upon
hisordination, he had the offer of two curacies:
the one, Torver, in the vale of Coniston, —the
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other, Seathwaite, in his native vale. The value
of each was the same, viz. five pounds per annum; but the cure of Seathwaite having a cottage attached to it, as he wished to marry, he
chose it in preferenee, The yoxing person on
whom his aífections were fixed, though in the
condition of a domestic servant, had given
promise, by her serious and modest deportment,
and by her virtuous dispositions, that she was
worthy to become the helpmate of a man entering upon a plan of life such as he had marked
oiit for himself. By her frugality she had
stored up a sraall sum of money, with which
they began honsekeeping. In 1735 or 1736, he
entered npon his curacy; and, nineteen years
afterwards, his situation is thus deseribed, in
some lettersto be found in the Annual Registar
for 1760, from which the following is extracted: —
To Mr.
" CONISTON, July 26, 1754.
SiB — I was the other day upon a party of
pleasure, about five or six miles from this place,
where I met "with a very striking object, and of
a nature not very common. Going into a clergyman's house (of whom I had frequently heard),
I found him sitting at the head of a long square
table, such as is commonly used in this country
by the lower class of people, dressed in a coarse
blue frock, trimmed with black horn buttons;
a checked shirt, a leathern strap.about his neck
for a stock, a coarse apron, and a pair of great
wooden-soled shoes plated with iron to preserve
them (what we call clogs in these parts), with a
child upon his knee, eating his breakfast; his
wife, and the remainder of his children, were
some of them employed in waiting upon each
other, the rest in teasing and spinning wool, at
which trade he is a great proficient; and moreover, when it is made ready for sale, will lay it,
by sixteen or thirty-two pounds' weight, upon
his back, and on foot, seven or eight miles, will
carry it to the market, even in the depth of
winter. I was not much surprised at ali this,
as you may possibly be, having heard a great
deal of it related before. But I must confess
myself astonished with the alacrity and the
good humour that appeared both in the clergyman and his wife, and more so at the sense and
ingenuityof the clergyman himself." . . .
Then follows a letter from another person,
dated 1755, from which an extract shall be
given : —
'*By his frugality and good management he
keeps the wolf from the door, as we say; and
if he advances a little in the world, it is owing
more to his own care than to anything else he
has to rely upon. I don't find his inolination is
running after further preferment. He is settled
among the people, that are happy among themselves; and lives in the greatest unanimity and
friendship with them ; and, I believe, the minister and people are exceedingly satisfied with
each other; and indeed how should they be dissatisfied when they have a person of so much
worth and probity for their pastor ? A man
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who, for his candour and meekness, his sober,
chaste, and virtuous conversation, his soundness
in principie and practice, is an ornament to his
profession, and an honour to the country he is
in; and bear with me if I say, the plainness of
his dress, the sanctity of his manners, the simplicity of his doctrine, and the vehemence of his
expression, have a sort of resemblance to the
pure practice of primitive Christianity."
We will now give his own account of himself,
to be found in the same place.
From the Rev. Robebt "Walkkr
**SiK — Yours of the 26th instant was communicated to me by Mr. C , and I should
have returned an immediate answer, but the
hand of Providence, then laying heavy upon an
amiable pledge of conjugai endearment, hath
since taken from me a promising girl, which
the disconsolate mother too pensively laments
the loss of; though we have yet eight living,
ali healthful, hopeful children, whose names
and ages are as follows: — Zaccheus, aged almost eighteen years; Elizabeth, sixteen years
and ten months; Mary, fifteen; Moses, thirteen
years and three months; Sarah, ten years and
three months ; Mabel, eight years and three
months ; William Tyson, three years and eight
months ; and Anne Esther, one year and three
months ; besides Anne, who died two years and
six months ago, and was then aged between
nine and ten; and Eleanor, who died the 23d
inst., January, aged six years and ten months.
Zaccheus, the eldest child, is now learning the
trade of a tanner, and has two years and a half
of his apprenticeship to serve. The annual
income of my chapei at present, as near as I
can compute it, may amount to about 17/., of
which is paid in cash, viz. bl. from the bounty
of Queen Anne, and 5/. from W. P., Esq., of
P , out of the annual rents, he being lord of
the manor, and 3/. from the several inhabitants
of L , settled upon the tenements as a rentcharge; the house and gardens I value at 4/.
yearly, and not worth more ; and I believe the
surplice fees and voluntary contributions, one
year with another, may be worth 3Z.; but as
the inhabitants are few in number, and the fees
very low, this last-mentioned sum consists
merely in free-will offerings.
'^I am situated greatly to my satisfaction
with regard to the conduct and behaviour of
my auditory, who not only live in the happy
ignorance 01 the folliesand vices of the age, but
in mutual peace and goodwill with one another,
and are seemingly (I hope really too) sincere
Christians, and sound members of the established church, not one dissenter of any denomination being amongst them ali. I got to the
value of 40/. for my wife's fortune, but had no
real estate of my own, being the youngest son
of twelve children, bom of obscure parents;
and, though my income has been but small,
and my family large, yet, by a providential
blessing upon my own diligent endeavours,
the kindness of friends, and a cheap country to
live in, we have always had the neoessaries of
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*^The bearer (my son) is desirous of offering
life. By what I have written (which is a true
and exact account, to the best of my knowledge) himself candidate for deacon^s orders at your
I hope you will not think your favour to me Grace's ensuing ordination; the fírst, on the
out of the late worthy Dr. Stratford's effects 25th instant, so that his papers could not be
?uite misbestowed, for which I must ever çrate- transmitted in due time. As he is now fcdly at
ully own myself, Sir, your much obliged and age, and I have aiforded him education to the
utmost of my ability, it would give me great
most obedient humble servant,
" R. W,, Curate of S .
satisfaction (if your Grace would take him, and
fínd him qualifíed) to have him ordained. fíís
" To Mr. C., of Lancaster."
constitution has been tender for some years ; he
About the time when this letter was written, entered the college of Dublin, but his health
the Bishop of Chester recommended the scheme would not permit him to continue there, or I
of joining the curacy of Ulpha to the contigruous would have supported him much longer. He
one of Seathwaite, and the nomination was of- has been with me at home above a year, in
fered to Mr. Walker; but an unexpected diffi- which time he has gained great strength of
culfcy arising, Mr. W., in a letter to the Bishop body, sufficient, I hope, to enable him for per(a copy of which, in his own beautiful hand- forming the function. Divine Providence,
writing:, now lies before me), thus expresses assisted by liberal benefactors, has blest my
himself. *^If he," meaning the personin whom endeavours, from a small income, to rear a
the difíiculty orig:inated, '' had suggested any numerous family ; and as my time of life rensuch objection before, I should utterly have de- ders me now unfit for much future expectancy
cUned any attempt to the curacy of Úlpha: in- from this world, I should be glad to see my son
deed, I was always apprehensive it mig-ht be settled in a promising way to acquire an honest
disagreeable to my auditory at Seathwaite, as livelihood for himself. His behaviour, so far
they have been always aceustomed to double in life, has been irreproachable: and I hope he
duty, and the inhabitants of Ulpha despair of will not degenerate, in principies or practice,
being able to support a schoolmaster who is not from the precepts and pattern of an indulgent
curate there also; which suppressed ali thoughts parent. 1 our Grace^s lavourable reception of
in me of serving them both." And in a second this, from a distant comer of the diocese, and
an obscure hand, will excite fílial gratitude, and
letter to the Bishop he writes: —
a due use shall be made of the obligation vouch"My Lord — I have the favour of yours of safed
thereby to your Grace's very dutiful and
the Ist instant, and am exceedingly obliged on most obedient
Son and Servant,
account of the Ulpha affair: if that curacy
*'Robert Walker.'*
should lapse into your Lordship's hands, 1
would beg leave rather to decline than embrace
The same man, who was thus liberal in the
it; for the chapeis of Seathwaite and Ulpha, education
numerous family, was even
annexed together, would be apt to cause a gen- munificent ofin his
hospitality as a parish priest.
eral discontent among the inhabitants of both Every Sunday were
served upon tne long table,
places; by either thinking themselves slighted, at which he has been
described sitting with a
being only served alternately, or neglected in child upon his knee, messes
of broth for the
the duty, or attributing it to covetousness in refreshment of those of his congregation
who
me; ali which occasions of murmuring I would came from a distance, and usually took their
willingly avoid." And in concluding his former seats as parts of his own household. It seems
letter, he expresses a similar sentiment upon the scarcely possible that this custom could have
same occasion, "desiring, if it be possible, how- commenced before the augmentation of his cure ;
ever, as much as in me lieth, to live peaceably and what would to many have been a high price
with ali men."
of self-denial was paid, by the pastor and his
The year following, the curacy of Seathwaite family, for this gratification; as the treat could
was again augmented ; and» to effect this aug- only be provided by dressing at one time the
mentation, fifty pounds had been advanced by whole, perhaps, of their weekly allowance of
himself: and, in 1760, lands were purchased fresh animal food; consequentiy, for a succeswith eight hundred pounds. Scanty as was his sion of days, the table was covered with cold
income, the frequent offer of much better bene- victuals only. His generosity in old age may
fices could not tempt Mr. W. to quit a situation be still further illustrated by a little circumwhere he had been so long happy, with a con- stance relating to an orphan grandson, then ten
sciousness of being useful. Among his papers years of age, which I find in a copy of a letter
I find the following copy of a letter, dated 1775, to one of his sons; he requests that half a guinea
twenty years after his refusal of the curacy of may be left for " little Robert^s pocket-money,"
Ulpha, which will show what exertions had been who was then at school: intrusting it to the care
of a lady, who, as he says, *'may some times
made for one of his sons.
frustrate his squandering it away foolishly,'' and
"Mat it please your Grace —Our re- promising to send him an equal allowance anmote situation here makes it difficult to get the nually for the same purpose. The conclusion
necessary information for transacting business of the same letter is so characteristic, that I
reguíarly ; such is the reason of my giving your cannot forbear to transcribe it. ** We," meanGrace the present trouble.
ing his wife and himself, are in our wonted
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state of health, allowing for the hasty strídes
of old age knocking daily at our door, and
threateningly telling- us we are not only mortal,
but must expect ere long to take our leave of
our ancient cottage, and lie down in our last
dormitory. Pray pardon my neglect to answer
yours: let us hear sooner from you, to augment
the mirth of the Christmas holidays. Wishing
Íou ali the pleasures of the approaching season,
ara, dear Son, with lasting sinceríty, yours
affectionately,
Robekt Walker."
He loved old cnstoms and old usages, and In
some instances stuck to them to his own loss ;
for, having had a sum of money lodged in the
hands of a neighbouring tradesman, when long
course of time had raised the rate of interest,
and more was ofFered, he refused to accept it;
an act not difficult to one, who, while he was
drawing seventeen pounds a year from his curacy, declined, as we have seen, to add the pro£ts of another small beneíice to his own, lest he
should be suspected of cupidity. From this vice
he was utterly free; he made no charge for
teaching school; such as could afford to pay
gave him what they pleased. When very young,
having kept a diary of his expenses, however
trífling, the large amount, at the end of the
yeat, surprised him; and from that time the
rule of his life was to be economical, not avaricious. At his decease he left behind him no less
a sum than 2000/.; and such a sense of his various excellences was prevalent in the country,
that the epithet of wonderful is to this day
attached to his name.
There is in the above sketch something so extraordinary as to require further explanatory
details. —And to begin with hisindustry; eight
hours in each day, during five days in the week,
and half of Saturday, except when the labours
of husbandry were urgent, he was occupied in
teaching. Ilis seat was within the rails of the
altar; the communion table was his desk; and,
like Shenstone'8 schoolmistress, the master employed himself at the spinning-wheei, while the
children were repeating their lessons by his side.
Every evening, after school hours, if not more
profitably engaged, he continued the same kind
of labour, exchanging, for the benefit of exercise, the small wheel, at which he had sate, for
the lai^e one on which wool is spun, the spinner
stepping to and fro. Thus was the wheel constantly in readiness to prevent the waste of a
moment's time. Nor was his industry with the
pen, when occasion called for it, less eager. Intrusted with extensive management of public
and private affairs, he acted, in his rustic neighbourhood, as scrivener, writing out petitions,
deeds of conveyance, wills, covenants, etc., with
pecuniary gain to himself, and to the great
benefit of his employers. These labours (at ali
times considerable) at one period of the year,
viz. between Christmas and Candlemas, when
money transactions are settled in this country,
were often so intense, that he passed great part
of the night, and sometimes whole nights, at his
desk. His garden also was tüled by his own
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hand; he had a right of pasturage upon the
mountains for a few sheep and a couple of cows,
which required his attendance; witn this pastoral occupation he joined the labours of husbandry upon a small scale, renting two or three
acres in addition to his own less than one acre
of glebe; and the humblest drudgery wídch
the cultivation of these fields required was performed by himself.
He also assisted his neighbours in hay-making
and shearing their âocks, and in the performance of this latter service he was eminently dexterous. They, in their tum, complimented him
with the present of a haycock, or a fleece ; less
as a recompence for this particular service than
as a general acknowledgment. The Sabbath was
in a strict sense kept holy; the Sunday eveninga
being devoted to reading the Scripture and family prayer. The principal festivais appointed
by the Church were also duly observed; but
through every other day in the week, through
every week in the year, he was incessantly occupied in work of hand or mind; not allowing
a moment for recreation, except upon a Saturday afternoon, when he indulged Iximself with
a Newspaper, or sometimes with a Magazine.
The frugality and temperance establisned in
his house were as admirable as the industry.
Nothing to which the name of luxury could be
given was there known; in the latter part of
his life, indeed, when tea had been brought into
almost general use, it was provided for visitors,
and for such of his own family as returned occasionally to his roof, and had been accustomed
to this refreshment elsewhere ; but neither he
nor his wife ever partook of it. The raiment
wom by his family was comely and decent, but
as simple as their diet; the home-spun materiais were made up into apparel by their own
hands. At the time of the decease of this
thrifty pair, their cottage contained a large
store of webs of woollen and linen cloth, woven
from thread of their own spinning. And it is
remarkable that the pew in the chapei in which
the family tised to sit, remains neatly lined
with woollen cloth spun by the pastor's own
hands. It is the only pew in the chapei so distinguished ; and I know of no other instance of
his conformity to the delicate accommodations
of modem times. The fuel of the house, like
that of their neighbours, consisted of peat, procured from the mosses by their own labour.
The lights by which, in the winter evenings,
their work was performed, were of their own
manufacture, such as still continue to be used
in these cottages; they are made of the pith
of rushes dipped in any unctuous substance that
the house affords. White candles, as tallow candles are here called, were reserved to honour the
Christmas festivais, and were perhapsproduced
upon no other occasions. Once a monthj during the proper season, a sheep was drawn from
their small mountain fiock, and killed for the
use of the family; and a cow, towards the dose
of the year, was salted and dried for winter
provision ; the hide was tanned to fumish tbem
with shoes. — By these various resources, this
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venerable clergyman reared a numerous family,
not only preserving them, as he affeetingly says,
" from wanting the necessaries of life;'* but
affording them an unstinted education, and the
means of raising tliemselves in society. In this
they were eminently assisted by the eífects of
their father's exaraple, his precepts, and injunctions: he was aware that truth-speaking,
as a moral virtue, is best secured by inculcating
attention to accuracy of report even on trivial
occasions; and so rigid were the rules of honesty by wíiich he endeavoured to bring up his
family, that if one of them had chanced to find
in the lanes or fields anything of the least use or
value without being able to ascertain to whom
it belonged, he always insisted upon the child's
carrying it back to the place from which it had
been brought.
No one, it might be thought, could, as has
been described, convert his body into a machine, as it were, of industry for the humblest
uses, and keep his thoughts so frequently bent
upon secular concerns, without grievous injury
to the more precious parts of his nature. How
could the powers of intellect thrive, or its graces
be displayed, in the midst of circumstances apparently so unfavourable, and where, to the dire.ct cultivation of the mind, so small a portion
of time was allotted ? But, in this extraordinary man, things in their nature adverse were
reconciled. His conversation was remarkable,
not only for being chaste and pure, but for the
degree in which it was fervent and eloquent; his
written style was correct, simple, and animated.
Nor did his offections suffer more thanhis intellect ; he was tenderly alive to ali the duties of his
pastoral office: the poor and needy he never
sent empty away," — the stranger was fed and
refreshed in passing that unfrequented vale —
the sick were visited; and the feelings of humanity found further exercise among the distresses and embarrassments in the worldly
estate of his neighbours, with which his talents
for business made him acquainted ; and the disinterestedness, impartiality, and uprightness
which he maintained in the management of
ali afPairs confided to him were virtues seldom
separated in his own conscience from religious
obligation. Nor could such conduct fail to remind those who witnessed it of a spirit nobler
than law or custom: they felt convictions which,
but for such intercourse, could not have been
afforded, that as in the practice of their pastor
there was no guile, so in his faith there was
nothing hollow; and we are warranted in believing that upon these occasions selfishness,
obstinacy, and discord would often give way
before the breathings of his good-will and
saintly integrity. It may be presumed also —
while his humble congregation were listening to
the moral precepts which he delivered from the
pulpit, and to the Christian exhortations that
they should love their neighbours as themselves, and do as they would be done unto —
that peculiar efficacy was given to the preacher's
labours by recollections in the minds of his congregation that they were called upon to do no
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more than his own actions were daily setting
before their eyes.
The afternoon service in the chapei was less
numerously attended than that of the morning,
but by a more serious auditory; the lesson
from the New Testament, on those occasions,
was accompanied by Burkitt's Commentaries.
These lessons he read with impassioned emphasis, frequently drawing tears from his hearers, and leaving a lasting impression upon their
minds. His devotional feelings and the powers
of his own mind were further exercised, along
with those of his family, in perusing the Scriptures: not only on the Sunday evenings, but on
every other evening, while the rest of the household were at work, some one of the children,
and in her turn the servant, for the sake of
Êractice in reading, or for instruction, read the
»ible aloud; and in this mannerthe whole was
repeatedly gone through. That no common
importance was attached to the observance of
religious ordinances by his family, appears from
the following memorandum by one of his descendants, which I am tempted to insert at
length, as it is characteristic and somewhat
curious. "There is a small chapei in the
county palatine of Lancaster, where a certain
clergyman has regularly officiated above sixty
years, and a few months ago administered the
sacrament of the Lord's Supper in the same,
to a decent number of devout communicants.
After the clergyman had received himself, the
first company out of the assembly who approached the altar, and kneeled down to be
partakers of the sacred elements, consisted of
the parson^s wife, to whomhe had been married
upwards of sixty years j one son and his wife;
four daughters, each with her husband; whose
ages, ali added together, amount to above 714
years. The several and respective distances
from the place of each of their abodes to the
chapei where they ali communicated, will measure more than 1000 English miles. Though the
narration will appear surprising, it is without
doubt a fact that the same persons, exactly four
years before, met at the same place, and ali
joined in performance of the same venerable
duty.-'
He was indeed most zealously attached to
the doctrine and frame of the Established
Church. We have seen him congratulating
himself that he had no dissenters in his cure of
any denomination. Some allowance must be
made for the state of opinion when his first religious impressions were received, before the
reader will acquit him of bigotry, when I mention that at the time of the augmentation of
the cure, he refused to invest part of the money
in the purchase of an estate onered to him upon
advantageous terms, because the proprietor wa»
a quaker ; — whether from scrupulous apprehension that a blessing would not attend a contract framed for the benefit of the church between persons not in religious sympathy with
each other; or, as a seeker of peace, he was
afraid of the uncomplying disposition which at
one time was too frequently conspicuous in
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that sect. Of this an instance had falien under from the vale of Festiniog, a region almost as
his own notice ; for, while he taught school at beautiful as that in which it now lies !
Loweswater, certain persons of that denominaUpon the Seathwaite Brook, at a small distion had refused to pay annual interest due tance from the parsonage, has been erected a
mill
for spinning yarn ; it is a mean and disaunder the title of Church-stock ; ^ a great hardship upon the incumbent, for the curacy of greeable object, though not unimportant to the
Loweswater was then scarcely less poor thaii spectator, as calling to mind the momentous
that of Seathwaite. To what degree this pre- changes wrought by such inventions in the
judice of his was blamable need not be deter- frame of society — changes which have proved
mined; — certain it is, that he was not only especially unfavourable to these mountain solidesirous, as he himself says, to live in peace, tudes. èo much had been efPected by those
but in love, with ali men. He was placable, new powers, before the subject of the precedand charitable in his judgments; and, however ing biograpíiical sketch closed his life, that
correct in conduct and rigorous to himself, their operation could not escape his notice, and
he was ever ready to forgive the trespasses of doubtless excited touching renections upon the
others, and to soften the censure that was cast comparatively insigniíicant results of his own
upon their frailties. — It would be unpardon- manual industry. But Robert Walker was not
able to omit that, in the maintenance of his a man of times and circumstances; had he
virtues, he received due support from the part- lived at a later period, the principie of duty
ner of his long life. She was equally strict, in would have produced application as unremitattendiug to her share of their joint cares, nor ting; the same energy of character would have
less diligent in her appropriate occupations. A been displayed, though in many instances with
person who had been some time their servant widely different effects.
With pleasure I annex, as iUustrative and
in the latter part of their lives,, concluded the
panegyricof her mistress by saying to me, She confirmatory of the above account, extracts
was no less excellent than her husband; she from a paper in the Christian Hemembrancer^
was good to the poor ; she was good to every- October 1819: it bears an assumed signature,
thing ! " He survived for a short time this vir- but is known to be the work of the Rev. Robert
tuous companion. When she died, he ordered Bamford, viçar of Bishopton, in the county of
that her body should be borne to the grave by Durham; a great-grandson of Mr. Walker,
three of her danghters and one granddaughter; whose worth it commemorates, by a record not
and, when the corpse was lifted from the tíiresh- the less valuable for being written in very early
old, he insisted upon lending his aid, and feel- youth.
ing about, for he was then almost blind, took
**His house was a nursery of virtue. Ali
hold of a napkin fixed to the co£B.n ; and, as a the inmates were industrious, and cleanly, and
bearer of the body, entered the chapei, a few happy. Sobriety, neatness, quietness, characterised the whole family, No railings, no idlesteps from the lowíy parsonage.
What a contrast does the life of this ob- ness, no indulgence of passion were permitted.
scurely-seated, and, in point of worldly wealth, Every child, however young, had its appointed
poorly-repaid Churchman, present to that of a engagements ; every hand was busy. Knitting,
spinning, reading, writing, mending clothes,
Cardinal Wolsey!
making shoes, were by the different children
O 't is a burthen, Cromwell, 't is a burthen
constantly performing. The father himself sitToo heavy for a man who hopes for heaven! "
ting amongst them and guiding their thoughts,
We have been dwelling upon images of peace was engaged in the same occupations. . . ,
"He sate up late, and rose early; when the
in the moral world, that have brought us again
to the quiet enclosure of consecrated ground in family were at rest, he retired to a little room
which this venerable pair lie interred. The which he had built on the roof of his house»
sounding brook, that rolls dose by the church- He had slated it, and fitted it up with shelves
yard, without disturbing feeling or meditation, for his books, his stock of cloth, wearing apis now unfortunately laid bare ; but not long parei, and his utensils. There many a cold
ago it participated, with the chapei, the shade winter's night, without fire, while the roof was
of some stately ash-trees, which will not spring glazed with ice, did he remain reading or writagain. AVhile the spectator from this spot is ing till the day dawned. He taught the chillooking round upon the girdle of stony moun- dren in the chapei, for there was no schooltains that encompasses the vale, — masses of house. Yet in that cold, damp place he never
rock, out of which monuments for ali men had a fire, He used to send the children in
that ever existed might have been hewn — it parties either to his own fire at home or make
would surprise him to be told, as with truth he them run up the mountain side.
might be, that the plain blue slab dedicated to
the memory of this aged pair is a production of
*'It may be further mentioned, that he was
a qnarry in North Wales. It was sent as a a passionate admirer of Nature; she was his
mark of respect by one of their descendants mother and he was a dutiful child. While en1 Mr. Walker-8 charity being of that kind which gaged on the mountains, it was his greatest
"sfeeketh not her own," he would rather forego his pleasure to view the rising sun; and in tranrights than distrain for dues which the parties liable quil evenings, as it slided behind the hills, he
refused, as a point of conscience, to pay.
blessed its departure. He was skilled in fossils

892

NOTES

and plants; a constant observer of the stars
and winds: the atmosphere was his delight.
He made many experiments on its nature and
properties. In sunimer he used to gather a
multitude of flies and insects, and, by his entertaining: description, amuse and instruct his
children. They shared ali his daily eniployments, and derived many sentiinents of love
and benevolenee from his observations on the
works and productions of nature. Whether
they were foUowin? him in the field, or surrounding him in school, he took every opportunity of storing their minds with useful information. — Nor was the circle of his inâuence
confined to Seathwaite. Many a distant mother
has told her child of Mr. Walker, and begged
him to be as good a man.
"Once, when I was very yomig, I had the
pleasure of seeing and hearíng that venerable
old man in his IWth year, and even then, the
calmness, the force, the perspicuity of his sermon, sanctified and adomed by the wisdom of
grey hairs, and the authority of virtue, had such
an eíFect upon my mind^ that I never see a hoa^headed clergyman, without thinking of Mr.
Walker. . . . He allowed no dissenter or methodist to interfere in the instruction of the souls
committed to his care: and so successful were his
exertions, that he had not one dissenter of any
denomination whatever in the whole parish.
— Though he avoided ali religious controversies, yet when age had silvered his head, and
virtuous piety had secured to his appearance
reverence and silent honour, no one, however
determined in his hatred of apostolic descent,
could have listened to his discourse on ecclesiastical history and ancient times, without
thinking that one of the beloved apostles had
returned to mortality, and in that vale of peace
had come to exemplify the beauty of holiness
in the life and character of AIr. Walker.
üntil the sickness of his wife, a few months
previous to her death, his health and spirits
and faculties were unimpaired. But this misfortune gave him such a shock that his constitution gradually decayed. His senses, except
sight, still preserved their powers. He never
preached with steadiness after his wife's death.
His voice faltered: he always looked at the
seat she had used. He could not pass her
tomb without tears. He became, when alone,
sad and melancholy, though still among his
friends kind and good-humoured. He went to
bed about twelve o'clock the night before his
death. As his custom was, he went, tottering
and leaning upon his daughter^s arm, to examine
the heavens, and meditate a few moments in
the open air. ' How clear the moon shines tonight I' He said these words, sighed, and laid
down. At six next moming he was found a
corpse. Many a tear, and many a heavy heart,
and many a grateful blessing foUowed him to
the grave."
Having mentioned in this narrative the vale
of Loweswater as a place where Mr. Walker
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taught school, Iwill add a few memoranda from
its parish register, respecting a person apparentfy of desires as moderate, with whom he
must have been intimate during his residence
there.
Let him that would, ascend the tottering seat
Of courtly grandeur, and become as great
As are his mouuting wishes; but for me,
Let sweet repose and resit my portion be.
He^by Fokest, Curate."
" Honour, the idol which the most adore,
Receires no homage from my knee ;
Content in privacy I value more
Than ali uneasy dignity.'*
** Henry Forest came to Loweswater, 1708, being
25 years of age."
This curacy was twice augmented by Queen
Anne's Bounty. The iirst payment, with great
difficulty, was paid to Mr. John Curwen of
London, on the 9th of May, 1724, deposited by
me, Henry Forest, Curate of Loweswater. Y*
said 9th of May, y® said Mr. Curwen went to the
office, and saw my name registered there, &c.
This, by the Providence of God, came by lot to
this poor place.
Haec testor H. Forest."
In another place he records that the sycamore-trees were planted in the churchyard in
1710.
He died in 1741, having been curate thirty*
four years. It is not improbable that H. Forest
was the gentleman who assisted Robert Walker
in his classical studies at Loweswater.
To this parish register is prefíxed a motto, of
which the foUowing verses are a part:
Invigilate viri, tácito nam têmpora gressu
Diffugiunt, nulloque sono convertitur annus;
TJtendum est SBtate, cito pede prsterit setas."
w. w.
SoNNET xix. Seathwaite Chapei is on Tam
Beck, the " tributary stream " of this sonnet.
SoNNET XX. Donnerdale, or Dunnerdale as
it is now called, is the tract lying between the
east bank of the Duddon from Ulpha bridge to
the limits of Broughton. It is bounded on the
north by fells which separate it from Seathwaite. There is a hamlet called Hall Donnerdale between Seathwaite and Ulpha. It is from
the bridge below this hamlet that Mr. Rix
thinks Wordsworth saw the plain.
Sonnet xxi. Lines 1-3. See Fenwick note
to this series of poems.
Sonnet xxn. The scene of this tragedy may
have been one of the pools between Seathwaite
and Traveller^s Hest " inn. The tradition itself is unknown to the present inhabitants.
SoNNETS xxrv.-xxvii. There are many spots
from which these sonnets could have been written and the House " (xxvii.) be in view. The
castle, the seat of the Lords of Ulpha, is now
a ruin.
SoNNET XXIX. The subject of this sonnet is
the hillside burial-place of the Friends, not far
from the scene of Sonnet xxii. It is called the
Sepulchre. Inside the inclosing wall can be
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seeu the stone seats used by the Friends, who each other, it will prove a high gratiâcation to
would not worship under any roof but the hea- me, which I am sure my friend will participate.
vens.
W. Wordsworth.
SoNNET XXX. Just beyond the burial-place Rydal Moctmt, January 24, 1822.
of the previous sonnet the poet t^ned to the
For the convenience of passing from one point
left to seek the plain, while the river was lost
of the subject to another without shocks of
in the woods.
Sonnet xxxi. From the plain of Sonnet xxx. abruptness, this work has taken the shape of a
can be seen the kirk situated on a rock washed series of Sonnets: but the Reader, it is to be
by the Duddon. The church has been restored, hoped, will find that the pictures are often so
quite in the spirit of the days when the poet closely connected as to have jointly the effect
of passages of a poem in a form of stanza to
visited it.
which there is no objection but one that bears
Sonnet xxxiv.
upon
the Poet only — its difficulty. W. W. •
Line 14. Wefeel that we are greater than we
Host of the Ecclesiastical Sonnets were comknow.
posed in 1821, but there were some additions
" And feel tliat 1 am happier than I know."
made at a later date. The date of composition
Milton.
of a few is conjectura!. The fact that his bro~
Christopher had published an Ecclesiastical
The allusion to the Greek Poet will be ob- ther
Biography may have influenced him to write
vious to the classical reader. W. W.
these sonnets. One should read in this connecAubrey de Vere's Legends of Saxon Saints.
Page 602. A Pabsonage in Oxfobdshire. tion
motto, after George Herbert, was added
The note " alluded to in the Fenwick note in The
1827.
See Herbert's Church JPorchy 11. 5-6.
is that to a Pastoral Character in EcclesiastiSonnet
ii. Line 6. Did holy Paul^ etc.
cal Sonnets."
Stillingfieet adduces many arguments in support of this opinion, but they are unconvincing,
Page 602. To Enterprise.
The latter part of this Sonnet refers to a favourLine 114. living hilL
ite notion of Roman Catholic wríters, that
Joáeph of Arimathea and his companions
" awhile the living hill
Heayed with convulsÍTe throes, and all was stíll." brought Christianity into Britain, and built a
Db. Darwin. W. W.
rude church at Glastonbury; alluded to here•
after, in a passage upon the dissolution of monasteries. W. W.
1821-2
Sonnet III. Linel. seamew — white, This
Page 604. Ecclesiastical Sonnets.
water-fowl was, among the Druids, an emblem
of
those traditions connected with the Deluge
PART I.
that made an important part of their mysteries.
During the month of December 1820, I ac- The Cormorant was a bird of bad omen. W. W.
Sonnet v. Line 2. Snowdon^s wilds, See
companied a much-beloved and honoured Friend
in a walk through different parts of his estate, " The Prelude," xiv. 1-62. Brigantian coves.
with a view to fix upon the site of a new Church The Brigantes were the hiU-men whom the Rowhich he intended to erect. It was one of the mans could not conquer.
Line 8. lona^s coast, See sonnets on lona,
most beautiful momings of a mild season, —
our feelings were in harmony with the cherish- 1833.
Line 10. lays. Taliesin was the Cymric bard
ing influences of the scene ; and such being our
purpose, we were naturally led to look back who sang the deeds of his chief Urien in his
upon past events with wonder and gratitude, struggle against the Angles.
Sonnet vi. Line 11. St. Alban was the
and on the future with hope. Not long afterwards, some of the Sonnets which will be found first Christian martyr in Britain.
Line 13. That JÊilly whose flowery platform^
towards the elose of this series were produced
as a prírate memorial of that morning^s occupa- etc.
This hill at St. Alban's must have been an obtion.
The Catholic Question, which was agitated in ject of great interest to the imagination of the
Parliament about that time, kept my thoughts venerable Bede, who thus describes it, with a
in the same course : and it struck me that cer- delicate feeling, delightful to meet with in that
tain points in the Écclesiastical History of our rude age, traces of which are frequent in his
Country might advantageous^ be presented to works : — " Variis herbarum floribus depictus
view in verse. Accordingly, I took up the sub- imò usquequaque vestitus, in quo nihil repentè
ject, and what I now offer to the reader was arduum, nihil prasceps, nihil abruptum, quem
the result.
lateribus longè latèque deductum in modum
When this work was far advanced, I was sequoris natura complanat, dignum videlicet
agreeably surprised to find that my friend, Mr. eum pro insitâ sibi specie venustatis jam olim
Southey, had been engaged with similar views reddens, qui beati martyris cruore dicaretur."
in writing a concise Büstory of the Church in W. W.
Sonnet ix. Line 10. forced farewell. Roman
England. If our Productions, thus unintentionally coinciding, shall be found to illustrate forces in Britain were called home to protect
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the imperial city against the barbarians. The
Britons then became prey to Picts and Angles.
SONNET X. Line 1. Amurin, The Cymric
bard who chronicled the struggle between Britons and Teutons in Strathclyde in his poem
The Gododin."
Line 12. Plinlimmon, The Cymric "bards,
Urien, Taliesin, Lywarch Hew, and Merlin,
carne irom Wales.
SoNNET XI. Line 2. hallelujahs. The Britons sought aid of Germanus, and as he led his
forces against Picts and Saxons he ordered them
to shout Hallelujah three times, on hearing
• which the enemy ned,
Lines 1,2.
Nor wants the cause the panic-striking aid
Of hallelujahs,
Alluding to the victory gained under Germanus. — See Bede. W. W.
Lines 9, 10.
JBy men yet scarcely conscious of a care
For other monuments than those of Earth.
The last six Unes of this Sonnet are chiefly
from the prose of Daniel; and here I will state
(though to the Readers whom this Poem will
chiefly interest it is unnecessary) that my obligations to other prose writers are frequent, — obligations which, even if I had not a pleasure iu
courting, it would have been presumptuous to
shun, in treating an historical subject. I must,
however, particularise Fuller, to whom I am
indebted in the Sonnet upon Wicliffe and in
other instances. And upon the acquittal of the
Seven Bishops I have done little more than
versify a lively description of that event in
the MS. Memoirs of the first Lord Lonsdale.
W. W.
Sonnet xii. The convent of Bangor was
■Sttacked by Etheiforth while the monks were
praying for safety ; then the monastery with ali
its memoriais was destroyed.
* * * Etheiforth reached the convent of Bangor,
he perceived the Monks, twelve hundred in
number, ofPering prayers for the success of their
countrymen : " If they are praying against us,"
he excíaimed, " they are fighting against us; "
and he ordered them to be first attacked : they
were destroyed; and, appalled by their fate,
the courage of Brocmail wavered, and he fled
from the neld in dismay. Thus abandoned by
their leader, his army soon gaVe way, and Etheiforth obtained a decisive conquest. Ancient
Bangor itself soon fell into his xiands, and was
demolished ; the noble monastery was levelled
to the ground ; its library, which is mentioned
as a large one, the collection of ages, the repository of the most precious monuments of the
ancient Britons, was consumed; half-ruined
walls, gates, and rubbish were ali thatremained
of the magnificent edifice.* — See Tumer's
Taluable history of the Anglo-Saxons.
'^Taliesin was present at the battle which
preceded this desolation.
** The account Bede gives of this remarkable
event suggests a most striking warning against
National and Religious prejudices." W. W.
Sonnet xiii. Alluding to the familiar story
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of Gregory setting free the Angle youths exposed for sale at Home.
Sonnet xv. The person of Paulinus is thus
described by Bede, from the memory of an
eye-witness: — " Longae staturse, paululum incurvus, nigro capillo, facie macilentâ, naso
adunco, pertenui, venerabilis simul et terribilis
aspectu." W. W.
King Edwin was converted by Paulinus.
Sonnet xvi. Line 1. Man's life is like a
Sparrow.^^ See the original of this speech in
Bede. — The Conversion of Edwin, as related
by him, is highly interesting — and the breaking up of this Council accompanied with an
event so striking and characteristic, that I am
tempted to give it at length in a translation.
Who, exclaimed the King, when the Council
was ended, shall first desecrate the altars and
the temples? I, answered the Chief Priest;
for who more fit than myself, through the wisdom which the true God hath given me, to destroy, for the good example of others, what in
foolishness I worshipped ? Immediately, casting away vain superstition, he besought the
King to grant him what the laws did not allow
to a priest, arms and a courser (equum emissarium); which moimting, and f urnished with
a sword and lance, he proceeded to destroy
the Idols. The crowd, seeing this, thouglit
him mad — he, however, halted not, but, approaching, he profaned the temple, casting
against it the lance which he had held in his
liand, and, exultiríg in acknowledgment of the
worship of the true God, he ordered his companions to pull down the temple, with ali its
enclosures. The place is shown where those
idols formerly stood, not far from York, at the
source of the river Derwent, and is at this day
called Gormund Gaham, ubi pontifex ille, inspirante Deo vero, polluit ac destruxit eas, guas
ipse sacraverat aras.^^ The last expression is
a pleasing proof that the venerable monk of
Wearmouth was familiar with the poetry of
Virgil. W. W.
Sonnet XVII. Line 11. suchtheínvitingvoice,
etc. The early propagators of Christianity
were accustomed to preach near rivers, for the
convenience of baptism. W. W.
Sonnet xix. Having spoken of the zeal,
disinterestedness, and temperance of the clergy
of those times, Bede thus proceeds: — "Unde
et in magna erat veneratione tempore illo religionis habitus, ita ut ubicunque clericus aliquis, aut monachus adveniret, gaudenter ab
omnibus tanquam Dei famulus exciperetur.
Etiam si in itinere pergens inveniretur, accurrebant, et flexâ cervice, vel manu signari, vel
ore illius se benedicti, gaudebant. Verbis
quoque horum exhortatoriis diligenter auditum
prsebebant." Lib. iii. cap. 26. W. W.
Sonnet xxiii. Bede lived at the monastery
of Jarrow on the Tyne. See Aubrey de Vere,
Legends of Saxon Saints^ " Bede's Last May."
Sonnet xxiv. See Charles Kingsley, Jtoman
and Teuton, ** The Monk as Civilizer."
Line 2. The people work like congregated
bees. See, in Turner's History, vol. iii, p. 528^
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the account of the erection of Kamsey Monastery. Penances were removable by the performance of acts of charity and benevolence.
W. W.
SONNET XXVI, See Alfred the West Saxon
King^ McFayden.
Line 10. pain narrows not his caves. Through
the whole of his life, Alfred was subject to
grievous maladies. W. W.
SONNET XXIX. Line 1. Woe to the Crown
that doth the Cowl oheyl The violent measures carried on under the infiuence of Dunstan^ for strengthening the Benedictine Order,
were a leading cause of the second series of
Danish invasions. — See Turner» W. W.
Line 3. Rovers. The Danes.
SoNNET XXX. AUuding to the old ballad
■which Canute composed when being rowed by
Ely where he heard the monks chanting.
" Merie sangen the Muneches binen Ely."
SoNNET XXXI. Linel. woman-hearted. **He
•was of a gentle and pious nature: not dever,
but meek and good.'' — M. J. Guest.
SONNET xxxni. Line 14. The decision of
the Council was believed to be instantly known
in remote parts of Europe. W. W.
SONNET xxxvi. This order carne from Innocent III. because King John forbade Langton to land in England.
SoNNET XXXVII. See Aubrey de Vere, Saint
Thomas of Canterbury^ and Tennyson, Ihomas
à Becket.
PART II.
SoNNET III. Linel. Here Man more purely
liveSj^^ etc. Bonum est nos hic esse, quia homo
vivit purius, cadit rarius, sm^t velocius, incedit
cautius, quiescit securius, moritur felicius, purgaturcitius, prsemiaturcopiosius."—Bernabd.
This sentence," says Dr. Whitaker, is usually inscribed in some conspicuous part of the
Cistertian houses." W. W.
SONNET VI. Line 4. St. George's Chapei,
Windsor.
SoNNET XI. Line 9. Valdo. Peter Waldo,
a rich merchant, who founded the order of
poor men of Lyons.
SoNNET XIV. Among those martyrs of whom
Milton sings in his Sonnet on the Late Massacre in Piedmont were followers of Waldo.
Line 8. iVhom Ohloquy pursues^ etc. The
list of foul names bestowed upon those poor
creatures is long and curious; — and, as is,
alas ! too natural, most of the opprobrious appellations are drawn from circumstances into
which they were forced by their persecutors,
who even Consolidated their miseries into one
reproachful terni, calling them Patarenians, or
Paturins, from pati^ to suffer.
" Dwellers with wolves, she names them, for the pine
And ífreen oak are their covert; as the gloom
Of night oft folls their enemy'8 design,
She calls them Riders on the flying broom
Sorcerers, whose frame and aspect have become
One and the same through practices malign."
w. w.
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SoNNET XV. This alludes to the infiuence of
Archbishop Ciuchele on Henry V. to make war
in France, which ended at Agincourt.
SoNNET XVI. See note to Song at the Feast
of Brougham Castle."
Sonnet XXI. Lines 7,8. Andthegreenlizard^
etc. These two Unes are adopted from a MS.,
written about the year 1770, which accidentally
fell into my possession. The dose of the preceding Sonnet on monastic voluptuousness is
taken from the same source, as is the verse,
Where Venus sits," etc., and the line, Once
ye were holy, ye are holy still," in a subsequent
Sonnet. W. W.
Line 10. Waltham. On the Lea, in Essex.
Line 14. Glastonbury, built by Joseph of
Arimathea as the legend goes.
Sonnet xxxi. Line 1. Quoted from Wordsworth's ** Selections fromChaucer Modernized,'*
stanza ix. of The Prioress^s Tale.''
Line 9. Edward became king at the age of
ten. He founded the famous Charity School,
Chrisfs Hospital in London, and many other
schools in England.
Sonnet xxxii. Influenced by Cranmer Edward signed the warrant for her execution.
Sonnet xxxiii. Edward reigned only six
years, and at his death the Roman Catholic worship was restored.
Sonnet xxxiv. Latimer and Ridley were
burned together at Oxford in front of Bailai
College — where now stands the Martyr's Memorial.
Line 4. One (like those prophets)^ etc. ** M.
Latimer suffered his keeper very quietly to
pull off his hose, and his other array, which
to looke mito was very simple: and being
stripped into his shrowd, he seemed as comely
a person to them that were present, as one
should lightly see: and whereas in his dothes
hee appeared a withered and crooked sillie
(weak) olde man, he now stood bolt upright, as
comely a father as one might lightly behold.
. . . Then they brought a faggotte, kindled
with fire, and laid the same downe at doctor
Ridley's feete. To whome M. Latimer spake in
this manner, * Bee of good comfort, master
Ridley, and play the man: wee shall this day
light such a candle by God's grace in England,
as I trust shall never be pnt out.'" — Fox^s
Acis^ etc.
Similar alterations in the outward figure and
deportment of persons brought to like trial were
not uncommon. See note to the above passage
in Dr. Wordsworth's Ecclesiastical Biography^
for an example in an humble Welsh fisherman. W. W.
Sonnet xxxv. Cranmer's statue is included
in the Memorial at Oxford.
Sonnet xxxvii. Under Mary hundreds of
the dergy sought refuge on the Continent.
They returned on the ascension of Elizabeth.
Line 9. speculative notions. AUuding to
the discussion aroused by Knox's suggestion
of modification of the Prayer Book, for which
he left Frankfort and went to Geneva." —
Knight.
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SONNET XXXVIII. Line 7. alien storms. Foreign intrigues against the Queen and those of
Mary Queen of Scots.
Line 12. fouí constraint. This may refer to
the execution of Ma^ Queen of Scota.
SoNNET XXXIX. Line 5. The gift exalting,
etc. "On foot they "went, and took Salisbury
in their way, purposely to see the good Bishop,
who made Mr. Hooker sit at his own table;
which Mr. Hooker boasted of with much joy
and g^a-titude when he saw his mother and
friends ; and at the Bishop's parting with him,
the Bishop gave him good counsel and his benedíetion, but forgot to give him money; which
when the Bishop had considered, he sent a serTant in ali haste to call Richard back to him,
and at Kichard^s return, the Bishop said tohim,
^Richard, I sent for you back to lend you a
horse which hath carried me many a mile, and
I thank God with much ease,' and presently
deliyered into his hand a walking-staff, with
which he professed he had travelled through
manypartsof Germany; and he said,' Richard,
I do not give, but lend you my horse; be sure
you be honest, and bring my horse back to me,
at your retum this way to Oxford. And I do
now give you ten groats to bear your charges to
Exeter; and here is ten groats more, which I
charge you to deliver to your mother, and tell
her 1 send her a BÍ3hop's benediction with it,
^d beg the continuance of her prayers for me.
Ãnd if you bring my horse back to me, I will
give you ten groats more to carry you on foot
to the college: and so God bless you, good
Richard.' " — See Waltov^s Life of Richard
Hooker. W. W.
SoNNET XLi. Line 2. sects. Nonconformists.
Line 10. craftily incites^ etc. A common
device in religious and political conflicts.—ÍSee
Strype, in support of this instance. W. W.
Line 13, new-horn Church, The Church Reformed of the previous sonnet, which Wordsworth originally wrote New-bom Church.
SoKNETXLiii. Linel. Virgin Mountain. The
Jung-frau.
Sonnet xlv. In this age a word cannot be
said in praise of Laud, or even in compassion
for his fate, without incurring a charge of
bigotry; but fearless of such imputation, í concur with Hume, " that it is sufficient for his vindication to observe that his errors were the most
excusable of ali those which prevailed during
that zealousperiod." A key to the right understanding of those parts of his conduct that
brought the most odium upon him in his own
time, may be found in the following passage of
his speech before the bar of the House of Peers:
— " Ever since I carne in place, I have laboured
nothing more than that the externai publick
worshipof God, so muchslighted in divers parts
of this kingdom, might be preserved, and that
with as much decency and uniformity as might
be. For I evidently saw that the public neglect
of God^s service in the outward face of it, and
the nasty^ lying of many places dedicated to
that service, had almost cast a damp upon the
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true and inward worship of God^ which while we
live in the hody^ needs externai helps^ and ali little
enough to keep it in any vigour^ W. W.
PART ni.
Sonnet in. A vivid picture of the Restoration.
Line 12. " Duke of York received into the
Church of Rome." — Kniqht.
SoNNBT rv. Lines (3, 7.
**Now blínd, disheartened, Bhamed, diahonoured,
quelled,
To what can I be useiul ? Wherein serve
My natioD, and the work from Heayen inspíred? "
Milton.
Sonnet vi. Results of the Act of Uniformity.
Sonnet vii. Lines 1-3. See Milton, " On the
Late Massacre in Piedmont."
Sonnet vm. The indignation of the people
forced the authorities to set free the Bishops
who refused to be party to James II.'s Declaration of Indulgences.
Sonnet ix. Line 13. King James II.
Sonnet xi. AUuding to SachevereU'8 preaching in regard to the Act of Toleration which
made him a popular hero.
Sonnet xin. American episcopacy, in union
with the church in England, strictly belongs to
the general subject; and I here make my acknowledgments to my American friends, Bishop
Doane, and Mr. Henry Reed of Philadelphia,
for having suggested to me the propriety of
adverting to it, and pointed out the virtues and
intellectual qualities of Bishop White, which
so eminently fitted him for the great work he
undertook. Bishop White was consecrated at
Lambeth, Feb. 4,1787, by Archbishop Moore ;
and before his long life was closed, twenty-six
bishops had been consecrated in America by
himself. For his character and opinions, see
his own numerous works, and a Sermon in
commemoration of him, by Georç:e Washington
Doane, Bishop of New Jersey." W. W.
Sonnet xv. The earliest Episcopal Bishops
in America were Dr. Seabury of Connecticut,
and Dr. White of Pennsylvania.
Sonnet xviii. Line 1. A genial hearth^
etc. Among the benefits arising, as Mr. Coleridge has well observed, from a Church establishment of endowments corresponding with
the wealth of the country to which it belongs,
may be reckoned as eminently important the
examples of civility and refinement which the
clergy stationed at intervals afford to the whole
peí^le. The established clergy in many parts
of England have long been, as they continue to
be, the principal bulwark against barbarism,
and the link which unites the sequestered peasantry with the intellectual advancement of the
age. Nor is it below the dignity of the subject
to observe that their taste, as acting upon rural
residences and scenery, often furnishes models
which country gentlemen, who are more at
liberty to follow the caprices of fashion, might
profit by. The precincts of an old residence
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must be treated by ecclesiastics with respect,
both from prudence and necessity. I remember being much pleased, some years ago, at
Rose Castle, the rural seat of the See of Carlisle, with a style of garden and architecture
which, if the place had belonged to a wealthy
layman, would no doubt have been swept away.
A parsonage house generally stands not far
from the church; this proximity imposes favourable restraints, and sometimes suggests an
afPecting union of the accommodations and
elegancies of life with the outward signs of
piety and morality. With pleasure I recall to
mind a happy instance of this in the residence
of an old and much-valued Friend in Oxfordshire. The house and church stand parallel
to each other, at a small distance ; a circular
lawn, or rather grass-plot, spreads between
them; shrubs and trees curve from each side
of the dwelling, veiling, but not hiding, the
church. From the front of this dwelling no part
of the burial-ground is seen; but as you wind
by the side of the shrubs towards the steepleend of the church, the eye catches a single,
small, low, monumental headstone, moss-grown,
sinking into and gently inclining towards the
earth. Advance, and the churchyard, populous and gay with glittering tombstones, opens
upon the yiew. This humble and beautiful parsonage called forth a tribute, for which see the
sonnet entitled "A Parsonage in Oxfordshire,"
p. 002. W. W.
Sonnet xxxii. This is still continued in
many churches in Westmoreland. It takes
place in the month of July, when the floor of
the stalls is strewn with fresh rushes; and
hence it is called the '* Rush-bearing." W. W.
It is now observed at Grasmere as a Children's Festival. See Canon Rawnsley, Life and
Nature at the English Lakes, Rushbearing.^'
Sonnet xxxv. Line 10. Teaching us to forget them or forgive. This is borrowed from an
affecting passage in Mr. George Dyer's history
of Cambridge. W. W.
Sonnet xxxvn. Lines 2-5.
had we^liJce
them^ enduredy etc. See Bumet, who is unusually animated on this subject; the east
wind, so anxiously expected and prayed for,
was called the Protestant wind." W. W.
Sonnet xxxix. This and the following refer to the church to be erected by Sir George
Beaumont at Coleorton.
Sonnet xl. Line 9. Yet will we not conceaU etc. The Lutherans have retained the
Cross within their churches: it is to be regretted that we have not done the same.
W. W.
Sonnets xlhi.-xlv. ünless one has passed
some time in the presence of England's noble
castles and inspiring cathedrals, one is apt to
wonder at the place they occupy in the literature and the life of her people. Wordsworth,
in reverencing King^s College Chapei, — the
noblest and most inspiring structure ever erected
for collegiate worship, — has yielded to the spell
of this human past. The history of this magnificent chapei, the last of the thoroughly medi-
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asval structures erected at Cambridge, is
exceedingly interesting.
Sonnet xlvi. Line 5. Or like the Alpine
Mount^ etc. Some say that Monte Rosa takes
its name from a belt of rock at its summit — a
very unpoetical and scarcely a probable supposition. W. W.
This series of Sonnets, while containing many
poems of the first quality, is of less distinction
than any other owing partly to the fact, as
Wordsworth himself pointed out, that tnere
is unavoidably in ali History, — except as it is
a mere suggestion, — something that enslaves
the fancy."
1823
Page 635. Memory.
For the origin of this poem see Fenwick note
to lines " Written in a Blank Leaf of Macpherson's Ossian," p 715,
Page 636. To the Lady Fleming.
Line 12. Sir Michael Fleming came over with
William of Normandy, and was given estates in
Cumberland.
Line 15. Bekangs Ghyll — or deli of Nightshade — in which stands St. Mary's Abbey in
Low Furness. W. W.
Page 637. On the Same Occasion.
Lines 4, 5. Grasmere Church, dedicated to
St. Oswald.
1824
Page 639. To
*'Addressed probably to Wordsworth^s
daughter Dora." — Dowden.
Page 640. To the Lady E. B. and the
Hon. Miss P.
*^Lady Eleanor Butler and the Hon. Miss
Ponsonby." — Knight.
Page 640. Composed among the Ruins
OF A Castle.
"Wordsworth visited Camarvon Castle in
September, 1824." — Dowden.
Page 642. Epitaph in the Chapel-Yard
of Langdale, Westmoreland.
This may be seen in the churchyard at
Chapei (High) Stile, Great Langdale.
1826
Page 646. "The Massy Ways, Carkied
ACROSS THESE HEIGHTS."
Evidences of Roman occupation are to be
found at Ambleside, Grasmere, and other places
in the Lakes. The " Far-terrace " of Rydal is
as sacred as the garden at Dove Cottage.
Page 646. The Pillar of Tbajan.
Line 46. more highy the Dacian force^ etc.
Here and infra, see Forsyth. W. W.
The column was set up by the Senate and
people in commemoration of the conquest of
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Dacia by Trajan. It was 132 feet high and surmounted by a colossal statue of the Emperor;
it stood in the centre of the Fórum Trajanum.
The sculptures which covered it picture the
Dacian wars. See Merivale's Romans under the
Emperors.
Lines 55-GO, See " Character of the Happy
Warrior."
Page 647. Farewell Lines.
Lamb wrote Wordsworth in 1822: " I grow
ominously tired of of&cial confinement. Thirty
years have I served the Philistines, and my
neck is not subdued to the yoke." In March,
1825, he received his pension and the next
year he settled at Enfield, where he wrote to
Wordsworth: " How I look down on the slaves
and drudges of the world ! Its inhabitants are
a vast cotton-web of spin - spin - spinners ! O
the carking cares! O the money-grabbers!
Sempiterual muck-worms.'*
1827
Pa^ 648. On Seeing a Needlecase in
THE FoRM of a HaRP.
To Edith May Southey, See " The Triad."
Page 648. To
Possibly addressed to his sister Dorothy.
Dowden thinks To
" means ToMary.''
[The Fenwick note, here as on page 3^, refers to Wordsworth's sonnet-writing in general,
This sonnet was the Dedication for the collection of Miscellaneous Sonnets beginning with
" Nuns fret not."]
Line 14. Something lese tban joy, but more than dull
content."
Countess op Winchilsea. W. W.
Page 649. To S. H.
Sara Hutchinson, Mrs. Wordsworth's sister.
Page 650. "Scorn not the Sonnet."
It is not often that criticism is presented to
us in the form of the highest poetry and condensed into fourteen Unes. Tliis sonnet alone
is sufficient to vindicate Wordsworth's claim to
mastery in this form of poetry; for in it we have
history enriched with the finest touches of the
imaginatioD, and transmitted in diction pure
and strong, while the musie varies from the
most powerful animation to the softest cadences
of metrical harmony.
Page 651. Recollection of the PorTRAiT of King Henry Eighth, Trinity
Lodge, Cambridge.
The statue stands over King's Gateway to
the Great Court of Trinity CoUege.
Page 651. ''While Anna's Peers and
Early Playmates Tread."
See "Liberty," line 2.
Page 652. To Rotha Q .
Line 9. See Matthew Arriold, "Memorial
Verses."
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*'Keep fresh the grass upon his grave,
O Rotha, with thy living wave!
Sing him thy best! for few or none
Hears thy Toice right, now he is gone."
Page 653. In the Woods of Rydal.
Tb^ Sonnet, as Poetry, ezplains itself, yet
the scene of the incident having been a wild
wood, it may be doubted, as a point of natural
history, whether the bird was aware that his
attentions were bestowed upon a human, or
even a living creature. But a Hedbreast will
perch upon the foot of a gardener at work, and
alight on the handle of the spade when liis hand
is half upon it — this I have seen. And under
my own roof I have witnessed afíecting instances of the creature^s friendly visits to the
chambers of sick persons, as described in the
verses to the Redbreast, page 768. One of these
welcome intruders used frequently to roost upon
a nail in the wall, from wnich a picture had
hung, and was ready, as morning carne, to pipe
his song in the hearing of the Invalid, who had
been long confined to her room. These attachments to a particular person, when marked and
continued, used to be reckoned ominous; but
the superstition is passing away. W. W.
Line 1. Hedbreast. TheMS.titleof thepoem
was " To a Redbreast." Jemima^ the daughter of Edward Quillinan. See "Lines on a
Portrait."
Page 653. Conclusion. To
This may be addressed eíther to his sister
Dorothy or to his daughter Dora.
Line 3. public life, See Sonnets on Independence and Liberty, edited by Stopford Brooke.
1828
Page 654. The Triad.
Line 36. Lúcida! Edith Southey.
Line 90. youngest, etc. Dora Wordsworth.
"There is truth in the sketch of Dora," says
Sara Coleridge, " poetic truth, though such as
none but a poet-father would have seen."
Line 174. eldest born. Sara Coleridge.
Page 658. The Wishing-Gate Destroyed.
" In the Vale of Grasmere, by the side of the
old^ high-way leading to Ambleside, is a gate
which, time out of mind, has been called the
Wishing-gate."
Having been told, upon what I thought
good authority, that this gate had been destroyed, and the opening, where ithung, walled
up, I gave vent immediately to my feelings in
these stanzas. But going to the place some
time after, I found, with much delight, my old
favourite unraolested. W. W.
A gate still stands in the old place, and from
the inscriptions cut upon it one would judge
that " Hope " still rules there.
" Beside the wisUing gate which so they name,
Mid uorthem hllla to me this fancy carne,
A wish I formed, my wish I thus expressed:
Would I could wish my wishes ali to rest
And know to wish the wish that were the besi.^^
ÃBTHÜB HuaH CLOÜOa.
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Page 660. On the Power of Soünd.
Page 672. The Russian Fügitive.
The student of Wordsworth is everywhere
Peter Henry Bruce, having given in his eniiupressed with his exquisite sensitiveness to tertaining Memoirs the substance of this Tale,
sights and sounds. The eye and the ear are affirms that, besides the concurring reports of
the royal avenues through which the world of others, he had the story from the lady^s own
matter reaches the world of mind.
mouth.
The Lady Catherine, mentioned towards the
1829
dose, is the famous Catherine, then bearing
that
name as the acknowledged Wife of Peter
The most important event of this year was
Wordsworth's visit to Sir William Hamilton in the Great. W. W.
Ireland. Miss Eliza M. Hamilton (Sir WiUiam's
Page 682. "In these Faib Vales hath
sister), who assisted in entertaining Words- MANY A TbEE."
worth, wrote of him: I think it would be
Inscription intended for the stone in the
quite impossible for any one who had once grounds at Rydal Mount. The inscription still
been in Wordsworth's company ever again remains upon the stone.
to tliink anything he has writteu silly."
Page 683. Elegiac Musings.
Page 664. Liberty.
Lady Beaumont died in 1829. Wordsworth
Line 2. Anna, See " While Anna's peers," visited Coleridge in November, 1830. On leavetc., p. 651.
ing Coleridge, he went to Cambridge, and on his
Line 8. living Well. In *'Dora's Field," way thither composed this poem. From CamRydal.
he wrote oir William Rowan Hamilton,
Lines 103, 104. Sabine farrn , . . Blandusia^s bridge
saying : " Thirty-seven railes did I ride in one
spring. See Horace's Odes, " Beatns lUe," day through the worst of storms; and what was
and O Fons BandusisB."
my recourse? Writing verses to the memory
Line 140. Skall with a thankful tear., etc. of my departed friend, Sir George Beaumont."
There is now, alas I no possibility of the anticipation, with which the above Epistle con1831
cludes, being realised: nor were the verses ever
seen by the Individual for whom they were inPage 684. The Pkimrose of the Rock,
tended. She accompanied her husband, the
" We walked in the evening to Rydal. ColeRev. Wm. Fletcher, to índia, and died of ridge and I lingered behind. We ali stood to
cholera, at the age of thirty-two or thirty-three look at the Glow-worm Rock — a primrose that
years, on her way frora Shalapore to Bombay, grew there, and just looked out on the road
deeply lamented by ali who knew her.
from its own sheltered bower." — Dorothy
Her enthusiasm was ardent, her piety stead- Wordsworth, 1802. ^
fast; and her great talents would have enabled
The rock still remains.
her to be eminently useful in the dif&cult path
Page 685. Yarrow Revisited.
of life to which she had been called. The opinThere seems to be a deep significance in the
ion she entertained of her own performances,
fact
that this time the two poets did not linger
given to the world under her maiden name,
Jewsbury, was modest and hurable, and, in- on the braes and bens, but about the moulderdeed, far below their merits^ as is often the ing ruin of Newark ; we can see in it the effect
case with those who are making trial of their of the thought that this was probably the last
powers, with a hope to discover what they are meeting of the two. The fear that Scott would
best fitted for. In one quality, viz. quickness not be able to revive his strength, even upon
in the motions of her mind, she had, within the " Warm Vesuvio's vine-clad slopes," oppresses
range of the Author's acquaintance, no equal. Wordsworth and colors the whole poem. These
forebodings proved too true. This was not only
W. W.
their last meeting, but it was Scotfs last visit
to the Vale of Yarrow and the scenes he loved
Page 666. Humanity.
Line 32. Descending to the worm in charity» so dearly.
"On the 22d," says Mr. Lockhart, "these
I am indebted, here, to a passage in one of
two great poets, who had through life loved
Mr. Digby's valuable works. W. W.
each other and appreciated each other^s genius
Page 669. A Gravestone upon the Floor more than infírm spirits ever did either of
IN THE ClOISTERS OF WORCESTER CatHE- them, spent the moming together in a visit to
Newark. Hence the last of the three poems
DBAI..
This stone was still to be seen in the cloisters by which Wordsworth has connected his name
to ali time with the most romantic of Scottish
inl899.
streams."
1830
Page 687. On the Departure of Sir
Page 669. The Armeniak Lady's Love.
See, in Percy's Reliques^ that fine old ballad, Walter Scott from Abbotsford, for
"The Spanish Lady s Love;" from which Naples.
There is no finer tribute of one great poet to
Poem the form of stanza, as suitable to diaanother than is found in this poem.
logue, is adopted. W. W.
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Page 689, The Trosachs.
This poem has often been cited as th© triumph
of the pure style,
Page 692. Highiaiíü Hut.
This sonnet describes the exterior of a Highland hut, as often seen under a morning or
evening sunshine. To the authoress of the
Address to the Wind/' and other poeras, in
this volume, who was my fellow-traveller in
this tour, I am indebted for the following
extract from her journal, which aceurately
describes, under particular circumstanoes, the
beautiful appearance of the interior of one of
these rude habitations.
" On our return from the Trosachs the evening began to darken, and it rained so heavily
that we were completely wet before we had
come two miles, and it was dark when we
landed with our boatman, at his hut upon the
banks of Loch Katrine. I was faint from cold:
the good woman had provided, according to her
promise, a better fire than we had found in the
moming; and, indeed, when I had sat down in
the chimney-corner of her smoky biggin, I
thought I had never felt more comfortable in
my life: a pan of coffee was boiling for us, and
having put our clothes in the way of drying, we
ali sat down thankful for a shelter. We could
not prevail upon our boatman, the master of
the house, to draw near the fire, though he was
cold and wet, or to suffer his wife to get him
dry clothes till she had served us, which she
did most willingly, though not very expeditiously.
Cumberland man of the same rank
would not have had such a notion of what was
fit and right in his own house, or, if he had,
one would have accused him of servility; but in
the Highlander it only seemed like politeness
(however erroneous and painful to us), naturally growing out of the dependence of the
inferiors of the clan upon their laird; he did
not, however, refuse to let his wife bríng out
the whisky bottle for his refreshment, at our
request. *She keeps a dram,' as the phrase
is: indeed, I believe there is scarcely a lonely
house by the wayside, in Scotland, where travellers may not be accommodated with a dram.
We asked for sugar, butter, barley-bread, and
milk: and, with a smile and a stare more of
kindness than wonder, she replied, ^ Ye '11 get
that,' bringing each article separately. We
caroused our cups of coffee, laughing like children at the strange atmosphere in which we
were: the smoke came in gusts, and spread
along the walls; and above our heads in the
chimney (where the hens were roosting) it appeared like clouds in the sky. We laughed
and laughed again, in spite of the smarting of
our eyes, yet had a quieter pleasure in observing the beauty of the beams and rafters gleaming between the clouds of smoke: they had
been crusted over and varnished by many winters, till, where the firelight fell upon them,
they had become as glossy as black rocks, on a
sunny day, cased in ice. When we had eaten
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our supper we sat about half an hour, and 1
think 1 never felt so deeply the blessing of a
hospitable welcome and a warm fire. The man
of the house repeated from time to time that
we should often tell of this night when we got
to our homes, and interposed praises of his own
lake, which he had more than once, when we
were retuming in the boat, ventured to say
was 'bonnier than Loch Lomond.' Our companion from the Trosachs, who, it appeared,
was an Edinburgh drawing-master going, during the vacation, on a pedestrian tour to John
0'Groat's House, was to sleep in the barn with
my fellow-traveUers, where the man said he
had plenty of d^ hay. I do not believe that
the hay of the Highlands is ever very dry, but
this year it had a better chance than usual: wet
or dry, however, the next morning they said
they had slept comfortably. When I went to
bed, the mistress, desiring me to go ôen,'
attended me with a candle, and assured me
that the bed was dry, though not * sic as I had
been used to.' It was of chaff; there were two
others in the room, a cupboard and two chests,
upon one of which stood milk in wooden vessels
covered over. The walls of the house were of
stone unplastered; it consisted of three apartments, the cow-house at one end, the kitchen
or house in the middle, and the spence at the
other end'; the rooms were divided, not up to
the rigging, but only to the beginning of the
roof, so that there was a free passage for light
and smoke from one end of the house to the
other. I went to bed some time before the rest of
the family ; the door was shut between us, and
they had a bright fire, which I could not see,
but the light it sent up amongst the varnished
rafters and beams, which crossed each other
in almost as intricate and fantastic a manner
as I have seen the under-boughs of a large
beech-tree withered by the depth of shade
above, produced the most beautiful effect that
can be conceived. It was like what I should
suppose an undei^ound cave or temple to be
with a dripping or moist roof, and the moonlight entering in upon it by some means or
other; and yet the colours were more like
those of melted gems. I lay looking up till
the light of the fire faded away, and the man
and his wife and child had crept into their bed
at the other end of the room; I did not sleep
much, but passed a comfortable night; for my
bed, though hard, was warm and clean: the
unusualness of my situation prevented me from
sleeping. I could hear the waves beat against
the shore of the lake ; a little rill dose to the
door made a much louder noise, and, when I
sat up in my bed, I could see the lake through
an open window-place at the bed's head. Add
to this, it rained ali night. I was less occupied
by remembrance of the Trosachs, beautiful as
they were, than the vision of the Highland
hut, which I could not get out of my head; I
thought of the Faery-land of Spenser, and what
I had read in romance at other times; and
then what a feast it would be for a London
Pantomime-maker could he but transplant it to
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Drury-lane, with ali its beautiful colours! " —
MS. W. W.
Page 692. BothwelIí Castle.
Line 4. Once on those steeps 1 roamed, The
foUowing is from the same MS., and gives an
account of the visit to Bothwell Castle here alluded to: —
It was exceedingly delightful to enter thus
unexpectedly upon such a beautiful reg:ion.
The castle stands nobly, overlooking the Clyde.
When we carne up to it, I was hurt to see that
flower-borders had taken place of the natural overgrowings of the ruin, the scattered
stones, and wild plants. It is a large and grand
pile of red freestone, harmonising perfeetly with
the rocks of the river, from which, no doubt, it
has been hewn. When I was a little accustomed
to the unnaturalness of a modem garden, I could
not help admiring the eacessive beauty and luxuriance of some of the plants, particularly the
purple-flowered clematis, and a broad-leafed
creeping plant without flowers, which scrambled
up the castle wall, along with the ivy, and
spread its vine-like branches so lavishly that it
seemed to be in its natural situation, and one
could not help thinking that, though not selfplanted among the ruins of this country, it must
somewhere have its native abode in such places.
If Bothwell Castle had not been dose to the
Douglas mansion, we should have been disgusted with the possessor's miserable conception
of a^ormngr such a venerable ruin; but it is so
very near to the house, that of necessity the
pleasure-grounds must have extended beyond
it, and perhaps the neatness of a shaven lawn,
and the complete desolation natural to a ruin,
might have made an unpleasing contrast; and,
besides being within the precincts of the pleasure-grounds, and so very near to the dwelling
of a noble family, it has forfeited, in some degree, its independent majesty, and becomes a
tributary to the mansion: its solitude being interrupted, it has no longer the command over
the mind in sending it back into past times,
or excluding the ordinary feelings which we
bear about us in daily life. We had then
only to regret that the castle and the house were
so near to each other; and it was impossible
not to regret it; for the ruin presides in state
over the river, far from city or town, as if it
might have a peculiar privilege to preserve its
memoriais of past ages, and maintain its own
character for centuries to come. We sat upon a
bench under the high trees, and had beautiful
views of the difPerent reaches of the river,
above and below. On the opposite bank, which
is finely wooded with elms and other trees, are
the remains of a priory built upon a rock; and
rock and ruin are so blended, that it is impossible to separate the one from the other.
Nothing can be more beautiful than the little
remnant of this holy place; elm-trees (for we
were near enough to distinguish them by their
branches) grow out of the walls, and overshadow
a small, but very elegant window. It can
scarcely be conceived what a grace the castle
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and priory impart to each other; and the river
Clyde flows on, smooth and unruffled, below,
seeming to my thoughts more in harmony
with the sober and stately images of former
times, than if it had roared over a rocky channel, forcing its sound upon the ear. It blended
gently with the warbling of the smaller birds,
and the chattering of the larger ones that had
made their nests in the ruins. In this fortress
the chief of the English nobility were confined
after the battle of Bannockburn. If a man is
to be a prisoner, he scarcely could have a more
pleasant place to solace his captivity; but I
thought that, for dose confinement, i should
prefer the banks of a lake, or the seaside. The
greatest charm of a brook or river is in the liberty to pursue it through its windings; you can
then take it in whatever mood you like ; silent
or noisy, sportive or quiet. The beauties of a
brook or river must be sought, and the pleasure
is in going in search of them; those of a lake or
of the sea come to you of themselves. These
rude warriors cared little, perhaps, about
either; and yet, if one may judge from the writings of Chaucer and from the old romances,
more interesting passions were connected with
natural objects in the days of chivalry than now;
though going in search of scenery, as it is called,
had not then been thought of. I had previously
heard nothing of Bothwell Castle, at least
nothing that 1 remembered; therefore, perhaps,
my pleasure was greater, compared with what
I received elsewhere, than others might feel.''—
MS. Journal,
Page 694. Hart's-horn Tree.
" In the time of the first Robert de Clifford,
in the year 1333 or 1334, Edward Baliol king of
Scotland came into Westmoreland, and stayed
some time with the said Robert at his castles
of Appleby, Brougham, and Pendragon. And
during that time they ran a stag by a single
greyhound out of WhinfellPark to Redkirk, in
Scotland, and back again to this place ; where,
being both spent, the stagleaped over the pales,
but died on the other side : and the greyhound,
attempting to leap, f ell, and died on the contrary
side. In memory of this fact the stag's horns
were nailed upon a tree just by, and (the dog
being named Hercules) this rhythm waa made
upon them: —
' Hercules killed Hart a greese,
And Hart a greese killed Hercules.*
The tree to this day bears the name of Hart'shom Tree. The homs in process of time were
almost grown over by the growth of the tree,
and another pair was put up in their place." —
Nicholson and Burns^s History of Westmoreland and Cumberland.
The tree has now disappeared, but I well remember its imposing appearance as it stood,
in a decayed state, by the side of the highroad
leading from Penrith to Appleby. This whole
neighbourhood abounds in interesting traditions and vestiges of antiquity, viz. Julianas
Bower; Brougham and Penrith Castles; Penrith Beacon, and the curious remains in Penrith
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Churchyard; Arthur'8 Round Table, and, dose
by, Maybrough; the excavation^ called the
Giant's Cave, on the banks of the Emont; Long
Megandher Daughters, nearEden, etc. W. W.
Page 694. Countess's Pillar.
This still stands.
Page 695. Roman Antiquities.
Hodgson^s History of Northumberland says
that one of Agricola's two legions carne to Ambleside and there divided; one division going
by Grasmere and the Raise to Carlisle, while
the other went over Kirkstone to Penrith,
1832
Page 696. Devotional Incitements.
This põem gives conclusive evidence that in
old age Wordsworth still preserved his young
love for Nature, and his magical interpretive
power. The keenness of insight, the lyric rapture, the soothing effect of this work written at
the age of sixty-two, indicate that the prayer
he nttered for another had been answered for
him, and an old age serene and bright had been
granted.
Pa^ 698. To B. R. Haydon, on Seeing
HIS PiCTURE OF NAPOLEON BÜONAPARTE
ON THE ISLAND OF ST. HELENA.
The picture is described in vol. ii. p. 301 of
the Life of Benjamin Robert Haydon,
Page 700. " If thou indeed derive thy
Light," etc.
This poem should preface every edition of
the poetas works as it did that of 1845, at his
request. See " Letter to Lady Beaumont."
Page 700. To the Author'8 Portrait.
The portrait here alluded to was painted by
H. W. Pickersgill, R. A., at the request of the
Master and Fellows of St. John*s CoUege, Cambridge. The picture hangs in the dining hall
at St. John'8. It was completed in 1832.
1833
Page 700. A Wren's Nest.
Ali the conditions revealed in this poem are
still to be found at Rydal.
Page 707. To the River Greta.
Line 5. But if thou {like Cocytxis^ etc. Many
years ago, when I was at Greta Biidge, in
Yorkshire, the hostess of the inn, proud of her
skill in etymology, said, that ** the name of the
river was taken from the bridgey the form of
which, as every one must notice, exactly resembled a great A." Dr. Whitaker has derived it from the word of common occurrence
in the north of England, " to greet; " signifying
to lament aloud, mostly with weeping: a conjecture rendered more probable from the stony
and rocky channel of-both the Cumberland and
Yorkshire rivers. The Cumberland Greta,
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though it does not, among the country people,
take up that name till within three miles of its
disappearance in the river Derwent, may be
considered as having its source in the mountain
cove of Wythburn, and thence flowing through
Thirlmere. The beautiful features of that lake
are known only to those who, travelling between Grasmere and Keswick, have quitted the
main road in the vale of Wythburn, and, crossing over to the opposite side of the lake, have
proceeded with it on the right hand.
The channel of the Greta, immediately above
Keswick, has, for the purposesof building, been
in a great measure cleared of the immense
stones which, by their concussion in high floods,
produced the loud and awful noises described
in the sonnet.
The scenery upon this river," says Mr.
Southey in his Colloquies, '^where it passes
under the woody side of Latrigg, is of the finest
and most rememberable kind : —
' — ambíguo lapsu refluitque fluitque,
Occurrensque sibi venturas aspicit undas.' "
w. w.
Page 707. In Sight of the Town of CockERMOüTH.
Line 1. The poefs father was buried in the
churchyard of St. Michael's at Cockermouth.
Line 2. Catherine and Thomas, the poefs
children, are buried in the Poet's Comer, Grasmere Churchyard.
Page 707. Address from the Spirit of
Cockermouth Oastle.
Cockermouth Castle stands on an eminence
not far from the manor-house in which Wordsworth was born. It is easv to imagine the influence of such a ruin upon his susceptible nature
in childhood. See **The Prelude, i. 26^300.
Page 708. Nun's Well, Brigham.
Line 11. By hooded Votaresses^ etc. Attached to the church of Brigham was formerly a
chantry, which held a moiety of the manor; and
in the decayed parsonage some vestiges of monastic architecture are still to be seen. W. W.
Page 708. Mary Queen of Scots Landing
AT the Mouth of the Derwent.
" The fears and impatience of Mary were so
great," says Robertson, "that she got into a
fisher-boat, and with about twenty attendants
landed at Workington, in Cumberland ; and
thence she was conducted with many marks of
respect to Carlisle." The apartment in which
the Queen had slept at Workington Hall (where
she was received by Sir Henry Curwen as became her rank and misfortunes) was long preserved, out of respect to her memory, as she had
left it; and one cannot but regret that some
necessary alterations in the mansion could not
be effected without its destruction. W. W.
Page 709. Stanzas Suggested in a Steamboat off Saint Bees] Heads.
St. Bees' Heads, anciently called the ClifF of
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Baruth, are a consmcuous sea-mark for allvessels sailing in the N.E. parts of the Irish Sea.
In a bay, one side of which is formed by the
Southern headland, stands the viUage of St.
Bees; a place disting^uished, from very early
times, for its religious and scholastic foundations.
** St. Bees," say Nieholson and Burns, "had
its name from Bega, an holy woman from Ireland, who is said to have founded here, about
the year of our Lord 650» a small monastery,
where afterwards a church was built in memory of her,
The aforesaid religious house, being destroyed by the Danes, was restored by William
de Mescluens, son of Ranulph, and brother of
Kanulph de Meschiens, first Earl of Cumberland after the Conquest; and made a cell of a
prior and six Benedictine monks to the Abbey
of St. Mary at York."
Severa! traditions of miracles, connected with
the foundation of the first of these religious
houses, survive among the people of the neighbourhood ; one of which is alluded to in these
Stanzas; and another, of a somewhat bolder
and more peculiar character, has furnished the
subject of a spirited poem by the Rev. K. Parkinson, M. A», late Divinity.Lecturer of St. Bees'
CoUege, and now Fellow of the CoUegiate
Church of Manchester.
After the dissolution of the monasteries,
Archbishop Grindal founded a free school at St.
Bees, from which the counties of Cumberland
and Westmoreland have derived great benefit;
and recently, under the patronage of the Earl
of Lonsdale, a college has been established
there for the education of ministers for the English Church. The old Conventual Church has
been repaired under the superintendence of the
Rev. Dr. Ainger, the Head of the College, and
is well worthy of being visited by any strangers
who might be led to the neighbourhood of this
celebrated spot.
The form of stanza in this Poem, and something in the style of versification, are adopted
from the St. Monica," a poem of much beauty
upon a monastic subject, by Charlotte Smith ;
a lady to whom English verse is under greater
obligations than are likely to be either acknowledged or remerabered. She wrote little, and
that little unambitiously, but "with true feeling
for rural nature, at a time when nature was not
much regarded by English Poets; for in point
of time her earlier writings preceded, I believe,
those of Cowper and Burns. W. W.
Line 73. Are not., in sooth, their It€quiem''s
sacred ties. I am aware that I am here treading upon tender ground ; but to the intelligent reader I feel that no apology is due. The
prayers of survivors, during passionate grief for
the recent loss of relatives and friends, as the
object of those prayers could no longer be the
suÍPering body of the dying, would naturally be
ejaculated for the souls of the departed; the
barriers between the two worlds dissolving before the power of love and faith. The ministers
of religion, from their habitual attendance upon

903

sick-beds, would be daily witnesses of these benign results; and hence would be strongly
tempted to aim at giving to them permanence,
by embodying them in rites and ceremonies,
recurring at stated periods. AU this, as it was
in course of nature, so was it blameless, and
even praiseworthy ; some of its effects, in that
rude State of society, could not but be salutary.
No reflecting person, however, can view without
sorrow the abuses which rose out of thus formalising sublime instincts, and disinterested
movements of passion, and perverting them into
means of gratifying the ambition and rapacity
of the priesthood. But, while we deplore and
are indignant at these abuses, it would be a
great mistake if we imputed the origin of the
oâices to prospective selfishness on the part of
the monks and clergy: they were at first siricere
in their sympathy, and in their degree dupes
rather of their own creed, than artful and designing men. Charity is, upon the whole, the
safest g:uide that we can take in judging our
fellow-men, whether of past ages or of the present time. W. W.
Line 162. teaching of St, Hees. See *'The
Excursion," seventh part, and " Ecclesiastical Sonnets," second part, near the beginnintr.
W. W.
Page 712. On Entering Douglas Bay, Isle
OF Man.
Line 1. Cohorn. A Dutch military engineer,
Line 8. The Tower of Refuge, an omament
to Douglas Bay, was erected chiefly through the
humanity and zeal of Sir William Hillary ; and
he also was the founder of the lifeboat establishment at that place; by which, under his
superintendence, and often by his exertions at
the imminent hazard of his own life, maiw seamen and passengers have been saved. W. W.
Line 14. Hiílary. Under date of July 3,
1828, on the Isle of Man Dorothy writes: ^*Sir
Wm. Hilary saved a boy's life toAiay in the harbour. He raised a regiment for Government,
and chose his own reward — a Baronetcy."
Page 712. Isle of Man.
Of course the Fenwick note "William"
should be John.
Page 713. Isle of Man.
Line 8, veteran Marine. Henry Hutchinson, the poetas brother-in*law. See Fenwick
note to the following sonnet.
Page 713. By a Retired Mariner.
This unpretending sonnet is bya gentleman
nearly connected with me, and I hope, as it f alls
so easily into its place, that both the writer
and the reader will excuse its appearance here.
W. W.
Page 713. At Bala-Sala, Isle of Man.
Line 3. Rushen Abbey. W. W.
Page 713. Tynwald Hill.
Line 9. Qff' with yon cloud^ old Snafellt
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The siuumit of this mountain is well chosen by
Cowley as the scene of the ** Vision," in which
the spectral angel discourses with him concerning the govemment of Oliver Cromwell.
found myself," says he, **on the top of that
famous hill in the Island Mona, which has the
prospect of three great, and not long since most
happy, kingdoms. As soon as ever I looked
upon them, they called forth the sad representation of ali the sins and ali the miseries that
had overwhelmed them these twenty years." It
Í8 not to be denied that the changes now in progress, and the passions, and the way in which
they work, strikingly resemble those which led
to the disasters the philosophic writer so feelingly bewails. God grant that the resemblance
may not become still more striking as months
and years advance ! W. W.
Page 715. On Revisiting Dünolly Castle.
This ingenious piece of workmanship, as I
afterwards learned, had been executed for their
own amusement by some labourers employed
about the place. W. W.
Page 716. Cave of Staffa.
The reader may be tempted to exclaim,
** How came this and the two foliowing sonnets
to be written, af ter the dissatisfaetion expressed
in the preceding one ? " In fact, at the risk of
incurring the reasonable displeasure of the
master of the steamboat, I retumed to the
cave, and explored it under circumstances more
favourable to those imaginative impressions
which it is so wonderfully fítted to make upon
the mind. W. W.
Page 717. Flowers on the Top of the
PiLLARS AT THE ENTRANCE OF THE CaVE.
Line 1. Hope smiled when your nativity was
cast^ etc. Upon the head of the columns which
form the front of the cave rests a body of decomposed basaltic matter, which was richly
decorated with that large bright flower, the oxeyed daisy. I had noticed the saroe flower growing with profusion among the bold rocks on the
westem coast of the Isle of Man; making a
brÜliant contrast with their black and gloomy
surfaces. W. W.
Page 717. loNA.
The fonr last lines of this sonnet are adopted
from a well-known sonnet of Russel, as conveying my feeling better than any words of my own
could do. W. W.
Page 719. The River Eden, Cümberlakd.
Line 5. Yet fetched from Paradise, It is
to be feared that there is more of the poet than
the sound etymologist in this derivation of the
name Eden. On the westem coast of Cumberland is a rivulet which enters the sea at Moresby, known also in the neighbourhood by the
name of Eden. May not the latter syllable
come from the word Dean, a valley ? Langdale, near Ambleside, is by the inhabitants
called Langden. The former syllable occurs in
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the name Emont, a principal feeder of the Eden;
and the stream which flows, when the tide is
out, over Cartmel Sands, is called the Ea — eau,
French — aqua, Latin. W. W.
Page 720. Nunnery.
Line 2, the Pennine Aíps, The chain of
Crossfell. W. W.
Line 14. Canal^ etc. At Corby, a few miles
below Nimnery, the Eden is crossed by a
magniflcent viaduct ; and another of these
works is thrown over a deep glen or ravine at
a very short distance from the main stream.
W. W
Page 721. Steamboats, Viaducts, and
Railways.
See^The Lake District Defence Society,"
by Canon Rawmley, in Transactions of the
Wordsworth Society.
Page 721. The Monüment Commonly
Called Long Meg and her Daughters,
near the River Eden.
Line 1. A weight of awe^ not easy to be borne^
The daughters of Long Meg, placed in aperfect
circle eignty yards in diameter, are seventy-two
in number above ground ; a little way out of
the circle stands Long Meg herself, a single
stone, eighteen feet high. When I first saw
this moniiment, as I came on it by surprise, I
might overrate its importance as an object; but,
though it will not bear a comparison with Stonehenge, I must say, I have not seen any other
relique of those dark ages which can ptretend to
rival it in aingularity and dignity of appearance. W. W.
Page 721. Lowther.
Lowther Castle is about five miles from
Pooley bridge, Ullswater. Lord Lonsdale was
a patron of the poets, and the Castle was a frequent meeting-place of Wordsworth and his
friends.
Page 721. To the Earl of Lonsdale.
This sonnet was written immediately after
certain trials took place at the Cumberland
Assizes, when the Earl of Lonsdale, in consequence of repeated and long-continued attacks
upon his character through the local press, had
thought it right to prosecute the conductors
and proprietors of three several joumals. A
verdict of libel was given in one case ; and, in
the others, the prosecutions were withdrawn,
upon the individuais retracting and disavowing
the charges, expressing regret that they had
been made, and promising to abstain from the
like in future. W. W.
Page 722. The Somnambulist.
Linel. Lynlph^s Tower. A pleasure-house
built by the late Duke of Norfolk upon the
banks of Ullswater. W. W. These ruins
are reached from Grasmere by the Grisdale
path over Helvellyn. See Airey-Force Valley."
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Line 3. force, A word used in the Lake
District for Waterfall, W. W.
1834
Page 725. " Not in the Lucid Intervaxs
OF Life,"
It is interesting to note that when the Edinhurgk B,eview was attacking Byron, Wordsworthwrote: '*The young man will do something if he goes on as he has begun. But these
reviews, just because he is a lord, set upon
him." Although Byron in English Bards
and ScotchReviewers " alluded to Wordsworth
as —
" That mild apostate from poetic rule,"
yet later in life after meeting Wordsworth at
a dinner on being asked how he was impressed,
he replied ; Why, to tell the truth» I hadbut
one feeling from the beginning of the viait to
the end, and that was reverenceJ*^
Page 727. The Redbreast.
Line 45. Matthew, Mark, etc. These words
are a part of a child's prayer, still in general
use throughout the northern counties. W. W.
Page 728. Lines Suggested by a PorTRAIT FROM THE PeNCIL OF F. StONE.
The " J. Q." of the Fenwick note was
Miss Jemima Quillinan, the daughter of Mr.
Edward Quillinan. See In the Woodj of
Rydal."
1835
Page 734. Written after the Death
OF Charles Lamb.
Lines 1, 2. Lamb died on the 27th of December, 1834, and was buried in a lot seleeted
by himself in Edmonton Churchyard. See note
to Farewell Lines."
Line 23.
From the most gentle creature
nursed in fields. This way of indicating the
name of my lamented friend has been found
fault with ; perhaps rightly so; but I may say
in justiíication of the double sense of the word,
that similar allusions are not uncommon in
epitaphs. One of the best in our language in
verse I ever read, was upon a person who í)ore
the name of Palmer; and the course of the
thought, throughout, tumed upon the Life of
the Departed, considered as a pilgrimage. Nor
can I think that the objection in the present
case will have much force with any one who
remembers Charles Lamb's beautiful sonnet
addressed to his own name, and ending —
"No deed of mine shall shame tbee, gentle name!
w. w.
Line 50. Thouwert a scorner^ etc. Lamb was
a " scomer of the flelds " until he visited the
Lakes. To the first invitation hither he replied:
"Sweets, sweets, markets, theatres, churches,
Covent Gardens, shops sparkling with pretty
faces of industrious milliners. ... O city, for
this may Keswick and her giant brood go hang."
When the Lakes had wrought their spell
upon him, he wrote : We thought we had got
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into fairyland. . . Skiddaw, oh, its fine blaek
head, and the bleak air atop of it. . . . It was
a day that will stand out like a mountain, I
am sure, in my life. I was very little, I had
been dreaming I was great."
Line 86. Her/ore, etc. SeeLandor, **Tothe
Sister of Elia."
Page 736. Extempore Effüsion upon the
Death of James Hogg.
Lines 1-4. See Yarrow Visited," note.
Line 23. Hoio /así, etc. Walter Scott died
Sept. 21, 1832: S. T. Coleridge died July 25,
1834 ; Charles Lamb died Dec. 27,1834 jòeorge
Crabbe died Feb. 3, 1834; Felicia Hemans
died May 16,1835.
1836
Page 741. November 1836.
Sara Hutchinson, Mrs. Wordsworth's sister,
who had been so much both to Wordsworth and
Coleridge, died at Rydal in June, 1836, and was
buried in Grasmere Churchyard. Such places
as Sara and Mary Crags," near John's órove,
"Rock of Names," and Sarais Seat by Thirlmere, perpetuated her name in the Lakes.
Page 741. "Six Months to Six Years
Added he Remained."
Alluding to the poet's sou Thomas, who died
December, 1812.
1837
Page 741. To Henry Crabb Robinson.
It is impossible to fix accurately the date of
every sonnet in this series. Prof.Dowden says
they comprise the time between 1837 and 1842.
Henry Crabb Robinson^s Diary, 1837, will be
found an interesting commentary of this tour.
In writing to Wordsworth of this tour in prospective Robinson said: "I am pleased when
1 am called on to spend at the suggestion of
others."
Page 742. Musings near Aquapendente.
Line57. TheWizard oftheNorth.^'' Under
date of June 12 Robinson writes: " As long as
the light lasted I read Lockhart's Life of Scott
which Ticknor had lent me."
Line 76. He said^ '"'"When I am there^''^ etc.
These words were quoted to me from ** Yarrow Unvisited " by Sir Walter Scott when I
visited him at Abbotsford, a day or two before his departure for Italy; and the affecting
condition in which he was when he looked upon
Rome from the Janicular Mount, was reported
to me by a lady who had the honour of conducting him thither. W. W.
Line 98. ^ The whole warWs Darling. While
writing this of Scott, Wordsworth was much
pleased that an edition of his own works was
being prepared in America by Prof. Henry Reed,
of Philade^hia. See *'0n the Departure of
Sir Walter Scott from Abbotsford."
Line 159. Mount Calvary. Alluding to the
fact that earth had been brought here from
Mount Calvary to form a burial-ground.
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Page 748. The Pine of Monte Mario.
Lines 233-230. Savona . . . Chiabrera.
" Wordsworth took a great fancy to tlie place
Line 1. Pine. "Aprill6. It was,Mr. Theed
and thought it a íit residence for such a poet." who informed us of the pine tree." — H. C.
Robinson.
— H. C. Robinson.
Line 7. Within a couple of hours of my
Line 241. his sepulchral verse. If any English reader should be desirous of knowing how arrival at Rome, I saw from Monte Pincio the
far I am justified in thus describing the epi- Pine tree as described in the Sonnet; and, while
taphs of Chiabrera, he will find translated speci- expressing admiration at the beauty of its appearance, I was told by an acquaintance of my
mens of them on pages 388-391. W. W.
fellow-traveller, who happened to join us at the
Line 264. Bay. Bay of Naples.
Lino 306. vault. Alluding to the legend that moment, that a prxce had been paid for it by
St. Peter was imprisoned here, and caused a the late Sir G. Beaumont, upon condition that
spring to flow in order that he might baptize the proprietor should not act upon his known
intention of cutting it down. W. W.
his keeper.
Line 372. to-morrow greet, **We entered
Page 748. At Rome — Regrets, etc.
Rome in good spirits." — H. C. Robinson.
Alluding to the fact that Niebuhr had cast
It would be ungenerous not to advert to the
doubt
upon the legendary history of Rome.
religious raovement that, since the coraposition
of these verses in 1837, has made itself felt,
Page 749. Plea for the Historian.
more or less strongly, throughout the EngUsh
Line 14.
Church ; — a movement that takes, for its first
principie, a devout deference to the voice of
Quem virum lyra
Christian antiquity. It is not my office to pass
sumes celebrare Clio ? W. W.
judgment on questions of theological detail;
Page 750. From the Alban Hills.
but my own repugnance to the spirit and sysLine 10. twice exalted. In her Augustan
tem of Romanism has been so repeatedly and,
I trust, feelingly expressed, that t shall not be .period, and again at the Italian Renaissance.
suspected of a leaning that way, if I do not join
Page 751. Near the Lake of Thrasymene.
in tne grave charge, thrown out, perhaps in the
This and the following sonnet allude to the
heat of controversy, against the learned and
pious men to whose labours I allude. I speak defeat of Flaminius by Hannibal.
Line 7. RUL Sanguinetto. W. W.
apart from controversy ; but, with strong faith
in the moral temper which would elevate the
Page 751. The Cuckoo at Laverna.
present by doing reverence to the past, I would
Line 29. far-famed Pile, Monastery of St.
draw cheerful auguries for the English Church
from this movement, as likely to restore among Francis.
On entering we were courteously received by
us a tone of piety more earnest and real than
that produced by the mere formalities of the the poor and humble monks. W. W.
understanding, refusing, in a degree which I
Paçe 753. At the Convent of Camaldoli.
cannot but lament, that its own temper and
This famous sanctuary was the original esjudgment shall be controlled by those of antitablishment of Saint Romualdo (or Rumwald,
quity. W. W.
It is well to remember in connection with the as our ancestors Saxonised the name), in the
spirit of this note that Wordsworth at this llth century, the ground (campo) being given
time was intimate with the young poet and by Count Maído. The Camaldolensi, however,
preacher F. W. Faber, who had come to Amble- have spread wide as a branch of Benedictines,
side as curate, and tutor to the sons of Mrs. and may therefore be classed among the genBenson Harrison, one of the Rydal Dorothys. tlemen of the monastic orders. The society
(See H. D. Rawnsley, The Last of the Rydal comprehends two orders, monks and hermits;
Dorothys " in a Mambler^s Note liook.) The symbolised by their arms, two doves drinking
influence of Wordsworth upon Faber was very out of the same cup. The monastery in which
marked, as is to be seen in his poems written at the monks here reside is beautifully situated,
the Lakes. An interesting memorial of this but a lai^e unattractive edifice, not unlike a
friendship is to be seen in the Bible of Words- factory. The hermitage is placed in a loftier
worth^s old age, presented to him in 1842 by and wider region of the forest. It comprehends
Faber. It is now in possession of Hon. George between twenty and thirty distinct residences,
F. Hoar, Worcester, Mass., who has kindly sent each including for its single hermit an inclosed
me the following inscription which it bears : — piece of ground and three very small apartments. There are days of indulgence when
Wüliam Wordsworth
the hermit may quit his cell, and when old age
From Frederick Wm. Faber
arrives he descends from the mountain and
takes his abode among the monks.
In affecHonate achnowledgment of his kindnesses.,
and of thepleasure and advantage of his friendship.
My companion had in the year 1831 fallen in
with the monk, the subiect of these two sonAmhleside. New Year''s Eve^ 1842 A. d.
nets,
who showed him his abode among the
Be steadfast in the Covenanty and be conversant
hermits. It is from him that I received the
therein^ and wax old íhy work,
Ecclesiasticus, xi. 20.
following particulars. He was then about forty
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years of age, but bis appearance was that of an
older man. He had been a painter by profession, but on taking- orders cbanged bis uame
from Santi to Raífaello, perhaps witb an unconscious reference as well to tbe great Sauzio d'
Urbino as to the arcbangel. He assured niy
friend that be had been thirtoen years in the
hermitage and had never known melancholy cr
ennui. In the little recess for study and prayer,
there was a small collection of books. I read
only," said he, " books of asceticisra and mystical theology." On being asked the names of
the raost famous mystics. he enumerated ScaraSan Giovanni delia Croce^ St. Dionysius
the Areopagite (supposing the work which bears
bis name to be really bis), and witb peculiar
emphasis Èicardo di San Vittori. The works
of Saint Theresa are also in high repute among
ascetics. These names may interest some of
my readers.
We heard that Raffaello was then living in
the convent; my friend sought in vain to renew
hb acquaintance witb him. It was probably a
day of seclusion. The reader will perceive that
these sonnets were supposed to be written when
he was a young man. W. W.
Page 753. At thb Eremite or Upper
Convent of Camaldoli.
Line 1. What aim had they^ the Pair of
Monks. In justice to the Benedictines of Camaldoli, by wbom strangers are so hospitably
entertained, I feel obliged to notice that I saw
among them no otber figure at ali resembling, in
size and complexion, the two monks described
in this Sonnet. What was their office, or the motive which brought them to this place of mortification, which they could not have approached
without being carried in this or some otber way,
a feeling of delicacy prevented me from inquiring. An account has before been given of
tbe hermitage they were about to enter. It
was visited by us towards the end of the month
of May; yet snow was lying thick under the
pme-trees, within a few yards of the gate.
W. W.
Page 753. At Vallombrosa.
Milton visited Italy in 1638.
The name of Milton is pleasingly conneeted
witb Vallombrosa in many waya. The pride
witb which the monk, without any previous
question from me, pointed out bis residence, I
^all not readily forget. It may be proper here
to defend the poet from a charge which has
been brought against him, in respect tothe passage in * Paradise Lost,* where this place is
mentioned. It is said, that he has erred in
speaking of the trees there being deciduous,
whereas they are, in fact^ pines. The faultfinders are themselves mistaken; the natural
woods of the region of Vallombrosa are deciduous, and spread to a great extent; those near
the convent are, indeed, mostly pines ; but they
are avenues of trees planted within a few steps
of each otber, and thus composing large tracts
of wood; plots of which are períodically cut

down. The appearance of those narrow avenues,
upon steep slopes open to the sky, on accoimt of
the height which the trees attain by being
forced to grow upwards, is often very impressive. My guide, a boy of about fourteen years
old, pointed this out to me in several places."
W. W.
1838
Page 761. '^Blest Statesman He."
Line 14.
Ali change is perilous, and ali chance unsound.'*
W. W.
1839
This year Wordsworth received the degree of
D. C. L. at Oxford.
Page 761. Sonnets upon the Punishment
of Death.
These were occasioned by the general discussion in England in 1836-7 in regard to abolishing the death penalty in ali cases excepting
murderand treason. Wordsworth's ideais, while
conservative, in many respects were in advance
of his time.
In 1841 Wordsworth wrote to Sir Henry Taylor as foUows: You and Mr. Lockhart have
been very kind in taking so much trouble about
the sonnets. 1 have altered them as well as I
could to meet your wishes, and trust that you
will find them improved, as I am sure they are
where I have adopted your own words."
1840
Page 764. Sonnets on a Portrait of I. F.
This year is memorable from the fact that
Miss Fenwick came to Rydal to live. To her
interest in Wordsworth as poet and man we are
indebted for the autobiographical notes prefixed
to the poems of this volume. They were dictated to her by the poet and are known as the
Fenwick Notes." Sbe once said to Sir Henry
Taylor: " I would be content to be a servant in
the house to hear his wisdom." It was natural
that the first two sonnets of this year should be
a tribute to Miss Fenwick, The lower terrace
at Rydal was cut by tbe poet for her.
Page 765. PooR Robin.
The Poor Robin is the small wild geranium
known by that name. W. W.
The hope expressed in the Fenwick note and
the poem itself has been reverenced ^ those who
have had the care of Rydal since Wordsworth
left it; it has lost none of its beauty or charm.
Page 765. On a Portrait of the Duke
OF WELLINGTON UPON THE FlELD OF WATERLOO, BY HaYDON.
Sept. 4, 1840, Haydon wrítes in his Journal,
" I heard from dear Wordsworth with a glorious
sonnet * On the Duke and Copenhagen,' "
This picture used to hang on the staircase near
the cuckoo clock at Rydal. See ** On the Field
of Waterloo."

çoS

NOTES

1841
Page 766. To A Painter.
Misa Margaret Gillies painted five portraits
of Wordsworth on ivory. One of these was so
pleasing to the family that it was reproduced
with Mrs. Wordsworth at the poet*s side. It
is to her portrait that the two sonnets of this
year refer,
Line 10. that inward eye. See "The DafPodils," note, and the other poems onMrs. Wordsworth : *' She was a Phantom of delight," " O
dearer far than life and light are dear," " Let
other bards of angels sing," **Such age how
beautifnl! O Lady bright," " What heavenly
smiles! O Lady mine," " In trellised shed with
clustering roses gay."
"In a letter of Wordsworth to his daughter
(printed in the Cornhill Magazine^ March,
1893) he writes of this and the foUowing poem:
* Dearest Dora, Your mother tells me she
shrinks from copies being spread of these sonnets ; she does not wish one, at any rate, to be
given to Miss Gillies, for that, without blame
to jVIíss G., would be like advertising them. I
assure you her modesty and humble-raindedness
were so much shoeked, that I doubt if she had
more pleasure than pain from these compositions tnough I never poured out anything more
from the heart.' " — I)owden.
It is interesting to note that (in June, 1841)
when Wordsworth was receiving honor at home
and abroad for the great fight he had fought,
Carlyle wrote a letter to Browning (just published), regarding "Sordello" and "Pippa
Passes,'' in which he lays down the following
distinctive doctrine for which Wordsworth had
contended both in verse and prose. " Unless
poetie faculty means a higher power of common
understanding, I know not what it means.
One mast first take a true intellectual representation of a thing before any poetie interest that
is true will supervene."
1842
This year Wordsworth was granted £300 for
the Civil List for distinguished service in the
cause of literature.
Page 766. "When Severn^s Swekping
Flood," etc.
"The occasion of this sonnet was a bazaar
held in Cardiff Castle to aid in building a new
church on the site of one destroyed by floods
two hundred years before." — Knight.
Page 769. Miscellaneous Sonnets.
Sonnet i. A Poet! — lie hatk put his heart
to sckool. In the first four verses of this sonnet Wordsworth reveals something of the
method of the poets of the Restoration, who, as
Keats says, taught that to write poetry was
" to smootli, ínlay, and clip and ôt.
easy was the task,
Â hundred handicraftsmen wore the mask
Of Poesy."
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It was against such a perversion of art that
Wordsworth did battle even to the last ; he insisted tlmt art was the product of the whole
nature, intellect, sensibiíity, and will, aglow
with a lofty spiritual imagination.
Sonnet vii. Men of the Western World^ etc.
These lines were written several years ago,
when reports prevailed of cruelties committed
in many parts of America, by men making a
law of their own passions. A far more formidable, as being a more deliberate mischief, has
appeared among those States, which have lately
broken faith with the public creditor in a mauner so infamous. I cannot, however, but look
at both evils under a similar relation to inherent good, and hope that the time is not distant
when our brethren of the West will wipe off
this stain from their name and nation.
Additiokál Note
I am happy to add that this anticipation is
already partly realised; and that the reproach
addressed to the Pennsylvanians in the sonnet
on page 784 is no longer applicable to them. I
trust that those other States to which it may
yet apply will soon foUow the example now set
them by Philadelphia, and redeem their credit
with the world. —1850. W. W.
Page 771. The Poetas Dream.
Line 28. Chapei Oak of Allonville. Among
ancient Trees there are few, I believe, at least
in France, so worthy of attention as an Oak
which may be seen in the " Pays de Caux,"
about a league from Yvetot, dose to the church,
and in the burial-ground of Allonville.
The height of this Tree does not answer to
its girth ; the trunk, from the roots to the summit, forms a complete cone ; and the inside of
this cone is hollow throughout the whole of its
height.
Such is the Oak of Allonville in its state of
nature. The hand of Man, however, has endeavoured to impress upon it a character still
more interesting, by ádding a religious feeling
to the respect which its age naturally inspires.
The lower part of its hollow trunk has been
transformed into a Chapei of six or seven feet
in diameter, carefuUy wainscoted and paved,
and an open iron gate guards the humble Sanctuary.
Leading to it there is a staircase, which
twists round the body of the Tree. At certain
seasons of the year, divine service is performed
in this Chapei.
The summit has been broken off many
years, but there is a surface at the top of the
trunk, of the diameter of a very large tree,
and from it rises a pointed roof, covered with
slates, in the form of a steeple, which is surmounted with an iron Cross, that rises in a picturesque manner from the middle of the leaves,
like an ancient hermitage above the surrounding Wood.
Over the entrance to the Chapei an Inscription appears, which informs us it was erected
by the Abbé du Détroit, Curate of Allonville
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in the year 1696; and over a door is another,
dedicating it To our Lady of Peace."
Vide No. 14, Saturday Magazine. W. W.
Page 774. Aikey-Forcb Valley.
Near Lyidpli's Tower, Uilswater, See'*The
Somnambulist," note, and
wandered lonely
as a cloud." The Natural Trust for preserving
places of historie interest in England has recently (1904) called for subscriptions that this
section " of over 700 acres with one mile of
frontage to the Lake, rights of fishing, and boating, the deer forest, the woods and the waterfall
may be obtained as a natural possession."
Page 776. Wansfell.
Wansfell, the Fell of Woden, lies to the
southwest of Rydal above Ambleside.
1843
This year Wordsworth was appointed Poet
Laureate.
Page 776. Grace Darling.
Grace Darling with her f ather, the lighthousekeeper at Longstone on the Northumbrian
coast, rescued nine survivors from the wreck of
the steamship Forfarshire, Sept. 7,1838.
Line 27. CuthberVs celL Cuthbert carne from
Melrose to Lindisfarne.
Page 778. " While Beams of Obient
Light shoot Wide and High."
Line 2. rural Town, Ambleside.
Page 778, To the Rev. Christopheb
Wordsworth, D. D.
The poet'3 nephew,
Page 778. Inscription for a Monumekt.
This monument was erected in the Church of
St. Kentigem, Crosthwaite, Keswick, in memory of Robert Southey. It stands on the east
^nd of the altar tomb.
Lines 16,17. Buthe^ etc. These lines were
changed by Wordsworth after they were cut on
the monument. One can recognize this byrunning the fingers over t-hem.
1844
Page 778. On the Projected Kendal
AND WiNDERMERE RaILWAY.
The degree and kind of attachment which
many of the yeomanry feel to their small inheritances can scarcely be over-rated. Near the
house of one of them stands a magnificent tree,
which a neighbour of the man advised hira to
fell for profit's sake. Fell it! " exclaimed the
yeoman,
had rather fali on ray knees and
worship it." It happens, I believe, that the
intended railw^ would pass through this little
property, and 1 hope that an apology for the
answer will not be thought necessary by one who
enters into the strength of the feeling. W. W.
Wordsworth sent this sonnet to Gladstone

with a letter calling his attention to the desecrating project."
That Wordsworth's spirit is still potent to
save the Lakes for " Nature and Mankind," is
evidenced by the work of the Lake District
Defence Society, which has prevented the promoters from invading Borrowdale, Buttermere,
and Braithwaite. In this good work it has had
substantial aid from Fngland, from across the
Border, and from America. Many dalesmen
may be found on the Lakes as loyal to its
beauties as was that one referred to by the poet
himself. So long as this feeling prevails Mr.
Ruskin's prophecy that there would in time be
built '*A railway for Cook's excursion trains
up Scaw Fell, another up Helvellyn, and a
third up Skiddaw with a circular tour to connect
ali three branches," will not become true.
Line 9. Orrest-head, The height north of
Windermere, back of Elleray, the home of
Christopher North, from which there is a magnificent view of Windermere and its surroundings.
Page 779. At Furness Abbey.
The tourist visiting the Lakes from the
south should enter by Furness, where he will
ând the sentiment of the sonnet still splendidly
realized. Furness is now the property of the
Duke of Devonshire.
1845
Early in this year Wordsworth was summoned
to attend a State Bali in London. He complied, and " wore Rogers' clothing, buckles,
and stockings, and Davy's sword," says Haydon.
Page 779. "Forth from a Jütting
Ridge," etc.
This rock may be easily found by turning to
the left at the lughest point of the middle road,
**Bit-by-Bit Reform," on White Moss Common, as one goes from Rydalj or on the right
of the coach road, ** Radical Reform," not far
from the ** fir grove." They are now surrounded
with thick shrubbery, but are "heath-clad"
still.
Page 780. The Westmoreland Gibl.
The scene of this poem is on the western side
of Grasmere Lake, at the right of the road
leading to Red Bank, where the brook descends
from Silver How. The cottage known as Wyke
Cottage still stands.
Page 784. " So Fair, so Sweet."
The circumstance which gave rise to this
poem was a walk in July, 1844, from Windermere, by Rydal and Grasmere, to Loughrigg
Tarn, made by Wordsworth in company with
J. C. Hare, Sir William Hamilton, Prof. Butler, and others. One of the party writes of it as
follows: —
When we reached the side of LoughriggTam
the loveliness of the scene arrested our steps

NOTES
and fixed our gaze. Whenthe Poetas eyes were
satísfíed with their feast on tlie beauties familiar to them, they sought relief in search, to
them a happy vital habit, for new beauty in
the flower-enamelled turf at his feet. There
his attention was arrested by a fair smooth
stone, of the size of an ostrich's egg, seeiuing to
imbed at its centre, and at the same time to display a dark star-shaped fóssil of most distinct
outline. Upon closer inspection this proved to be
the shadow of a daisy projected upon it, The
Poet drew the attention of the rest of the party
to the minute but beautiful phenomenon, and
gave expression at the time to thoughts suggested by it, which so interested Professor Butler that he plucked the tiny flower, and, saying
that ^it should be not only the theme but
the memorial of the thought they had heard,'
bestowed it somewhere for preservation." —
Knight.
Ruskin says of the first six lines: ** This is a
little bit of good, downright, foreground painting and no mistake about it, daisy, and shade,
and stone texture and ali. Our painters must
come to this before they have done their duty."
— Modern Painters^ \o\. i. part ii., section ii.,
chapter vii,
Prof. Dowden thinks this was composed between 1835 and 1842.
1S46
Page 786. " Why should wk weep ? " etc.
This sonnet refers to the poefs grandson,
who died in Home, 1846.
Page 786. "Wheke lies the Tbüth?"
ETC.
"This sonnet was occasioned by the death of
the grandson alluded to in the previous sonnet;
the illness of his brother Christopher, and of
another grandson John, son of his brother
Richard.'' — Knight.
Page 787. To Lucca Giordano.
The picture which sug^ested this scnnet used
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to hang on the staircase at Hydal. It was
brought from Italy by the poefs eldest son.
1847
Page 788. Ode on the Installation of
His Royal Highness.
Wordsworth's beloved daughter Dora was
taken ill early in this year, and when he was
anxious over her condition he was requested to
write the ode on the installation of the Prince
Consort as Chancellor of the Uniyersity of
Cambridge. He accepted the invitation, but
was not able to complete the workjand was
assisted by his nephew Christopher. Dora died
in July and the poet wrote, Our sorrow is for
life, but God's will be done! " He never again
retouched his harp.
Wordsworth has laboured long; if forhimself, yet more for men, and over ali I trust
for God. Will he ever be the bearer of evil
thoughts to any mind ? Glory is gathering
round his later years on earth, and his later
works especially indicate the spiritual ripening
of his noble soul." — W. E. Gladstone. Morley's Life of Gladstone^ vol. i. p. 136.
Hon. George F. Hoar, reviewing Wordsworth's relation to righteousness and liberty as
wrought out in the conduct of states, says:
"The influence of William Wordsworth, — it
is the greatest power for justice, and righteousness, and libertj^ that has been on the planet
since Milton. The knights, the good and
brave champions of freedom, as they take upon
their lips the vows of consecration, bathe themselves in Wordsworth as in a pure and clear fountain. The love of liberty under law, the loftiest
political philosophy, snowy purity of life, sympathy with every human sorrow, breathe from
every Une Wordsworth ever wrote, until at the
age of eighty the mighty power passed from
the earth, and,
The man from God sent forth,
Did yet again to God retum.'
International Monthly^ October, 1900.
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INDEX TO THE FIRST LINES
A BARKIKG sound the Shepherd hears, 320.
A Book carne forth of late, called Peter Bell,
574.
A bright-haired company of youthful slaves,
607.
Abruptly paused the strife ; — the field throughout, 550.
A dark plume fetch me from yon hlasted yew,
597.
Adieu, Rydalian Laurels I that have grown, 706.
Advance — come forth from thy Tyrolean
ground, 383.
Aerial Kock — whose solitary brow, 568.
A famous man is Robin Hoo^ 300.
Affectiona lose their object; Time brings forth,
788.
A flock of sheep that leisurely pass by, 350.
A genial hearth, a hospitable board, 628.
Age 1 twine thybrows withfreshspringflowers,
302.
Ah, think how one compelled for life to abide,
763.
A humming bee — a littie tinkiing ríH, 435.
Ah, when the Body, round which in love we
clung, 609.
Ah! where is Palafox ? Nor tongue nor pen, 386.
Ah why deceive ourselves I by no mere fit, 757.
Aid, glorious Martyrs, from your âelds of light,
621.
Alas ! what boots the long laborious quest, 383.
A littie onward lend thy guiding hand, 555.
AH praise the Likeness by thy skill portrayed,
•766.
A love-lom Maid, at some far-distant time, 598.
Ambition — following down this far - famed
slope, 586.
Amid a fertUe region green with wood, 693.
Amid the smoke of cities did you pass, 248.
Amid this dance of objects sadness steals, 577.
Among a grave fratemity of Monks, 730.
Among ali lovely things my Love had been, 277.
Among the dwellers in the silent fields, 776.
Among the dwellings framed by birds, 701.
Among the mountains "were we nursed, loved
Stream, 570.
A month, sweet Little-ones, is past, 357.
An age hath been when Earth was proud, 558.
A narrow girdle of rough stones and crags, 249.
And has the Sunhis flaming chariot driven, 1.
And is it amo^ rude untutored Dales, 384.
And is this — xarrow ? — This the Stream, 533.
And, not in vain embodied to the sight, 615.
And shall, the Pontiff asks, profaneness flow,
612.
And what is Penance with her knotted thong,
618.
And what melodious sounds at times prevail,
615.

An Orpheus! an Orpheus I yes, Faith may grow
bold, 344.
Another year I — another deadly blow, 352.
A pen — to register ; a key, 635.
A Pilgrim, when the summer day, 564.
A plague on your languages, German and Korse,
122.
A pleasant mnsie fioats along the Mere, 611.
A Poet! — He hath put his heart to school, 769.
A point of life between my Parenfs dust, 707.
Army of Clouds! ye wingèdHost in troops, 774.
A Rock there is whose homely front, 684.
A Roman Master stands on Grecian ground, 387.
Around a wild and woo^ hill, 579.
Arran I a single-crested TenerifPe, 715.
Art thou a Statist in the van, 113.
Art thou the bird whom Man loves best, 278.
As faith thus sanctifíed the warrior's crest, 615.
A simple Child, 73.
As indignation mastered grief, my tongue, 757.
As leaves are to the tree whereon they grow,
758.
A slumber did my spirit seal, 113.
As often as I murmur here, 681.
As star that shines dependent upon star, 628.
As the cold aspect of a sunless way, 569.
A Stream, to mingle with your favourite Dee,
640.
A sudden conflict rises from the swell, 626.
As, when a storm hath ceased, the birds regain,
606.
As with the Stream our voyage we pursue, 613.
At early dawn, or rather when the air, 568.
A Traveller on the skirt of Sarum's Plain, 20.
A trouble, not of clouds, or weeping rain, 687.
At the comer of Wood Street, when daylight
appears, 70.
Avaunt ali specious pliancy of mind, 388.
A voice, from long-expecting thousands sent,
626.
•
A volant Tribe of Bards on earth are found, 637.
Avon— a precious, an immortal name, 693.
A weight of awe not easy to be bome, 721.
A whirl-blast from behind the hill, 82.
A wingèd Goddess—clothed in vesture wrought,
576.
A youth too certain of his power to wade, 712.
Bard of the Fleece, whose skilful geniusmade,
540.
Beaumont! it was thy wish that I sliould rear,
319.
Before I see another day, 84.
Before the world had past her time of youth,
763.
Begone, thou fond presumptuous Elf, 251.
Beguiled into foi^etfulness of care, 728.
Behold an emblem of our human mind, 788.
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Behold a pupil o£ the monkish gown, 610.
Behold her, single in the field, 298.
Behold, within the leafy shade, 262.
Beloved Vale I I said, when I shall con, 347.
Beneath the conoave o£ an April sky, 556.
Beneath these fruit-tree boughs that shed, 292.
Beneath yon eastern ridge, the craggy bound,
400.
Be this the chosen site, the virgin sod, 633.
Between two sister luoorland rills, 117.
Bishopsand Priests, blessèd are ye, if deep, 628.
Black Demons hoveringf o'er his mitred head,
613.
Bleak season was it, turhulent and wild, 123.
Blest is this Isle — our native Land, 636.
Blest Statesman He, whose Mind's unselfish
will, 761.
Bold words affirmed, in days when faith was
strone, 711.
Brave Schill ! by death delivered, take thy
flight, 385.
Bright Flower! whose home is everywhere, 292.
Bright was the summer^s noon when quiekening steps, 146.
Broken in fortune, but in mind entire, 713.
Brook and road, 109.
Brook ! whose society the Poet seeks, 541.
Brugès I saw attired with golden light, 576.
But Cytherea, studious to invent, 552.
But here no cannon thunders to the gale, 601.
But liberty, and triumphs on the Main, 633.
But, to outweigh ali harm, the sacred Book,
620.
But, to reraote Northumbria'a royal Hall, 608.
But what if One, through grove or flowery
mead, 610.
But whence came they who for the Saviour
Lord, 616.
By a blest Husband guided, Mary came, 738.
By antique Fancy triramed — though lowly,
bred, 581.
By Art's bold privilege Warrior and War-horse
stand, 766.
By chain yet stronger must the Soul be tied,
630.
By Moscow self-devoted to a blaze, 550.
By playful smiles (alas, too oft, 642.
Byjuch exaraples moved to unbought pains,
610.
By their floating mill, 343.
By vain affections nnenthralled, 642.
Call not the royal Swede unfortunate, 385.
Calm as an under-current, strong to draw, 626.
Calm is ali nature as a resting wheel, 3.
Calm is the fragrant air, and loth to lose, 697.
Calyert! it must not be unheard by them, 351.
Change me, some God, into that breathing rose,
595.
Chatsworth! thy stately mansion, and the pride,
684.
Child of loud - throated War! the mountain
Stream, 299.
Child of the clouds! remote from every taint,
594.
Clarksonl it was an obstinate hill to climb,
356.

Closing the sacred Book which long has fed.
631.
Clouds, lingering ye^ extend in solid bars, 348.
Coldly we spake. The Saxons, overpowered,
612.
Come ye — who, if (which Heaven avert 1) the
Land, 308.
Companion I by whose buoyant Spirit cheered,
741.
Complacent Fictions were they, yet the same,
749.
Dark and more dark the shades of evening fell,
288.
Darkness surrounds us ; seeking, we are lost,
605.
Days passed—and Monte Calvo would not clear,
750.
Days undeíiled by luxury or sloth, 784.
Dear be the Church, that, watching o'er the
needs, 629.
Dear Child of Nature, let them rail, 327.
Dear fellow-travellers! think not that the Muse,
575.
Dear native regions, I foretell, 2.
Dear Reliques! from a pit of vilest mould, 552.
Dear to the Loves, and to the Graces vowed,
708.
Deep is the lamentation! Not alone, 619.
Degenerate Douglas I oh, the unworthy Lord,
301.
Departed Child ! I could forget thee once, 391.
Departing summer hath assumed, 572.
Deplorable his lot who tills the ^ound, 614.
Desire we past illusions to recalí, 712.
Desponding Fathcr I mark this altered bough,
739.
Despond who will — I heard a voice exclaim,
714.
Destined to war from very infancy, 390.
Did pangs of grief for lenient time too keen,
713.
Discourse was deemed Man's noblest attribute,
787.
Dishonoured Rock and Kuin! that, by law,
690.
Dogmatie Teachers, of the snow-white fur, 573.
Doomed as we are our native dust, 579.
Doubling and doubling with laborious walk,
691.
Down a swift Stream, thus far, a bold design,
627.
Dread hour! when, upheaved by war's sulphurous blast, 582.
Driven in by Autumn's sharpening air, 727.
Earth has not anything to show more fair, 284,
Eden! till now thy beauty had I viewed, 719.
Emperors and Kings, how oft have temples
rung, 551.
England! the time is come when thou should^st
wean, 307.
Enlightened Teacher, gladly from thy hand,
778.
Enough I for see, with dim association, 616.
Enough of climbing toil I — Ambition treads,
559.
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£nough of garlands, of the Arcadian crook, 691.
Eiiough of rose-bud lips, and eyes, 672.
Ere the Brothers through the gateway, 342.
Ere with cold beads of midnight dew, 643.
Ere yet our course was g^raced with social trees,
595.
Eternal Lord í eased of a cumbrous load, 756.
Ethereal minstrel! pilgrim of the sky, 643.
Even as a dragon's eye that feels the stress, 540.
Even as a river, — partly (it might seem), 187.
Even so for me a Vision sanctifíed, 741.
Even such the contrast that, where'er we move,
623.
Even while I speak, the sacred roofs of France,
632.
Escuse is needless when with love sincere, 649.
Failing impartial measure to dispense, 760.
Fair EUen irwin, when she sate, 258.
Fair Lady! can I sing of flowers, 781.
Fair Land<! Thee ali men greet with joy; how
few, 757.
Fair Prime of life ! were it enough to gild, 650.
Fair Star of evening, Splendour of the west,
284.
Falien, and diffused into a shapeless heap, 600.
Fame tells of groves — from England far away,
575.
Fancy, who leads the pastimes of the glad, 653,
Farewell, deep Valley, with thy one rude House,
464.
Farewell, thou little nook of mountain-ground,
283. •
Far from my dearest friend, 't is mine to rove, 3.
Far from our home by Grasmere's quiet Lake,
395.
Father ! to God himself we cannot give, 629.
Fear hath a hundred eyes that ali agree, 623.
Feel for the "wrongs to universal ken, 769.
Festivais have I seen that were not names, 285.
Fit retribution, by the moral code, 763.
Five years have past; five summers, with the
length, 91.
Flattered with promise of escape, 668.
Fly, some kind Harbinger, to Grasmere-dale,
303.
Fond words have oft been spoken to thee, Sleep,
350. ^
For action born, existing to be tried, 751.
Forbear to deem the Chronicler unwise, 749.
For ever haÜowed be this morning fair, 607.
For gentlest uses, oft-times Nature takes, 580.
Forgive, illustrious Country I these deep sighs,
750.
Forth from a jutting ridge, around whose base,
779.
For thirst of power that Heaven disowns, 788.
Forth rushed from Envy sprung and Self-conceit, 761.
For what contend the wise ? — for nothing less,
620.
Four fiery steeds impatient of the rein, 740.
From Bolton's old monastic tower, 362.
From early youth I ploughed the restless Main,
713.
From false assumption rose, and, fondlyhailed,
614.
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From Little down to Least, in due degree, 629»
From low to high doth dissolution climb, 632.
From Nature doth emotion come, and moods,
212.
From Rite and Ordinance abused they fled, 627.
From Stirling Castle we had seen, 301.
From that time forth, Authority in France,
202.
From the Baptismal hour, thro' weal and woe,
631.
From the dark chambers of dejection freed,
534.
From the fierce aspect of this River, throwing»
578.
From the Pier's head, musing, and with increase, 590.
From this deep chasm, where quivering sunbeams play, 597.
Frowns are on every Muse's face, 648.
Furl we the sails, and pass with tardy oars, 615.
Genius of Raphael I if thy wings, 659.
Giordano, verily thy Pencil's skill, 787.
Glad sight wherever new -with old, 782.
Glide gently, thus for efer glide, 9.
Glory to God ! and to the Power whocame, 635.
Go back to antique ages, if thine eyes, 653.
Go, f aithf ul Portrait I and where long hath knelt,
700.
Grant, that by this unsparing hurricane, 620.
Grateful is Sleep, my life in stone bound fast,
350.
Great men have been among us; hands that
penned, 287.
Greta, what fearful listening! when huge stones,
707.
Grief, thou hast lost an ever-ready friend, 750.
Grieve for the Man who hither came bereft, 753.^
Had this effulgence disappeared, 566.
Hail, orient Conqueror of gloomy Night, 541.
Hail to the crown by Freedom shaped — to
gird, 477.
Hail to the fíelds — with Dwellings sprinkled
over, 596.
Hail, Twilight, sovereign of one peaceful hour,,
539.
Hail, Virgin Queen I o'er many an envious bar,.
622.
Hail, Zaragoza! If with unwet eye, 384.
Happy the feeling from the bosom thrown, 649.
Hard task! exclaim the undisciplined, to lean,
758.
Hark I 't is the Thrush, undaunted, undeprest,.
759.
Harmonious Powers with Nature work, 768.
Harp I couldst thou venture, on thy boldest
string, 624.
Hast thou seen, with flash incessant, 566.
Hast thou then survived, 315.
Haydon! let worthier judges praise the skill,,
698.
Here closed the Tenant of that lonely vale, 448,
Here Man more purely lives, less oft doth fali,
614.
Here, on our native soil, we breathe once more,
286.
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Here on their knees men swore; the stones
were black, 718,
Here pause ; the poetclaims at least thispraise,
393.
Here stood an Oak, that longhadborne affixed,
694.
Here, where, of havoc tired and rash undoing,
779.
Her eyes are wild, her head is bare, 79.
Her only pilot the soft breeze, the boat, 649.
High bliss is only for a higher state," 647.
High deeds, O Germans, are to come írom you,
356.
High in the breathless hall the Minstrel sate,
359.
High is our calling, Friend I — Creative Art,
534.
High on a broad unfertile tract of forest-skirted
Down, 771.
High on her speculative tower, 584.
His simple truths did Andrew glean, 252.
Holy and heavenly Spirits as they are, 622,
Homeward we tum. Isle of Columba's Cell,
718.
Hope rules a land for êver green, 657.
Hope smiled when your nativity was cast, 717.
Hopes, what are they ? — Beads of moming, 565.
How art thou named? In search of what
strange land, 640.
How beautiful the Queen of Night, on high,
787.
How beautifnl, when up a loftv height, 773.
How beautiful your presence, how benign, 609.
How blest the Maid whose heart — yet free,
585.
How clear, how keen, howmarvellouslybright,
538.
How disappeared he ? Ask the newt and toad,
692.
How fast the Marian death-list is unrolled, 621.
How profitless the relics that we cull, 695.
How richly glows the water's breast, 9.
How rich that forehead^s calm expanse, 638.
How sad a welcome ! To each voyager, 717.
How shall I paint thee ? — Be this naked stone,
594.
How soon — alas ! did Man, created purê, 613.
How sweet it is, when mother Fancy rocks,
348.
Humanity, delighting to behold, ^9.
Hunger, and sultry heat, and nipping blast, 388.
I am not One who much or oft delight, 346.
I come, ye little noisy Crew, 114.
I dropped my pen; ^nd listened to the Wind,
382.
If from the public way you turn your steps,
238.
If Life were slumber on a bed of down, 709.
If Nature, for a favourite child, 115.
If there be prophets on whose spirits rest, 605.
If these brief Records, by the Muses' art, 653.
If the whole weight of what we think and feel,
650.
If this great world of joy and pain, 705.
If thou indeed derive thy lignt from Heaven,
700.

If thou in the dear love of some one Friend,
261.
If to Tradition faith be due, 695.
If with old love of you, dear Hills I I share.
759.
I grieved for Baonapartó, with a vain, 282.
I hate that Andrew Jones ; he '11 breed, 259.
I have a boy of five years old, 74.
I heard (alas I 't was only in a dream), 571.
I heard a thousand blended notes, 81.
I know an aged Man constrained to dwell, 786.
I listen — but no faculty of mine, 581.
Imagination — ne'er before content, 544.
I marvel how Nature could ever find space, 260.
I met Louisa in the shade, 326.
Immured in Bothwell's towers, at times the
Brave, 692.
In Brugès town is many a street, 663.
In days of yore how fortunately fared, 423.
In desultory walk through orchard grounds,
767.
In distant countries have I been, 85.
In due obseryance of an ancient rite, 386.
Inland, within a hollow vale, I stood, 287.
Inmate of a mountain-dwelling, 556.
In my mind^s eye a Temple, like a cloud, 652.
In one of those excursions (may they ne'er, 216.
Intent on gathering wool from hedge and brake,
766.
In these fair vales hath many a Tree, 682.
In the sweet shire of Cardigan, 80.
In this still place, remote from men, 298.
In trellised shed with clustering roses»gay, 362.
Intrepid sons of Albion I not by you, 551.
In youth from rock to rock I went, 290.
I rose while yet the cattle, heat-opprest, 600.
I saw a Mother's eye intensely bent, 629.
I saw an aged Beggar in my walk, 93.
I saw far ofE the dark top of a Pine, 748.
I saw the figure of a lovely Maid, 624,
Is Deatkf when evil against good has fought,
762.
I shiver, Spirit fierce and bold, 294.
Is it a reed that 's shaken by the wind, 284.
Is then no nook of English g^round secure, 778.
Is then the final page before me spread, 591.
Is there a power that can sustain andcheer, 386.
Is this, ye Gods, the Capitolian Hill, 748.
I thought of Thee, my partner and my guide,
601.
It is a beauteous evening, calm and free, 285.
It is no Spirit who from Heaven hath flown,
293.
It is not to be thought of that the Flood, 288.
It is the first mild day of March, 82.
I travelled among unknown men, 112.
It seems a day, 111.
It was a beautiful and silent day, 194.
It was a dreary morning when the wheels, 138It was a moral end for which they fought, 384.
It was an April morning: fresh and clear, 247.
I 've watched you now a full half-hour, 278.
I wandered lonely as a cloud, 311.
I was thy neighbour once, thou rugged Pile, 325.
I watch, and long have watched, with calm
regret, 571.
I, who accompanied with faithful pace, 604.
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Jesu í bless our slender Boat, 578.
Jones 1 as from Calais southward you and
285.
Just as tbose ânal words were penned, the sun
broke out in power, 771.
.
Keep for the youiig the impassioned smile, 602.
Lady! a Pen (perhaps with thy regard, 731.
Lady I I rifled a Parnassian Cave^ 574.
Lady I the songs of Spring were 111 the grove,
358.
Lament I for Diocletian's fiery sword, 605.
Lance, shield, and sword relinquished — at his
side, 609.
Last night, without a voice, that Vision spake,
024.
Let other hards of angels sing, 638.
Let thy wlieel-harrow alone, 117.
Let us quit the leafy arhour» 560.
Lie here, without a record of thy worth, 322.
Life with yon Lamhs, like day, is just hegun,
759.
Like a shipwrecked Sailor tost, 7C^.
List, the winds of March are blowing, 702.
List — 't was the Cuckoo. — O with what delight, 751.
List, ye who pass by Lyulph's Tower, 722.
Lo ! in the burning west, the craggy nape, 590.
Lone Flower hemmed in with snows, and white
as they, 569.
Long-fayoured England I be not thou misled,
770.
Long has the dew been dríed on tree and lawn,
749.
Long time have human ignorance and guilt,
207.
Long time hiâ pulse hath ceased to beat, 115.
Lonsdale I it were unworthy of a Guest, 721.
Look at the fate of summer flowers, 639.
Look now on that Adventurer who hath paid,
385.
Lord of the Vale! astounding Flood, 530.
Loud is the Vale I the Voice is up, 352.
Loviug she is, and tractable, though wild, 392.
Lo! where she stands fíxed in a saint-like
trance, 770.
Lo I where the Moon along the sky, 758,
Lowther! in thy majestic Pile are seen, 721.
Lulled by the sound of pastoral bells, sfe).
Lyre Í though such power do in thy magic live,
774.
Man's life is like a Sparrow, mighty King, 608.
Mark how the feathered tenants of the flood,
401.
Mark the concentred hazels that enclose, 540.
Heek Virgin Mother, more benign, 580.
Men of the Western World í in Fate*s dark
book, 770.
Men who have ceased to reverence, soon defy,
623.
Mercy and Love have met thee on thy road,
605.
Methinks that I could trip o'er heaviest soil,
622.
Methinks that to some vacant hermitage, 609.
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Methinks 't were no unprecedented feat, 699.
Methought I saw the footsteps of a throne, 351,
'Mid crowded obelisks and ums, 296.
Mid-noon is past; — upon the sultry mead, 599.
Milton! thou shouldst be living at this hour,
287.
Mine ear has rung, my spirit sunk subdued,
633.
Miserrimus ! and neither name nor date, 669.
Monastic Domes I foUowing my downward way,
632.
Most sweet it is with unuplifted eyes, 724.
Mother I whose virgin bosom was uncrost, 619,
Motions and Means, on land and sea at war,
721.
My f rame hath often trembled with delight, 598.
My heart leaps up when I behold, 277.
Nay, Traveller! rest. This lonely Yew-tree
stands, 31.
Near Anio^s stream, I spied a gentle Dove, 750.
Never enlivened with the liveliest ray, 783^
Next morning Troilus began to clear, 271.
No fiction was it of the antique age, 596.
No more: the end is sudden and abrupt, 695.
No mortal object did these eyes behold, 351.
No record tells of lance opposed to lance, 600.
Nor can I not believe but that hereby, 347.
Nor scom the aid which Fancy oft doth lend,
608.
Nor shall the eternal roU of praise reject, 625.
Nor wants the cause the panic-striking aid, 607.
Not a breath of air, 774.
Not envying Latian shades — if yet they throw,
593.
Not hurled precipitous from steep to steep, 601.
Not in the lucid mtervals of life, 725.
Not in the mines beyond the westem main, 723.
Not, like his great Compeers, indignanây, 578.
Not Love, not War, nor the tumultuous swell,
638.
Not ^mid the world's vain objects that enslave»
382.
Not sedentary ali: there are who roam, 610.
Not seldom, clad in radiant vest, 566.
Not so that Pair whose youthfuí spirits dance,
596.
Not the whole warbling grove, in concert heard,
651.
Not to the clouds, not to the cliff, he flew, 715.
Not to the object specially designed, 762.
Not utterly unworthy to endure, 619.
Not without heavy grief of heart did He, 391.
Now that ali hearts are glad, ali faces bright,
403.
Now that the farewell tear is dried, 583.
Now we are tired of boisterous joy, 303.
Now when the^primrose makes a splendid show,
765.
Nuns fret not at their conventos narrow room,
346.
Oak of Guemica I Tree of holier power, 387.
O blithe New-comer I I have heard, 310.
O dearer far than light and life are dear, 638.
0'er the wide earth, on mountain and on plain,
384.
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O^erweening Statesmen have fuU long relied, Pause, courteous Spirit 1 — Balbi suppUcates.
388.
391.
O Flower of ali that springs from geiitle blood, Pause, Traveller I whosoe'er thou be, 565.
390.
Pelion and Ossa flourish side by side, 262.
Of mortal parents is the Hero bom, 383.
. People I your chains are severing link by link.
689.
O Friend! 1 know not which way 1 must look,
287.
Perhaps some needful service of the State, 389.
Oft have I caught, upon a fítful breeze, 715.
Pleasures newly found are sweet, 280.
Oft haye 1 seen, ere Time had ploughed my Portentous change when History can appear,
cheelc
769.
Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray, 118.
Praised be the Art whose subtle power could
Oft is the medal faithful to its trust, 400.
stay, 399.
Oft, through thy fair domains, illustrious peer, Praised be the Rivers, from their mountain
410.
springs, 616.
O for a dirge I But why complain, 041.
Prejudged by foes determined not to spare, 624.
O for the help of Aogels to complete, 577.
Presentiments I they judge not right, 682,
O gentle Sleep I do they belong to thee, 349.
Prompt transformation works the novel Lore,
O nappy time of youthful lovers (thus, 327.
608.
Oh, for a kindling touch from thy pure flame, Proud were ye, Mountains, when, in times of
551.
old, 779.
Oh! pleasant exercise of hope and joy, 340.
Pure element of waters 1 wheresoe'er, 567.
Oh there is blessing in this gentle breeze, 124.
Oh, what a Wreck ! how changed in mien and Queen of the stars I so gentle, so benign, 733.
speech, 760.
Oh 1 what 's the matter ? what 's the matter, Ranging the heights of Scawfell or Black77.
comb, 711.
O Life I without thy chequered acene, 579.
Rapt above earth by power of one fair face,
O Lord, onr Lord 1 how wondrousíy (quoth
756.
she), 263.
Realms quake by turns: proud Arbitress of
O mountain Stream 1 the Shepherd and his Cot,
grace, 613.
597.
Record we too, with just and faithful pen, 614.
Once did She hold the gorgeous east in fee, 285. Redoubted King, of courage leonine, 612.
Once I could hail (howe'er serene the sky), 645. Reluctant call it was; the rite delayed, 699.
Once in a lonely hamlet I sojoumed, 276.
Rest, rest, perturbèd Earth, 546.
Once more the Church is seized with sudden Retum, Content I for fondly I pursued, 599.
fear, 617.
Rise ! —they have risen; of brave Aneurin ask,
Once on the top of TynwaWs formal mound,
606.
714.
Rotha, my Spiritual Child! this head was grey,
652,
Once to the verge of yon steep barrier came,
222. ^
Rude is this Edifice, and thou hast seen, 261.
One might believe that natural miseries, 306.
Bne morning (raw it was and wet, 274.
Sacred Religion! mother of form and fear.
598.
ne who was suffering tumult in his soul, 567.
Sad thoughts, avaunt I partake we their blithe
On his morning rounds the Master, 321,
cheer, 599.
O Nightingale í thou surely art, 3^.
On, loitering Muse — the swif t Stream chides us Said Secrecy to Cowardice and Fraud, 740.
— on, 596.
Say, what is Honour ? — 'T is the finest sense,
On Nature's invitation do we come, 123.
385.
O now that the genius of Bewick were mine, Say, ye far-travelled clouds, far-seeing hills,
259.
688.
On to lona ! — What can she afPord, 717.
Scattering, like birds escaped the fowler's net,
Open your gates, ye everlastíng. Piles, 6M.
622.
O thou who movest onward with a mind, 289.
Scom not the Sonnet: Critic, you have frowned,
O thou I whose fancies from afar are brought,
650.
290.
Screams round the Arch-druid's brow the seaOur bodily life, some plead, that life the shrine,
mew — white, 605.
763.
Seek who will delight in fable, 780.
Our walk was far among the ancient trees, 250. See the Condemned alone within his cell. 764.
Outstretching flame-ward his upbraided hand, See what gay wild flowers deck this eartn-built
621,
Cot, 692.
See, where hisdifBcult way that Old Man wins,
Pansies, lilies, kingcups, daisies, 279,
756.
Part fenced by man, part by a rugged steep, Serene, and fitted to embrace, 527.
688.
Serving no haughty Muse, my hands have here,
Pastor and Patriot I — at whose bidding rise,
761.
708.
Seven Daughters had Lord Archibald, 314.
Patriots informed with Apostolic light, 627.
Shade of Caractacus, if spirits love, 776.
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Shame on this faithless heart 1 that could allow, 575.
She dwelt among the untrodden ways, 112.
She had a tall man's height or more, 275.
She was a Phantom of delight, 311.
Shout, for a mig-hty Victory is won, 308.
Show me the noblest Youth of present time,
654.
Shnn not this Rite, neglected, yea abhorred, 631.
Since risen from ocean, oceati to defy, 714.
Six chang-eful years have vanished since I first,
169.
Siz months to six years added he remained, 741.
Six thousand veterans practised in war's game,
308.
Small service is true service while it lasts, 731.
Smile of the Moon I — for so I name, 562.
So fair, so sweet, withali so sensitive, 784.
Soft as a cloud is yon blue ridge — the Mere,
726.
Sole listener, Duddon! to the breeze that played,
594.
Son of my buried Son, while thus thy hand,
760. ^
Soon did the Almighty Giver of ali rest, 398.
Spade I with which Wilkinson hath tilled his
lands, 317.
Stay, bold Adventurer; rest awhile thy limbs,
402.
Stay, little cheerful Robin! stay, 768.
Stay near me — do not take thy flight, 276.
Stem Daughter of the Voice of God, 319.
Strange fits of passion have I known, 112.
Strangerl this hillock of mis-shapen stones,
261.
Stretched on the dying Mother's lap, lies dead,
720.
Such age how beautiful! O Lady bright, 652.
Such fruitle^. questions may not long beguile,
597.
Surprised by joy — impatient as the Wind, 541.
Sweet Flower ! belike one day to have, 325.
Sweet Highland Girl, a very shower, 297.
Sweet is the holiness of Youth — so felt, 620.
Swiftly turn the murmuring wheel, 401.
Sylph was it ? or a Bird more bright, 698.
Take, eradled Nursling of the mountain, take,
594.
Tax not the royal Saint with vain expense, 634.
Tell me, ye Zephyrs I that unfold, 639.
Tenderly do we feel by Nature's law, 762.
Thanks for the lessons of this Spot — fit school.
716.
That happy gleam of vemal eyes, 659.
That heresies should strike (if truth be scanned,
606.^
That is work of waste and ruin, 279.
That way look, my Infant, Io, 316.
The Baptist might have been ordained to cry,
755.
The Bard — whose soul is meek as dawning
day, 551.
The captive Bird was gone: — to eliff or moor,
715.
The cattle crowding round this beverage clear,
708.

The cock is crowing, 278.
The Crescent-moon, the Star of Love, 768.
The Danish Conqueror, on his royal chair, 554.
The days are cola, the nights are long, 331.
The dew was falling fast, the stars began to
blink, 246.
The embowering rose, the acacia, and the pine,
399.
The encircling ground in native turf arrayed,
633.
The fairest, brightest hues of ether fade, 539.
The feudal Keep, the bastions of Cohom, 712.
The fíelds which with covetous spirit we sold,
313.
The âoods are roused, and will not soon be
weary, 720.
The forest huge of ancient Caledon, 693.
The formal World relaxes her cold chain, 764.
The gallant Youth, who may have gained, 686.
The gentlest Poet, with free thoughts endowed,
785.
The gentlest Shade that walked Elysian plains,
294.
The God of Love — aA, benedicite ! 266.
The imperial Consort of the Fairy-king, 568.
The imperial Stature, the colossal stride, 651.
The Kirk of Ulpha to the pilgrim's eye, 601.
The Knight had ridden down from Wensley
Moor, 253.
The Land we from our fathers had in trust,
383.
The leaves that rustled on this oak-K:rowned
hiU, 726.
The leaves were fading when to Esthwaite^s
banks, 159.
The linnet^s warble, sinking towards a dose,
725.
The little hedgerow birds, 96.
The lovely Nun (submissive, but more meek),
618.
The Lovers took within this ancient grove, 694.
The martial courage of a day is vain, 385.
The massy Ways, carríed across these heights,
646.
The Minstrels played their Christmas tune,
593.
The most alluring clouds that mount the sky,
769.
The old inventive Poets, had they seen, 598.
The oppression of the tumult—wrath and scom,
607.
The peace which others seek they find, 313.
The pensive Sceptic of the lonely vale, 507.
The pibroch's note, discountenanced or mute,
689.
The post-boy drove with fierce career, 274.
The power of Armies is a visible thing, 393.
The prayers I make will then be sweet indeed,
319.
There are no colours in the fairest sky, 625.
There is a bondage worse, far worse, to bear,
306. ^
There is a change — and I am poor, 343,
There is a Flower, the lesser Celandine, 318.
There is a little unpretending Rill, 573.
There is an Eminence, — of these our hills, 249.
There is a pleasure in poetic pains, 650.
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There is a Thoin — it looks so old, 75.
There is a Yew-tree, pride of Lorton Vale, 293.
There never breathed a man who, when his life,
389.
" There I said a Stripling, pointing with meet
pride, 719.
There 's George Fisher, Charles Fleming, and
Reginald Shore, 258.
There 's more in words than I can teach, 698.
There 's not a nook within »this solemn Pass,
689.
There 's something in a flying horae, 97.
There was a Boy; ye knew him well, ye clifPs,
111.
There was a roaring in the wind ali night, 280.
There was a time when meadow, grove, and
stream, 353.
The Roman Cônsul doomed his sons to die, 761.
The Sabbath bells renew the inviting peal, 6^.
The saintly Youth has ceased to rale, discrowned, 621.
These times strike monied worldings with dismay, 307.
These Tourists, Heaven preserve usl needs
must Hve, 232.
The Sheep-laoy whistled loud, and Io 1 324.
The Shepherd, looking eastward, softly said,
539.
The sky is overcast, 71.
The soaring lark is blest as proud, 664.
The Spirit of Antiquity — enshrined, 576.
The stars are mansions built by Nature^s hand,
574.
The star which comes at dose of day to shine,
764.
The struggling Rill insensibly is grown, 595.
The sun has long been set, 284.
The sun is couched, the sea-fowl gone to rest,
705.
The Sun, that seemed so mildly to retire, 705.
The sylvan slopes with com-clad fields, 572.
The tears of man in various measure gush, 621.
The troop will be impatient; let us hie, 33.
The turbaned Race are poured in thickening
swarms, 612.
The unremitting voice of nightly streams, 787.
The Valley rings with mirth and joy, 244.
The Vested Priest before the Altar stands, 630.
The Virgin Mountain, wearing like a Queen,
623.
The Voice of Songfrom distant lands shall call,
286.
The wind is now thy oi^anist; — a clank, 689.
The woman-hearted Confessor prepares, 611.
The world forsaken, ali its busy cares, 753.
The world is too much with us, late and soon,
349.
They called Thee Merry England, in old time,
707.
They dreamt not of a perishable home, 634.
The Young-ones gathered in from hill anddale,
629.
They seek, are sought: to daily battle led, 393.
They — who have seen the noble Romanas scom,
749.
This Height a ministering Angel might select,
402.

This Land of Rainbows spanning glens whose
walls, 690.
This Lawn, a carpet ali alive, 668.
This Spot — at once unfolding sight so fair, 761.
Those breathing Tokens of your kind regard,
664.
Those had given earliest notice, as the lark,
616.
Those old credulities to nature dear, 748.
Those silyer clouds collected round the sun, 571.
Those words were uttered as in pensive mood,
348.
Though I beheld at first with blank surprise,
766.
Though joy attend Thee orient at the birth,
692.
Though many suns have risen and set, 644.
Though narrow be that old Man's cares, and
near, 359.
Tho' searching damps and many an envious
flaw, 584.
Though the bold wings of Poesy affect, 785.
Though the torrents from their fountains, 257.
Though to give timely warning and deter, 763.
Thou look^st upon me, and dost fondly think,
707.
Thou sacred Pile I whose turrets rise, 582.
Threats come which no submission may assuage, 618.
Three years she grew in sun and shower, 113.
Through shattered galleries, 'mid roofless halls,
640.
Thus all things lead to Charity, secured, 633.
Thug far, O Friend I have we, though leaving
much, 132.
Thus is the storm abated by the craft, 617.
Thy functions are ethereal, 660.
'T is eight o'clock, — a clearMarch night, 86.
'T is gone — with old belief and dream, 658.
*TisHe whose yester-evening*s high disdain,
7^.
'T is not for the unfeeling, the falsely refined,
2^9. ^
'T is said, fantastic ocean doth unfold, 576.
'T is said, that some have died for love, 256.
'T w said that to brow of yon fair hill, 669.
'T is spent — this buming day of June, 331.
To a good Man of most dear memory, 734.
To appease the Gods; or public thanl^ to yield,
587.
To barren heath, bleak moor, and quaking fen,
529.
To every Formof being is assigned, 515.
To kneeling Worshippers, no earthly floor, 631.
Too frail to keep the lofty vow, 295.
To public notice, with reluctance strong, 534.
Toussaint, the most unhappy man of men, 286.
Tradition, be thou mute I Oblivion, throw, 691.
Tranquillity! the sovereigrn aim wert thou, 720.
Troubled long with warring notions, 566.
True is it that Ambrosio Salinero, 390.
'Twas Summer, and the sun had mounted
high, 411.
Two Voices are there ; one is of the sea, 356.
ünder the shadow of a stately Pile, 755.
üngrateful Country, if thou e'er forget, 626.
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ünless to Peter's Chair the viewless wind, 613.
Unquiet childhood here by special graee, 652.
Untouched through ali severity of cold, 700.
Up, Timothy, up with your stafF and away, 257,
Up to the throne of God is borne, 727.
Up! up I my Friend, and quit your books, 83.
Up with me I up vitii me into the clouds, 320.
Urged by Ãmbition, who with subtlest skill, 611.
Uttered by whom, or how inspired — designed,
578.
Vallombrosa! I longed in thy shadiest wood,
586.
Vallombrosa — I longed in thy shadiest wood,
754.
Vanguard of Liberty, ye men of Kent, 307.
Wait, prithee, wait I thig answer Lesbia threw,
740.
Wanderer! that stoop^st so low, and com'st so
near, 732.
Wansfell! this Household has a favoured lot,
776.
Ward of the Law I — dread Shadow of a King,
573.
Was it to disenchant, and to undo, 577.
Was the aim frustrated by force or gnile, 5(58.
Watch, and be firm I for, soul-subduing vice,
606.
Weak is the will of Man, his judgment blind,
539.
We can endure that He should waste ourlands,
387.
Weep not, beloved Friends I nor let the air, 389.
We had a female Passenger who carne, 286.
}Ve have not passed into a doleful City, 718.
Well have yon Railway Labourers to this
ground, 781.
Well may'st thou halt — and gaze with brightening eye, 347.
Well sang the Bard who called the grave, in
strains, 691.
Well worthy to be magnified are they, 627.
Wegaze-^-nor grieve to think that we must
die, 764.
Were there, below, a spot of holy ground, 10.
We saw, but surely, inthe motley crowd, 716.
We talked with open heart, and tongue, 116.
We walked along, while bright and red, 115.
What aim had they, the Pair of Monks, in size,
753.
What aspect bore the Man who roved or fled,
595.
What awful pérspective ! while from our sight,
634.
What beast in wilderness or cultured field, 017.
What beast of chase hath broken from the
cover, 587.
What crowd is this ? what have we here I we
must not pass it by, 345.
What heavenly smiles ! O Lady mine, 781.
What He — who, 'mid the kindred throng, 531.
\Vhat if our numbers barely could defy, 758.
What is good for a bootless bene, 381.
What know we of the Blest above, 579.
What lovelier home could gentle Fancy choose,
577.

929

What mischief cleaves to unsubdued regret, 724.
What need of clamorous bells, or ribands gay,
401.
What sounds are those, Helvellyn, that are
heard, 178.
What strong allurement draws, what Spirit
guides, 759.
What though the Accused, upon his own appeal,
666.
What though the Italian pencil wrought not
here, 581.
What, you are stepping westward ? — Yea, 298.
What way does the Wind come ? What way does
he go, 352.
When Alpine Vales threw forth a suppliant cry,
626.
Whence that low voice ? — a whisper from the
heart, 598.
When Contemplation, like the night-calm felt,
152.
When, far and wide, swift as the beams of mom,
387.
When íirst descending from the moorlands, 737.
When haughty expectations prostrate lie, 569.
When here with Carthage Rome to conflict
came, 751.
When human touch (as monkish books attest),
739.
When I have bome in memory what has tamed,
288.
When in the antique age of bow and spear, 637.
When, looking on the present face of things,
307.
When Love was born of heavenly line, 70.
When Philoctetes in the Lemnian isle, 651.
When Ruth was left half desolate, 119.
When Sevem's sweeping flood had overthrown,
766.
When the soft hand of sleep had closed the latch,
547.
When thy great soul was freed from mortal
chains, 610.
When, to the attractions of the busy world, 322.
Where are they now, those wanton Boys, 563.
Where art thou, my beloved Son, 312.
Where be the noisy followers of the game, 590,
Where be the temples which, in Britain^s Isle,
535.
Where holy ground begins, unhallowed ends,
602. ^
Where lies the Land to which yon ship must go,
349.
Where lies the truth? has Man, in wisdom's
creed, 786.
Where long and deeply hath been fíxed the root,
615.
Where towers are crushed, and unforbidden
weeds, 646.
Where will they stop, those breathing powers,
696.
While Anna's peers and early playmates tread,
651.
While beams of orient light shoot wide and
high, 778.
While flowing rivers yield a blameless sport,
569.
While from the purpling east departs, 643.
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While Merlin paced the Comish sands, 676.
Whlle xkot a leaí seems faded; while the fíelds,
5^.
While poring Antiquarians search the eround,
739.
While the Poor gather round, till the end of
timef 694,
While thus from theme to theme the Historían
i>assed, 493.
Who but hails the sight with pleasiire, 561.
Who but is pleased to watch the moon on high,
787.
Who comes — with rapture greeted, and caressedf 625.
Who fancied what a pretty sightt 293.
Who is the hai^y Warrior ? Who is he, 341.
Who ponders ífational erents shall find, 770.
Who rashly strove thy Image to portray, 738.
Who rises on the banks of Seine, 548.
Who swerves from innocence, who makes diTorce, 600.
Who weeps for strangers ? Many wept, 382.
Why art thou silent 1 Is thy love a plant, 740.
Why cast ye back upon the Gallic shore, 590.
Why, Minstrel, these untuneful murmurings,
649.
Why shoTild the Enthusiast, joumeyingthrough
this Isle, 706.
Why should we weep or mourn, — Angelic boy,
786.
Why sleeps the future, as a snake enroUed, 635.
Why stand we gazing on the sparkling Brine,
712.
Why, William, on that old grey stone, 83.
Wild Redbreast! hadst thou at Jemima's lip,
653.
Wings have we, and as far as we can go, 347.
Wisdom and Spirit of the universe, 110.
With copious eulogy in prose or rhyme, 683.
With each recurrence of this glorious morn, 570.
With how sad steps, O Moon, thou climb'st the
sky, 348.
Withiu her gilded cage coníined, 642.
Within our happy Castle there dwelt One, 289.
Within the mind strong fancies work, 561.
With little here to do or see, 291.
With sacrifice before the rising mom, 525.

With ships the sea was sprinkled far and nich.
349.
Woe to the Crown that doth the Cowl obey, 611.
Woe to you, Prelates! rioting in ease, 617.
Woman I the Power who left his throne on high.
630.
Wouldst thou be taught, when sleep has taken
âight, 783.
Woúd that our scrupulous Sires had dared to
leave, 632.
Ye Apennines ! with ali your fertile rales, 743.
Ye brood of conscience, — SpectresI that frequent, 762.
Ye Lime-trees, ranged before thishallowed Um,
400.
Ye sacred Nurseries of blooming Youth, 574.
Ye shadowy Beings, that have rights and claims,
717.
Yes! hope may with my strong desire keep
pace, 350.
Yes, if the intensities of h^e and fear, 628.
Yes, it was the mountain £cho, 345.
Yes I thou art fair, yet be not moved, 781.
Yes, though He wellmay tremble at the sound,
764.
Ye Storms, resound the praises of your King,
Yet are they here the same unbroken knot, 357.
Yetlife, you say, is life; we have seen and see,
347.
Yet many a Novice of the cloistral shade, 619.
Yet more, — round many a Convenfs blaasing
fire, 618.
Ye, too, must fly before a chasing hand, 619.
Ye trees! whose slender roots entwine, 756.
Yet Truth is keenly sought for, and the wind,
625.
Yet, yet, Biscayans I we must meet our Foes,
386.
Ye vales and hills whose beauty hither drew,
778.
You call it, "Love lies bleeding," — so you
may, 782.
You have heard " a Spanish Lady," 669. ,
Young England — what is theu beoome of
Old, 784.
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À.AB, The Fali of the, 578.
Abbeys, Old, 632.
Àddress from the Spirit of Cockennouth Castle, 707.
Address toa Child, 352.
Address to Kilchurn Gartle, 299.
Addreas to my Infant Daughter, 315.
Address to the Scholars of the Village School of —,
114.
Admonition, 347.
^neid, Traaslation of Part of the First Book ol the,
552.
Aeríai Rock, 568.
Affiiction of Margaret , The, 312.
Aâlictions of England, 624.
After*thought (Tour on the Continent), 579.
After-thought (Duddon), 601.
Ailsa Grag, Frith of Clyde, 714.
Airey-Force Valley, 774.
Aíx-la<Chapelle, 577.
Alban Hills, From the, 750.
Albano, At, 750.
Alfred, 610.
Alfred, Canute and, 554.
Alfred, hís Descendants, 610.
Alice Fell, or Poverty, 274.
America, Aspects of Christianity in (Three Son.), 627.
American Episcopacy, 627.
American Tradition, 597.
Ancient Hiatory, On a celebrated Event in (Two Son.),
387.
Andrew Jones, 259.
Anecdote for Fathers, 73.
Animal Tranquillity and Decay, 90.
Anio, 750.
Anna, 651.
Anticipation (October, 1803), 308.
Anticipation of leaving School, Composed iu, 2.
Apennines, Among the Ruins of a Gonrent in the, 756.
Apology (Eccl. Son., Ist Part), 008.
Apology (Eccl. Son., 2d Part), 619.
Apology íSonnets upon the I^nishment of Death), 764.
Apology (Tarrow Revisited), 695.
Applethwaite, At, 318.
Aquapendente, Muaings near, 742.
Armenian Lady^s Lore, The, 669.
Armies, The Power of, 393.
Artegal and Elidure, 534.
Authors, A plea for, 760.
Author^s Portrait, To the, 700.
Autumn (September), 538.
Ararice, The last Stage of, 259.
Avon, The (Ânnan), 693.
Bala^Sala, At, 713.
Ballot, Protest against the, 761.
Bangor, Monastery of Old, 607.
Baptism, 629.
Beaumont, Sir George, Epistle to, 393.
Beaumout, Sir George, Upon perusing the foregoing
Epistle to, 398.
Beaumont, Sir George, Picture of Peele Castle painted
by, 325.
Beaumont, Sir George, Beautiful picture painted by,
399.
Beaumont, Sir George, Elegiac Stanzas addressed to,
641.
Beaumont, To Lady, 358.

Beauteous Evening, It Í8 a, 285.
Beggar, Old Cum^rland, 93.
Beggars, 275.
Beggars, Sequei to the, 563.
Beneâts, Other (Two Son.), 615.
Bible, Translation of the, 620.
Binnorie, The SoUtude of, 314.
Bird of ^radise, Coloured Drawing of the, 737.
Bird of Paradise, Suggested by a Picture of, 785.
Biscayan Rite (Two Son.), 386.
Bishops, Acquittal X)f the, 626.
*
Bishops and Priests, 628.
Black Comb, Inscription on a stone on the 6ide of» 402.
Black Comb, Yiew from the top of, 402.
Bologna, At (Three Son.), 757.
Bolton l^iory, The founding of, 381.
Bondage, There is a, 306.
Booka (I^elude), 152.
Books and Newspapers, Illustrated, 787.
Borderers, The, 33.
Bothwell Castle, 692.
Boulogne, On being stranded near the Harbour of« 590.
Bran, Effusion on the Banks of, 531.
Breadalbane, Ruined Mansion of the Earl of, 691.
Brientz, Scene on the Lake of, 579.
Brigham, Nun's WelI, 708.
Britons, Struggle of the, 606.
Brothers, The, 232.
Brother'8 Water, Bridge at the foot of, 278.
Brougham Castle, Song at the Feast of, 359.
Brownie's Cell, 529.
Brownie, The, 692.
Brugès (Two Poems), 576.
Brugès, Incident at, 663.
Buonaparté, I grieved for, 282.
Buonaparte, The Column, 586.
Burial Place in the South of Scotland, 687.
Burns, At the Grave of, 294.
Bums, Thoughts suggested near the residence OÍ, 295.
Bums, To the Sons of, 296.
Butterôy, To a, 276.
Butterfly, To a, 278.
Calais (August, 1802), 284.
Calais, Composed by the Seaside near (1802), 284.
Calais, Composed near, 285.
Calais (August 15,1801), 282.
Calais, Fish-women at, 575.
Calyert, Raisley, 351.
Camaldoli, At the Convent of (Three Son.), 753.
Cambridge and the Alps (Prelude), 159.
Cambridge, Residence at (Prelude), 138.
Canute, 611.
Canute and Alfred, 554.
Castle, Composed at ——, 301.
"Castle of Indolence," Written in my Pocket Copy
of, 288.
Casual Incitement, 607.
Catechising, 629.
Cathedrals, etc., 634.
Catholic Cantons, Composed in one of the, 579.
Celandine, The Small, 318.
Celandine, To the Small (Two Poems), 279-280.
Cenotaph (Mrs. Fermor), 641.
Chamouny, Processions in the Yale of, 587.
Character, A, 260.
Charles tlie First, Troubles of, 623.
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Charles the Second, 625.
Chatsworth, 684.
Ghaucer, SelectionB froln (Three Poems), 263.
Cliiabrera, Epítaphs translated from, 388.
Chichely, Archbiahop to, Henry the Fifth, 617.
Child, Address to a, 352.
Cbild, Three years old, Characteristics o£ a, 392.
Child, To a (written in her Albvun), 731.
Childhood and School-time (Preluae), 124.
Childless Father, The, 257.
Christianity in America, Aspects of (Three Son.), 627.
Church to be erected (Two Son.), 633.
Churches, New, 633.
Churchyard among the Mountains (Excursion), 477.
Churchyard among the Momitains (Excursion), 493.
Churchyard, New, 633.
Cintra, Convention of (Two Son.), 382.
Cistertian Monastery, 614.
Clarkson, Thomas, To, 356.
Clergy, Còrruptions of the Higher, 617.
Clergy, Emigrant French, 632.
*
Clericai Integrity, 625.
Clermont, The Council of, 612.
Clifford, Lord, 359.
Clouds, To the, 774.
Clyde, In the Frith of (Ailsa Crag), 714.
Clyde, On the Frith of, 715.
Cockermouth Castle, Address from the Spirit of, 707.
Cockermouth, In sight of, 707.
Coleorton, A Flower Garden at, 639.
Coleorton, Elegiac Musings in the grounds of, 683.
Coleorton, Inscription for an Um in the grounds of,
400.
Coleorton, Inscription for a Seat in the groves of, 400.
Coleorton, Inscription in a garden of, 400.
Coleorton, Inscription in the grounds of, 399.
Collins, Remembrance of, 9.
Cologne, Li the Cathedral of, 577.
Commination Service, 631.
Complaint, A, 343.
"Complete Angler," Written on a blank leaf in the,
569.
Conclusion (Duddon), 601.
Conclusion (Eccl. Son.), 635.
Conclusion ÍMiscell. Son.), 653.
Conclusion (Sonnets upon the Punishment of Death),
764.
Coníim^tion (Two Son.), 629.
Congra^lation, 633.
Conjectures, 605.
Contrast, The. The Parrot and the Wren, 642.
Convent in the Apennines, 756.
Convention of Cintra, Composed while writing a Tract
occasioned by the (Two Son.), 382.
Conversion, 608.
Cora Linn, Composed at, 530.
Cordelia M , To, 723.
Cotttage Girls, The Three, 585.
Council of Clermont, The, 612.
Countess' Pillar, 694.
Covenanters, Persecution of Scottish, 626.
Cranmer, 621.
Crosthwaite Church, 777.
Crusader, 615.
Crusades, 612.
Cuckoo and the Nightingale, The, 266.
Cuckoo at Laverna, The, 751.
Cuckoo Clock, The, 783.
Cuckoo, To the, 310.
Cuckoo, To the, 651.
Cumberland Beggar, The Old, 93.
Cumberland, Coast of (In the Channel), 711.
Cumberland, On a high part of the coast of, 705.
DafPodils, 311.
Daisy, To the (Two Poems), 290.
Daisy, To the, 291.

Daisy, To the, 325.
Daniel, Picture of (Hamilton Palace), 693.
Danish Boy, The, 117.
Danish Couquests, 611.
Banube, Source of the, 578.
Dati, Roberto, 390.
Death, Sonnets on, 761.
Dedication (Miscell. Son.), 648.
Dedicatiou (Tour on the Continent), 575.
Dedicatioij (White Doe of Rylstone), 361.
Departure from the Vale of Grasmere, 294.
Derwent, To the River, 570.
Descriptive Sketches, 10.
Despondency (Excursion), 435.
Despondency, Corrected (Excursion), 447.
Desultory Stanzas, 591.
Detraction which followed the Publication of a certaic
Poem, On the, 574.
Devil'8 Bridge, To the Torrent at, 640.
Devotional Incitements, 696.
Dion, 527.
Dissensions, 606.
Distractions, 623.
Dog, Incident Characteristic of a, 321.
Dog, Tribute to the Memory of the same, 322.
Donnerdale, The Plain of, 598.
Dora, To (A little onward), 555.
Douglas Bay, Isle of Man, On entering, 711.
Dover, Composed in the Valley near, 286.
Dover, Near, 287.
Dover, The Valley of (Two Son.), 590.
Druidical Excommunication, 605.
Dniids, Trepidation of the, 605.
Duddon, The River, 592.
Dungeon-Ghyll Force, 244.
Dunollie Castle (Eagles), 690.
Dunolly Castle, On revisiting, 715.
Dunolly Eagle, The, 715.
Duty, Ode to, 319.
Dyer, To the Poet John, 540.
Eagle and the Dove, The, 776.
Eagles (Dunollie Castle), 690.
Eagle, The Dunolly, 715.
Easter Sunday, Composed on, 570.
Ecclesiastical Sonnets, 604.
Echo, The Mountain, 345.
Echo upon the Gemmi, 587.
Eclipse of the Sun, 1820, The, 584.
Eden, The River (Cumberland), 719.
Edward the Sixth, 620.
Edward signing the Warrant, 621.
Egremont Castle, The Horn of, 342.
Egyptian Maid, The, 676.
Ejaculation, 635.
Elegiac Musings (Coleorton Hall), 683.
Elegiac Stanzas (Goddard), 588.
Elegiac Stanzas (Mrs. Fermor), 641.
Elegiac Stanzas (Peele Castle), 325.
Elegiac Verses (John Wordsworth), 324.
Klizabeth, 622.
Ellen Irwin, 258.
Emigrant French Clergy, 632.
Emigrant Mother, The, 276.
Eminent Reformers (Two Son.), 622.
Eminence, There is an, 149.
Emma'8 Dell, 247.
Engelberg, 580.
Enghien, Duke d', 552.
England, 307.
England, Afflictions of, 624.
Enterprise, To, 602.
Episcopacy, American, 627.
Epistle to Sír George Beaumont, 393.
Epistle to Sir George Beaumont, Upon penising the
foregoing, 398.
Epitaph, A Poefs, 113.
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Epitaph in the Chapel-yard oi J-a^gdale, 642.
Emtaühs translated from Chiabrera, 388.
Evening of extraordinary splendour, Composed upon
an, 566.
' .
Evenfhi^m:iènt History, On a Celebrated (Two Son.),
389.
"
Excursion, The, 403.
Expostulation and Reply, 83.
Fact, A, and an Imagination, 554.
Faery Chasm, 596.
Fancy, 348.
Fancy and Tradition, 694.
Fancy, Hints for the, 596.
Farewell, A, 283.
Farewell Lines, 647.
Farmer of Tilsbury Vale, The, 308.
Far-Terrace, The, 646.
Father, The Childless, 257.
Fathers, Anecdote for, 73.
Female Passenger, We had, 286.
Fermor, Mrs. (Cenotaph), 641.
Fermor, Mrs. (Elegiac Stanzas), 641.
Fidelity, 320,
Filial Piety, 6Ô9.
Fir Grove (John Wordaworth), óiZ.
IlemingTS the Lady (Rydal Chapei) (Two Poems),
636.
Floating
768. 755.
Florence Island,
(Four SoiL),
Flower Garden, A (Coleorton), 639.
Flowers, 595.
^
Flowers (Cave of Staffa), 717.
Foresight, 279.
Forms of Prayer at Sea, 6^.
,.
Forsaken Indian "Woman, The Complaint of a, 84.
Forsaken, The, 313.
Fort Fuentes, 581.
Fountain, The, 116.
Fox, Mr., tines composed on the expected death of,
352.
France, Residence in (Prelude), 187.
France, Residence in ÍPrelude),
France, Residence in
France, Sky-prospect from the Piam of, oyü.
Francesco Pozzobonelli, 391.
French Army in Rússia (Two Poems), 549.
French Clergy, Emigrant, 632.
French Revolution, 240.
^
i. ■
French Revolution, In allusion to Histories oi the
(Three Son.), 7^.
French Royalist, Feelmgs of a, 552.
Fríend, To a (Banks of the Derwent), 708.
Funeral Service, 63L
Furuess Abbey, At, 779.
Furness Abbey, At, 781.
Gemmi. Echo upon the, 587.
5eS Fast, U%n the late (1832) 699
George the Third (November, 1813),^3.
Georee the Third, On the death of, 573.
Germana on the Heights of Hochheim, 550.
Germany, Written in, 122.
Gillies, Margaret, 764.
Gillies, Margaret (Two Poems), 76b.
Gipsies, 357.
Girdle, A narrow, 249.
Glad Tidings, 607.
Gleaner, The, 659.
Glen-Almain, or the Narrow Glen, Züo.
Glencroe, At the Head of, 691.
Glow-worm, The Star and the, 564.
Goddard, Elegiac Stanzas, 588.
Gold and Silver Fishes in a Vase (Two Poems), 663.
Goody Blake and Harry Gill, 77.
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Gordale, 568.
Grace
Darling, 776.
Grasmere-dale,
Fly to, 303.
ioa«\
Grasmere, Departure from lhe Vale of (August, loUd),
294.
Grasmere, Inscription on the Island at, 261.
Grasmere, Retum to, 303.
e q^q
Grasmere Lake, Composed by the side of, 34».
Gravestone, A (Worcester Cathedral), 669.
Great Men (Sydney, Marvel, etc.), 287.
Green, George and Sarah, 382.
Green Linnet, The, 292.
Greenock, 718.
Greta, To the River, 707.
Guernica, Oak of, 387.
Guilt and Sorrow, 19.
Gunpowder Plot, 623.
H. C., Six years old, To, 290. ^
Hambleton Hills, After a Joumey across the, z».
Happy
Warrior,
Character
of the,649.340.
Harp, The
(" Why,
Minstrel")»
Hart-leap "Well, 253.
Harfs-horn Tree, 694.
Haunted Tree, The, 571. , , _ . . Hawkshead, Written as a School Exercise at, 1.
Hawkshead School, In Anticipation of leavmg, A
Haydon (Picture of the Duke of Wellington), 76o.
Haydon, To B. R., 534.
, xt i
Haydon, To B. R. (Picture of Napoleon Buonaparte),
698.
^^azels 540
Heidelberg, Castle of (Hymn for Boatmen), 578.
Helvellyn, To , on her first ascent of, 55b.
Henry the Eighth, Portrait of, 651.
Her eyes are wild, 79.
Hermitage, Near the Spring of the, 5bb.
Hermitage (St. Herberfs Island), 261.
Hermifs Cell, Inscriptions in and near, 505.
Highland Boy, The Blind, 303.
Highland Broach, The, 695.
Highland Girl, To a, 297.
Highland Hut, 692.
Hint from the Mountams, 561.
Hints for the Fancy, 596.
Historian, Plea for the, 749.
Hoffer, 383.
.
xt. j 4.u #
Hogg, James, Extempore Effusion upon the death of,
736.
Honour, 385.
Horn of Egremont Castle, The, 342.
Howard, Mrs., Monument of (Wetherall) (Two Son.),
719.
Humanity, 666.
Hymn for Boatmen (Heidelberg), 578.
Hymn, The Labourer'8 Noonday, 727.
I. F., To, 764.
Idiot Boy, The, 86.
Illustrated Books and Newspapers, .
lUustration (The Jung-Frau), 623.
Imagination and Taste (Prelude), 207.
Imagination and Taste (Prelude), 212.
Immortality, Intimations of, 353.
Indian Woman, Complaint of a ForMken, S4.
Infant Daughter, Address to my, 315.
Infant M M , To the, 652.
Infant, The Cottager to her, 331.
Influences, Other, 609.
.
Inglewood Forest, Suggested by a View m, 693.
Inscription for a Monument m Crosthwajte Churcn
(Southey), 778.
Inscriptions (Coleorton), 399.
Inscriptions for the Spot, 261.
Inscriptions (Hermifs Cell), 5Go.
Installation Ode, 788.
Interdict, An, 6l3.
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lutroduction (Eccles. Son.), 604.
Ditroduction (Prelude), 125.
Invasion, Lines od the expected, 308.
Inversneydef 297.
Invitation, On Nature's, 123.
Invocation to the Earth (1816), 546.
lona (Two Son.), 717.
lona, Black Stones of, 718.
Isle of Man (Two Son.), 711.
Isle of Man, Át ]^la>8ala, 713.
Isle of Man, At Sea, off, 711.
Isle of Man, By the Seashore, 711.
Isle of Man (Douglas Bay), 711.
Italian Itinerant, The, 583.
Italy, Aíter leaving (Two Son.), 757.
Jedborough, The Matron of, 302.
Jewish Family, A, 658.
Joanna, To, 248. ^
Joan of Kent, Warrant forExecution of, 621.
Jonea, Kev. Robert, 10.
Jones, Bev. Kobert, 284.
Journey renewed, 600.
Jung-Frau, The, and the Fali of the Rhine, 623.
Kendal, Upon hearing of the death of the Viçar of,
534.
Kendal and Windermere Bailway, On the projected,
Kent, To the Men of, 307.
Kilchum Castie, Address to, 299.
Killicranky, In the Pass of, ^8.
King's CoUege Chapei, Cambridge, Inside of (Three
Son.), 634.
Kirkstone, The Pass of, 561.
Kirtle, The Braes of, 258.
Kitten and Falling Leaves, The, 316.
Labourer's Noon-day Hymn, 727.
Lady, To a, upon Drawings she had made of Flowers in
Madeira, 781.
Lady E. B. and the Hon. Miss P., To the, 640.
Lamb, Charles, Written after the death of, 734.
Lancaster Castie, Suggeated by the view of, 761.
I^ngdale, Epitaph in the Chapei yard of, 642.
Laodamia, 525.
Last of the Flock, The, 85.
Last Supper, by Leonardo da Vinci, The, 584.
Latimer and Ridley, 621.
Latitudinarianism, 625.
Laud, 624.
Lawn, The, 668.
Ledbury, St. Catherine of, 739.
Leonardo da Vinci, The Last Supper, 584.
Lesbia, 740.
Liberty (Gold and Silver Fishes), 664.
Liberty, Obligations of Civil to Religious, 626.
Liberty (Tyroleae Sonnets), 383.
Liege, Between Namur and, 576.
Lines composed a few miles above Tintem Abbey, 91.
Lines composed on the ezpected death oí Mr. Fox,
352.
Lines, Farewell, 647.
Lines left upon a Seat in a Tew-tree, 31.
Lines on the expected Invasion, 1803, 308.
Lines Buggested by a Portrait from the Pencil of F.
Stone (Two Poems), 728.
Lines written as a School Exercise at Hawkshead, 1.
Lines written in Early Spring, 81.
Lines written in the Album of the Countess of Lonsdale, 731.
Lines written upon a Stone, upon one oí the Islands at
. Rydal, 261.
Lines written upon hearing of the death of the late
Viçar of Kendal, 534.
Lines written while.sailing in a Boat at Evening, 9.
Liturgy, The, 628.

Loch Etive, Composed in the G-len of, 690.
Lombardy, In, 7^.
London, In (1802), (Two Son.), 287.
London, Residence in (Prelude), 169.
Longest Day, The, 560.
Long Megand her Daughters, 721.
Lonsdale, The Countess of (Album), 731.
Lonadale, To the Earl of, 410.
Lonsdale, To the Earl of, 721.
Louisa, 326.
Love, The Birth of, 70.
Love lies bleeding (Two Poems), 782.
Love, 'T is aaid that some have died for, 256.
Lovely things, Among ali, 277.
Loving and Liking, 698.
Lowther, 721.
Lowther, To the Lady Mary, 574.
Lucca Giordano, 787.
Lucy Gray, or Solitude, 118.
Lucy (Three Poems), 112.
Lucy (Three years she grew), 113.
Lycoria, Ode to (Two Poems), 558.
Lyre, 774.
M. H., To, 250.
Malham Cove, 568.
Manse, On the sight of a (Scotland), 688.
March, Written in, 278.
Margaret , The Affliction oí, 312.
Mariner, By a retired, 713.
Marriage Ceremony, The, 630.
Marriage of a Friend, On the Eve of, 401.
Marshall, To Cordelia, 723.
Mary Queen of Scots, Captivity of, 569.
Mary Queen of Scots, Lament of, 562.
Mary Queen of Scots (Workington), 708.
Maternal Grief, 391.
Matron of Jedborough, The, 302.
Matthew, 115.
May Moming, Composed on (1838), 759.
May Moming, Ode composed on, &43.
May, To, 644.
Memory, 635.
Memory, "When I have bome in, 288.
Men of the "Westem World, 750.
Merry England, 707.
Michael, 238.
Michael Ângelo, Two translatious írom, 350.
Michael Ângelo, From the Italian of, 350.
Michael Ângelo, From the Italian of, 319.
Milton, 287.
Miasions and Travela, 610.
Monasteries, Diasolution of the (Three Soa.), 618.
Monasteries, Saxon, 610.
Monastery, Cistertian, 613.
Monastery of Old Bangor, 607.
Monastic Power, Abuse of, 618.
Monastic Voluptuousness, 618.
Monks and Schoolmen, 614.
Monument of Mrs. Howard (Two Son.), 719.
Monument (Long Meg and Her Daughter^, 721.
Moon, The íHow beautiful the Queen of Night), 78T.
Moon, The (Once I could hail), 645.
Moon, The (Rydal), 733.
Moon, The ÍSeaside), 732.
Moon, The (The crescent-Moon, the Star of Love), 768.
Moon, The (The Shepherd looking eastward), 539.
Moon, The (With how sad ateps), 348.
Moon, The (Who but is pleased), 787.
Moming Exercise, A, 6^.
Moscow, self-devoted to a blaze, By, 550.
Mossgiel Farm (Bums), 719.
Mother's Retum, The, 357.
Mountain (November 1), 538.
Mountains, Hint from the, 561.
Mull, In Sound of, 690.
Music, Power of, 344.
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Mutability, 632.
My heart leaps up, 277.
Naming of Places, Poem» on the, 247.
Namur and Liege, Between, 576.
Natural Objects, Influençe of, 110.
.
Needle-case in the form of a Harp, On seemg a, 64».
Newspaper, After reading a, 689.
Nidpath Castle, 201.
Nightingale and Stock-dove, 358.
Nightingale, The Cuckoo and the, 266.
Night-piece, A, 71.
Night-thought, A, 758.
Nith, On the Banks of, 295.
Norman Boy, The, 770.
Norman Conquest, The, 611.
.
North "Wales, Composed among the Ruins oí a Castle
in, 640.
Nortons, The Fate oí the, 361.
Nunnery, 720.
Nun'8 "Well, Brigham, 708.
Nutting, 111.
Oak and the Broom, The, 252.
Oak of Guemica, The, 387.
Octogenarian, To an, 788.
Ode composed on May Moming, 643.
Ode, Intimations of ImmortaÜty, 353.
Ode, Inatallation, 788.
Ode, The Morning of the day of Thanksgivmg, 541.
Ode to Duty, 319.
Ode to Lycoris (Two Poema), 558.
Ode, Vernal, 556.
x r^o
Ode (1814.
(Who rises
onthe
theaofthand),
Banks of Seine),
Ode
"When
547. 548.
Ode (1815. Imagination — ne'er before content), 044.
Oker Hill in Darley Dale, A Tradition of, 669.
Open Prospect, 596.
,
Ossían, Written in a bJank leaf of Macpherson b, 715.
Our Lady of the Snow, 580.
Oxford, May 30,1820 (Two Son.), 574.
Painter, To a (Two Son.), 766.
Palafox, 386.
Papal Abuses, 613.
Papal Dominion, 613.
Parrot and the Wreu, The, 642.
Parsonage in Oxfordshire, A, 602.
Parsonage, The (Excursion), 507.
Passion, Strange fits of, 112.
Pastor, The (Excursion), 464.
Pastoral Character, 628.
Patriotic Sympathies, 624.
Paulinus, 608.
_
.
Peele Cttôtle, Suggested by a Picture of, 325.
Pelion and Oasa, 262.
Pennsylvanians, To the, 784.
Persecution, 605.
Personal Talk, 346.
Persuasion, 608.
Peter Bell, 96.
,„ , ,
Peter Bell, on the detraction which foUowed, etc., 574.
Pet Lamb, The, 245.
Phantom of Delight, 311.
Philoctetes, 651.
,
Picture, Upon the sight of a beautiful, wo.
Piety, Decay of, 649.
Piety, Filial, 699.
Pilgrim Fathers (Two Son.), 627.
Pilgrim'B Dream, 564.
PíUar of Trajan, 646.
Places of "Worship, 628.
Plea for Authors, A, 760.
Plea for the Historian, 749.
Poet and the caged Turtle-dove, The, 681.
Poefs Dream, The, 771.
Poefs Epitaph, 113.

935

Poet to his Grandchild, A, 760.
Point at issue, The, 620.
Point Rash Judgment, 250.
Poor Robin, 76^
Poor Susan, The Reverie of, 70.
Popery, Revival of, 621.
Portrait,
Portrait ofLines
I. F.,suggested
On a, 764.by a (Two Poems), 728.
Portrait of the Duke of Wellmgtçn, On a, 765.
Portrait, to the Author's, 700.
Power of Muaio, 344.
Power of Sound, 660.
Prayer at Sea, Forms of, 631.
Prayer, The force of, 381.
Prelude, Poems of early and late Years, 767.
Prelude, The, 124.
Presentiments, 682.
Primrose of the Rock, Th6, 684.
Prioress'
Tale,
The, 263. 587.
Processions
(Chamouny),
Prophecy, A (February, 1807), 356.
Punishment of Death, Sonnets upon the, 761.
Railway, On the projected Kendal and "Windermere,
778.
Railways, etc., 721.
Rainbow, 277.
.
Ranz des Vaches, On heanng the, 581.
Recovery, 606.
Reclusa, The, 222.
Redbreast, 278.
Redbreast chasing the Butterfly, The, 278.
Redbreast, The, 727.
Redbreast, To a, 768.
Reflections, 620.
. ,
coi
Reformation, General View of the Troubles of the, bil.
Reformers, Eminent (Two Son.), 622.
Reformers in Exile (English), 622.
Regrets, 632.
Regrets, Imaginative, 619.
Repentance, 313.
Reproof, 610.
Reaolution and Independence, 280.
Resting-place, The, 599.
Retirement, 650.
Retrospect (Prelude), 178.
Retum, 597.
Retum, The Mother's, 357.
Retum to Grasmere, ^3.
Reverie of Poor Susan, 70.
Rhine, upon the Banks of the, 577.
Richard the First, 612.
Richmond Hill (Thomson), 375.
Ridley, Latimer and, 621.
Robinson, to Henry Crabb (Tour in Italy, lip37), 741.
Rob Roy'8 Grave, 300.
Rock, Inscribed upon a (Hemufs Cell), 565.
Rocks, Two heath-clad, 779. , ^
Rocky Stream, Composed on the Banks of a, oio.
Rocky Stream, on the Banks of a, 788.
Rogers, Samuel, To, 686.
Roman Antiquities, 739.
Roman Antiquities (Old Pennth), 695.
Roman Refinements, Temptations from, 606.
Romance of the Water Lily, 676.
Rome, 749.
Rome, At (Three Son.), 748.
Rome, The Pine of Monte Maria at, 74S.
Roslin Chapei, Composed in, 688.
^
Rotha Q , To, 652.
Ruins of a Castle in North Wales, 640.
Rural Architecture, 257.
Rural Ceremony, 631.
Rural Illusions, 698.
Russian Fugitive (The), 672.
Ruth, 119.
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Rydal, At, on May Honiing (1838), 759.
Rydal Cbapel, 636.
Rydal, Inscription upon a stone upon one of the Islands
at, 261.
Rydal, In the woods of, 653.
Rydal Mere, By the side of, 725.
S. H., To, 649.
Bacheverel, 626.
Sacrament, 630.
Sailor'8 Mother, The, 273.
Saint Bees' Heads, In a Steamboãt off, 709.
Saint Catherine of Ledbury, 739.
Saint Gothard (Ranz des Vaches on the Pass of), 581.
Saint Herberfs Island, Derwentwater (Hermitage),
261.
Saint Kilda, 718.
Saints, 619.
Salinero Ambrosio, 390.
Salisbury Plain, Incidenta upon, 20.
San Salvador, The Church of, 582.
Saxon Clergy, Primitive, 609.
Saxon Couquest, 607.
Saxon Monasteries, 610.
Saxons, 612.
Schill, 385.
Scholars of the Village School of .Address to the,
114.
School, composed in anticipation of leaving, 2.
School Exercise at Hawkshead, Written as a, 1.
School-Time (Prelude), 132.
School-Tíme, Childhood and (Prelude), 124.
Schwytz, 581.
Scottish Covenanters, Persecution of the, 626.
Scott, Sir Walter, Departure of, 687.
Seashore, Composed by the, 724.
Seaside, Composed by the, 284.
Season, Bleak was it, 123.
SeasoDS, Thought on the, 668.
Seathwaite Chapei, 598.
Secluaion (Two Son.), 609.
Seven Sisters, The, 314.
Sexton, To a, 117.
Sheep-washing, 599.
Shepherd Boys — Dungeon-Ghyll Force, 244.
Ships (Two Son.^, 349.
Sight, Who fancied what a pretty, 293.
Simon Lee, 80.
Simplon Pass, Column lying ín the, 586.
Simplon Pass, Stanzas composed in the, 586.
Simplon Pass, The, 109.
Sister, To my, 82.
Skiddaw, 262.
Sky-lark, To a, 643.
Sky-lark, To a, 3^.
Sky.pro8i)ect from the Plain of France, 590.
Sleep, to (Three Son.), 349.
Slumber did my spirit seal, A, 113.
Snowdrop, To a, 569.
'
Snowdrops, 569.
Sobieski, John, 551.
Solitary Reaper, The, 298.
Solitary, The (Excursion), 423.
Somnambulist, The, 722.
Song at the Feast of Brougham Castle, 359.
Song for the Spinning Wheel, 401.
Song for the Wandering Jew, 257.
Sonnet, The, 650.
Sonnet, June, 1820 (Fame tells of groves), 575.
Sonnét, September 1, 1802 (We had a female Passenger), 286.
Sonnet, September, 1802 (Inland, within a hollow vale),
287.
Sonnet, September, 1815 (While not a leaf seems faded),
538.
Sonnet, \ Poet, 769.
Sonnet, October, 1803 (One might believe), 306.

Sonnet, October, 1803 (These times strikemonied world*
lings), 307.
Sonnet, October, 1803 (When looking on the present face
of thinga), 307.
Sonnet, November, 1806 (Another year), 352.
Sonnet, November, 1813 (Now'that ali hearts are glad).
403.
Sonnet, November 1,1815 (How clear, how keen), 538.
Sonnet, November, 1836 (Even so foc me), 741.
Sound of Mull, In the, 691.
Sound, The Power of, 660.
Southey, Edith May, 648.
Southey (Inscription for monument), 778.
Spade of a Friend, To the, 317.
Spaniards (Three Son.), 388.
Spanish Guerillas, 393.
Spanish Guerillas, The French and the, 388.
Bparrow'8 Nest, The, 262.
Spinning Wheel, 570.
Spinning "Wheel, Song for the, 401.
Spirit, It is no, 293.
Sponsors, 629.
Staffa, Cave of (Four Son.), 716.
Star and the Glow-worm, The, 564.
Star-gazers, 345.
Star, Slowly-sinklng, 571.
Stars are Manaions, The, 574.
Statesman, The, 761.
Staubbach, On approaching the, 578.
Steamboats, Yiaducte, and Railwaya, 721.
Stepping-stonea, The (Two Son,), 595.
Stepping Westward, 298.
Stone, F., Linea suggested by a Portrait from the pencil
of (Two Poema), 728.
Storm, Composed during a, 567.
Stray Pleasurea, 343.
Stream, Composed on the Banks of a rocky, 573.
Stream, On the Banks of a rocky, 788.
Stream, Tributary, 598.
Streams, The unremitting Voice of nightly, 787.
Summer Vacation (Prelude), 146.
Sun, The, 284.
Swan, The, 571.
Swede, The royal, 385.
Sweden, The King of, 286.
Sweden, The King of, 385.
Switzerland, Subjugation of, 356. .
Tablea Tumed, The, 83.
Tell, Effusion in the preaence of Tower of, 580.
Temptations from Roman Refínements, 606.
Thankagiving after Childbirth, 630.
There was a Boy, 111.
Thomaon'8 "Castle of Indolence," Written in Pocket
Copy of, 288.
Thorn, The, 75.
Thrasymene, Near the Lake of (Two Son.), 751.
Three yeara abe grew, 113.
Thrush, The (Two Son.), 759.
Thun, Memorial near the Lake of, 579.
Tillbrook, 539.
Tilsbury Vale, farmer of, 308.
Tintem Abbey, Linea compoaed a few miles above, 91.
To , in her seventieth year, 652.
To , on her First Ascent of Helvellyn, 556.
To , Upon the birth of her Firstbom Child, 701.
To (Happy the feeling), 649.
To (Look at the fate of Summer Flowers), 639.
To ÍMiscellaneoua Sonneta — Conclusion), 653.
To (Mra. Wordsworth, Two Poems), 638.
To (The Haunted Tree), 571.
To (Wait, prithee, waitl), 740.
Torrent at DevlPa Bridge, 640.
Tour among the Alps (1791-2), (Deacriptive Sketchea),
10.
Tour in Italy (1837), Memoriais of a, 741.
Tour in Scotiand (1803), Memoriais of a, 294.
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Tout ín Scotland (1814), Memoriais of a, 529.
Tour in Scotland (1831), C85.
Tour in the Summer oz 183^706.
Tour on the Continent (1820), Memoriala of a, 575.
Toussaint L'Ouverture, To, 286.
Tradition, 593.
*
Tradition, American, 597.
Tradition, Fancy and, G94.
Trajan, The Filiar of, 646.
Translation of tbe Bible, 620.
Transubstantiation, 616.
Tríad, A'he, 654.
Tributary Stream, 598.
Treilus and Cresida, 271.
Trosachs, The, 689.
Turtle-dove, The Poet and the Caged, 681.
Tvvilight, 539.
Two April Momings, The, 115.
Two Thieves, The, 259.
T}'ndrum, Suggested at, 691.
Tynwald Hill, 713.
Tyrolese, Feelings of the, 383.
Tyrolese, On the íinal submisaion of the, 384.
Tyrolese Sonneta, 383.
ITlpha, Kirk of, 601.
Uncertainty, 605.
Uuknown Men, 1 travelled among, 112.
Vale, Beloved, 347.
Valedictory Sounet (Misc. Son.), 761.
Vallombrosa, At, 753.
Vaudois, The (Two Son.), 616.
Yaudracour and Julia,
Venetian Republic, Onthe Xxtinction of, 285.
Venice, Scene in, 613.
Venus, To the Flanet (January, 1838), 759.
Venus, To the Planet (LochLomond), 692.
Vemal Ode, 556.
Vienna, Siege of, raised by John Sobieski, 551.
Virgin, The, 619.
\lsitation of the Sick, 630.
"Waggoner, The, 331.
"Waldenses, 616.
Wallace'8 Tower, in Sight of, 530.
Walton^s Book of ^'Lives," 625.
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Wander^r, Discourse of the (Excursion), 514.
Wauderer, The (Excursion), 410.
Wandering Jew, Song for the, 257.
Wansfell, 776.
"Warning, The, 702.
Wars of York and Lancaster, 617.
Waterfall and the Eglantine, The, 251.
"Water-fowl, 401.
Waterloo, After visiting the Field of, 576.
"Waterloo, Occasioned by the Battle of (Two Son.),
551.
"Ways, She dwelt among the nntrodden, 112.
We are Seven, 71.
Wellington, On a Portrait of the Duke of, 765.
■Westall, Mr. "W., Views of the Caves, etc., in Torkshire by (Three Poems), 567.
Westminster Bridge, Composed upon, 284.
Westmoreland Girl, The, 780.
Whirl-blast, 82.
Whistlers, The Seven, 359.
"White Doe of Rylstone, 361.
"Wicliffe, 617.
Widow on "Windermere Side, The, 773.
Wild Duck's Nest, The, 568.
"William the Third, 626.
Wishing-gate, The, 657.
Wishing-gate Destroyed, The, 658.
Worcester Gathedral, A Gravestone in, 669.
Wordsworth, John, Klegiac Verses in memory of, 324.
Wordsworth, John (Fir Grove), 322.
Wordsworth, To the Rev. Christopher, 778.
Wor^worth, To the Rev. Dr. (Duddon), 593.
Written in March, 278.
Written with a slate pencil, 261.
Wren*s Nest, A, 700.
Tarrow Revisited, 685.
Yarrow UnTÍsited, 301.
Tarrow Visited, 532.
Yew-Trees, 292.
Yew-tree Seat, 31.
York and Lancaster, "Wars of, 617.
Young England, 784.
Young Lady, To a, 327,
Youth, written in very early, 3.
Zaragoza, 384.
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